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It had been a long, hard day, and Jake just wanted to get home and spend a relaxing night with his beautiful daughter, Olivia. Driving home late from campus, he found himself thinking of her in ways most fathers aren't meant to think of their own daughters. But he couldn't help it. Olivia was sweet, perky and beautiful. And to make his predicament seem even more impossible, she had a lusciously curvy body, with shapely legs, an ass that was tight and round as any porn starlet, and tits that any man would go crazy for. In fact, Jake didn't miss the way people looked at his baby girl's sexy tits when was dressed to show even the slightest hint of their fully rounded beauty.
Olivia had always been a good girl. At least as far as everyone could see on the surface. But Jake had recently begun to sense there was much more going on beneath the surface. He couldn't put his finger on it exactly. There was a certain look in her eye at certain times, like when they both came downstairs to the kitchen looking for coffee and something for breakfast, still only wearing the underwear they'd both slept in. And now, in her early twenties, Olivia had a collection of skimpy, sexy panties that she seemed to be less and less shy about wearing in front of her loving father.
As he drove closer and closer to the home he shared with his precious Olivia, Jake steered the car with one hand and let the other slip between his legs. He fondled the warm, tingling bulge in his pants as he thought back on the special goodbye kiss his beautiful daughter had given him earlier when he was leaving the house to teach his evening classes.
Olivia had only gotten home a little while before from her own teaching job. She'd gone upstairs to take a shower and change, but she hadn't finished dressing by the time Jake was ready to leave. Just as he was ready to go out the door, Olivia rushed downstairs in nothing but a fluffy bath towel she'd wrapped around her juicy, young body after her shower.
"Daddy, Daddy, wait!" she called as she rushed down the stairs and toward the door where Jake was standing.
He tried to keep from letting his jaw drop, but he wasn't sure he'd been able to keep his astonished surprise from showing in his eyes. The bottom corners of the towel flipped and flapped as Olivia hurried over to her daddy, and he felt his throat tighten when he saw the fleeting glimpses of his baby girl's smooth, perky looking pussy mound. Obviously, his daughter kept her pussy fully shaved, and the brief flashes of it would never leave his mind.
Jake had tried to seem composed and normal, pretending he hadn't seen his daughter's sweet little pussy, or noticed the heavy bouncing of her luscious tits, threatening to make the towel fall off and expose everything she was born with.
"Hey, Princess," he called back. "Is everything okay?"
"Not when you sneak out of the house without saying goodbye, it isn't," she pouted.
She was standing so close he could smell her soap and shampoo. He didn't want to move a single inch as long as he lived, but he also felt the need to rush out the door before he got a raging hard on in his pants that his girl would never miss spotting.
"But baby, you were still in the shower. I need to get to campus and didn't want to come in and disturb you."
Olivia gave her father another pout, cocking her hip to the side. "Well I'd much rather have you come into the bathroom and tell me you're going out."
"But Sweetie, you were probably naked and soaking wet."
Olivia giggled, making her tits jiggle under the towel. "Now Daddy, we're living together, so we're going to end up seeing each other naked sometimes. Don't you think it would be better if we just accept that and not make a big deal out of it?"
Jake and Olivia had just moved into the house on a new island, away from where they lived before. Jake and Olivia's mother had separated a year ago, and the girl had almost automatically stepped into many of the roles a man's wife would fill. Jake knew he should encourage Olivia to get out on her own more, but he loved every moment they had together. Also, since Olivia looked more like her Afro-Caribbean mother, no one in their new home took them as father and daughter, for some strange reason, neither of them had tried to correct anyone so far.
Jake sighed and looked into his gorgeous girl's sparkling eyes. "I suppose you're right, Princess. But...you're a very beautiful woman now. I shouldn't be looking at you naked."
"Oh Daddy you can be so old fashioned sometimes," she replied, her pleasure at her father's compliment showing all over her face. Then, with a nervous giggle, she pulled the towel away and exposed her naked body. All Jake could do was stare in awe. His daughter looked amazing naked. Her nipples were hard and swollen, and he could barely take his eyes off them.
"See? It's just my body, Daddy. It's no big deal."
Jake could barely speak, and his cock was beginning to broil with heat.
"Anyway," his naked girl continued. "I just wanted to tell you a proper goodbye and let you know I'll have a nice dinner waiting for you when you come home."
Then she quickly leaned upward and kissed her father on the lips. Jake wanted nothing more than to grab his sexy daughter's naked body and slide his tongue deeply into her mouth. But before he could think straight, Olivia backed away and turned around, bending over to pick up the towel off the floor. Her asshole and pussy flashed her daddy where he stood gazing in astonishment. Then Olivia carried the towel in her hand as she walked naked back toward the stairs, giving her father an extra sway of her hips as she went back upstairs.
Jake had rushed out the door and got into his car. By the time he got to campus, he still hadn't regained his composure. He'd been distracted in class, unable to think of anything but his gorgeous girl's smiling face and perfectly naked, caramel body.
Now, as he was only a few minutes away from their house, Jake's cock had grown rock hard under his groping hand. He forced himself to stop rubbing his bulge, not wanting to go back in the house with a raging hard on that Olivia would surely see. But even though he stopped fondling his cock, he couldn't stop thinking of his baby girl flashing her gorgeous body. By the time he pulled the car up to the house, Jake's dick had only subsided less than halfway.
He wasn't sure how he was going to look at her the same way ever again after she flashed him, but he couldn't spend half the night sitting in his car waiting for the bulge in his pants to go down. He finally got out and went inside. There were sounds coming from the kitchen, and Jake remembered how his sexy Olivia had promised him a nice dinner when he got home.
When he got to the kitchen doorway, the vision before him stopped him in his tracks. He just stood in the doorway and stared as he discovered his luscious daughter working at the kitchen counter wearing nothing but a tiny, frilly white French maid's apron. She wasn't even wearing the sexy maid's uniform, only the apron, and her perky round ass was delectably visible since all there was in the back were the strings that tied the apron around the gorgeous girl's shapely hips.
Jake's dick was instantly pulsing with heat all over again, and when Olivia turned to greet him with her beautiful smile his heart melted. He also couldn't keep from gazing lower at her naked tits. Her areolas were so dark and beautiful, and her nipples were hard and swollen and made him think of sweet, juicy pieces of candy.
"Welcome home, Daddy," Olivia giggled happily. "I told you I was going to have a nice dinner for you tonight."
"Um..." All Jake could do was sputter and stutter for a moment before he could form any real words. "Baby, you're full of surprises."
"I hope you think they're pleasant surprises, Daddy."
"Oh, very pleasant," Jake replied as he was staring directly at his baby girl's full, round tits. "But very naughty, too."
"Awww, Daddy," the girl crooned. "You love me, don't you?"
"More than anything in the world, Princess. I think you know that."
"And I love you back just the same. So nothing between can really be naughty, can it?"
"Actually, it can. It can be very naughty. But..."
"But why don't you just sit down and let your daughter serve you a nice dinner just the way you deserve?"
Before Jake could reply, Olivia reached back and swiftly untied the apron, pulling it away and exposing her perky, pouting little pussy mound. Jake's throat tightened and his cock gave a hard flex in his pants. Gazing at his lusciously naked daughter, he didn't want to ever take his eyes off her. He walked into the kitchen and sat at the table at one of the two place settings Olivia had lain out on the table.
The girl did her best to look casual about setting plates and bowls of food on the table. There were broiled steaks along with baked sweet potatoes and salad, but Jake barely noticed the food. His eyes were on every, graceful move and turn of his beautiful pumpkin's succulent body. Her ass was perfect, and the jiggling sway of her perfect tits had his cock straining at the tightness of his pants in full force.
Once the food was set out, Jake grabbed his devious daughter's wrist and pulled her onto his lap. Her delectable ass came down right onto the big hard bulge of his viciously horny cock, and he knew there was no way she couldn't feel it.
"Oh my God, Daddy," she giggled, wiggling her tight, warm ass against her father's rock solid bulge. "I think you're excited about dinner!"
The moment his naked daughter's ass settled onto his lap, Jake knew everything was about to change forever. He looped his left arm around Olivia's back and placed his right hand on her smooth, warm thigh, stroking her silky skin as he gazed at her beautiful face.
"Princess," he told her, "dinner looks fantastic, but we can always heat it up later. Right now, the only thing I'm interested in eating is my beautiful girl."
On that, Jake kissed his daughter's luscious mouth before she had a chance to reply. He slipped his hand up her thigh until his fingers came into contact with her smooth, warm pussy. Her thighs parted and when he started rubbing her slit, she moaned into his mouth as they kissed deeper and harder.
Their tongues made a wet dance inside the cavern formed by their tightly joined lips. Jake couldn't believe he was kissing his own daughter this way, but it was the hottest, most incredible kiss of his entire life. The fact that his fingers were gradually spreading and wetting her eager pussy at the same time only made his heart pump even harder. He fingered her slit until his finger was soaked and her clit was jutting out as hard as a little beach pebble.
They were still kissing hotly when Jake finally moved his hand upward from Olivia's pussy toward her tits. He cupped one, squeezing and fondling her firm titflesh before moving aside to do the same thing to the other. Within moments, his hand was sliding and groping all over both of her tits, barely able to get enough of the incredible way they felt. He paused to play with her nipples, rolling and squeezing them firmly between his fingers.
Jake was overjoyed to discover his daughter's nipples were incredibly sensitive, and the harder he squeezed them, the harder she rubbed and ground her bare ass against the bulge of his cock. She was so luscious, and her squirming, naked body felt so smooth and succulent, but it was the hot, open mouth tongue kiss that was transporting him the most. His sexy daughter was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen, and he never imagined being able to kiss her like a hot, hungry lover.
After a few minutes, Jake let his hand go back down between Olivia's warm, silk-smooth thighs. He could have spent hours at a time fondling her amazingly perfect tits, but he was just as eager to feel her smooth, wet pussy again. As he slid his fingers against his daughter's slit, he found her cuntlips were even wetter and more swollen than before.
Olivia moaned heatedly into her father's open mouth when his fingers started to grind up and down her excited slit, and Jake soon slid two of his long fingers up inside her fuckhole. He slid them deep and curled them, searching for that sweet spot of pleasure inside her while he brought the pad of his thumb to her clit and rubbed circles around the hard, wet nubbin.
The girl moaned so hard it broke their long, deep kiss. With her arm around her father's shoulders, she gazed in stunned surprise at the fingers so deeply embedded in her hot, juicy pussy. Jake was just as amazed by the sight of his fingers sliding in and out of his own daughter's pussy.
The two of them sat that way for quite a while, both gazing down in amazement at Jake's fingers sliding in and out of Olivia's dripping girlhole. Jake was just as entranced by the vision of his daughter's full, gorgeous tits heaving with the deep breathing she couldn't seem to control as he fingerfucked her.
"Daddy...ohhhh Daddy," the girl finally moaned. "I can't believe you're really doing that. Oh fuck it feels so good. Even better than I dreamed."
The idea that his beautiful and outwardly proper Olivia had actually been dreaming of what they were doing right now only made Jake's cock feel even harder. And with his luscious daughter's naked ass squirming in his lap, the tip of his rod was oozing heavy amounts of precum into his boxer briefs.
"You've been dreaming of this, baby? Really? For how long?"
"It feels like forever, Daddy. I've wanted you to love me like this so long it was driving me crazy. I just couldn't take it anymore."
"That's a very naughty, slutty thing to do, baby girl," Jake replied, shoving his finger deep into the girl's wet cunt with a forceful thrust. He could hardly believe he said such things to her, but he couldn't help feeling an extra jolt of heat through his rigid cock when he did. He knew in reality his beautiful daughter was anything but a slut. She was serious about her job and hard working. He was proud of the way she'd accomplished so much, and the fact that she was obviously a very horny girl didn't really mean she was a slut.
Besides, Jake never thought it was a good thing to call a girl even if she did like sex a lot and with a lot of different people. There really was nothing wrong with that. For him, he used it as a sexy, playful word. His pretty baby couldn't have known how much he loved dirty talk and flirting, but she was about to find out. And from the way her hot pussy was juicing all around his fingers, it looked like she liked it just as much.
"Do you think I'm a horny little slut, Daddy?" she finally asked in a breathless voice.
The mere question made Jake's cock twitch against his baby girl's naked ass. "What kind of girl strips naked just to serve dinner to her own father, Princess?"
"A girl who doesn't mind being a slut just for her own daddy?"
Jake smiled and let his fingers sink deep into Olivia's tight, wet fuckhole. "You're Daddy's little whore, baby? This is just for me?"
"I think you know it is, Daddy. There's no one else in the world I'd ever do this for...even if I might think about it sometimes. I love cock, Daddy, but I just want your cock more than anything or anyone else's. I just want to be your girl."
Jake felt so happy at his daughter's words. He'd imagined the very same thing himself at least a thousand times, but never thought it could ever become a reality. But as their desire and passion for each other became hotter and more explosive, he realized they never would have gone much longer without it all coming to the surface sooner or later. Their feelings for each other were just too strong to deny.
"Oh, my beautiful baby," Jake sighed deeply, despite the raging feeling of lust coursing through his entire body. He was overcome with happiness at his beautiful daughter's words. "I love you more than anything in the whole world. And I think you can already tell how much I love you being Daddy's own, personal slut."
Olivia giggled happily and wiggled her ass against her father's huge cock bulge in his pants. "I think you just can't resist me and you need to make me yours completely."
"Mmmm, you're pretty smart, baby girl," Jake replied with a sly grin. "But I think you're already mine. We're just going to make it official."
Olivia started to giggle again, but Jake swiftly pulled his wet fingers out of her pussy and pushed them into her mouth. His girl was surprised, but there was an excited gleam in her eyes as she stared at his face and sucked her own juices off his fingers.
After she finished sucking her own fuck sauce, Jake told his girl to stand up. "Let Daddy see what hot little thing you are," he told her.
With a smile that melted her father's heart, Olivia got off his lap and stood in front of his chair. She was simply glorious, and the most beautiful thing the man had ever seen in his life. He needed her in every way a man ever needed a woman.
"Show Daddy how you like to play with those luscious tits, baby girl."
"Yes, Daddy," she replied sweetly.
Then she cupped both of her gorgeous melons in her hands and started squeezing and massaging them. She also spent a lot of time twisting and tweezing her hard, excited nipples, and when she did, she couldn't help suppressing her moans and rocking her hips as if she were dancing to some slow, seductive music. Jake couldn't help rubbing his aching cock through his pants.
"Fuck, baby girl, you're the most amazing thing in the world," Jake said. "I just want to sit here and watch you while I stroke my cock, but I want you to be the one to take my clothes off."
"Yes, Daddy, of course," she replied obediently. "Anything you want. I'm your slut now to do as you please."
"Mmmm, good girl. Very good. Now take my clothes off before my cock rips through my pants."
Olivia giggled sweetly as she leaned over and started to undo her father's belt. Jake could see her hands were trembling, but she soon had his pants open, and he lifted his ass off the chair while his daughter pulled them down. The way she gazed at his naked cock for the first time make him throb even harder, but after a moment of staring, she finally remembered what she was supposed to do and pulled his shirt off over his head and arms.
Father and daughter paused and looked at each other with hungry amazement as they gazed at each other's nakedness. Father and daughter naked together for the first time. It wasn't a matter of just being naked, but Jake's cock was huge and hard and throbbing with lust while his gorgeous daughter's pussy was dripping wet. It was a special moment of bonding like neither of them had ever experienced. Jake knew it was only the first of many more to come, and that each one would only bring them closer and closer, not only as a father and daughter, but as man and woman who loved and desired each other.
And then there was the simple fact that Olivia's luscious body was driving her father crazy. He wasn't supposed to be lusting so hard for his own baby girl, but that only made him want her more. How could he ever love a girl as lusciously sexy as she and not want her completely? It just didn't make sense. Any man with half a brain would love a girl like her with all his might, but no one could ever love her with all his heart and soul the way he did. And that was the kind of love she deserved. And she deserved to be fucked hard and deep by a man who loved her just the way he did.
It felt like there was a river of kinky visions flowing through Jake's mind as he gazed lovingly at his naked daughter, but the first impulse he had was to stand up and wrap the gorgeous girl in his arms. His cock pressed up to her warm skin while her full, beautifully succulent tits pressed against his. They looked into each other's eyes, and it was easy to see the girl was just as in awe as the man.



"My darling," Jake said softly, "you are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, and I love you with every breath that goes in and out of my body."
"Oh, Daddy," the girl sighed as her eyes lit up with happiness. "I love you so much."
Jake's heart filled with happiness and light at his gorgeous daughter's words. It was amazing to hear them at the same time her full, smooth tits were pushing against his body. He could barely speak now, so he leaned his head down and kissed her perfect mouth. He kissed her as hard and deeply as he'd ever kissed any woman in his life, and when she parted her lips and their tongues began an erotic dance of love, he held her even tighter, letting his hands roam over her smooth, glorious curves.
Olivia's hands were roaming over her father's body at the same time, and they were grinding hard and groping at each other's ass while their kissing went on and on. Finally, Jake squeezed his hand between their bodies and started fondling the girl's amazing tits. Her moans became deeper and deeper as he tweezed and rolled her hard nipples, discovering how sensitive the juicy little buds were.
Finally, Jake broke off their kiss and backed away. He didn't really want to, but he didn't want to rush things, either, and there were a number of things he wanted from her.
He shoved all the plates and glasses to one side of the table and told his daughter to sit on the clear part of the surface.
"Yes, sir," she said dutifully.
"Scooch back and get your feet up there too, baby. I want to see you spread those luscious legs and open that juicy wet pussy for me."
"Oh fuck, yes, Daddy," the gorgeous little fuckdoll moaned.
"Mmmm, what a good girl," Jake groaned as he watched her lift her feet onto the edge of the table and spread her legs open. "Now show Daddy how you love touching that horny little slit."
Jake's pulse was pounding while his daughter's hand moved onto her smooth, hairless pussy and started stroking her wet lips. He gripped his cock in his fist and started stroking while he watched his baby girl play with herself. She was soon rubbing her pussy hard and spanking her dripping slit with an open hand.
Jake took a step closer and rubbed the head of his cock against his girl's asshole while she continued to play with her pussy. Her juices were flowing heavily and running down onto his cockhead as he kept it nudged tightly against her ass pucker.
Olivia rocked her hips and mashed her shithole harder against her father's rigid cock. Jake realized she wanted to feel him slide his solid meat deeply into her tight ass. He was dying to, and it was almost impossible to resist the urge, but he'd decided there were other things they needed to do first.
A few moments later, Jake sat back down in his chair.
"Get back on your feet you little cockwhore," he said.
"Yes, Daddy," Olivia replied meekly, but with a clear tone of excitement in her voice.
Like the good little daddy's whore she was, Olivia sat up and slid off the table back onto her feet.
"Now kneel down here on the floor between my feet, slut."
"Yes, sir."
She was doing her best to look subservient, but there was a delighted gleam in her eye as she knelt down and came up close to her father's thick, hard cock standing up between his legs.
"Now finger that horny cunt some more and rub your fuck sauce all up and down Daddy's cock," he told her.
"Ooohhh, yes, sir," the excited girl moaned.
She bit her bottom lip as she reached between her luscious thighs and dub her fingers into her sopping wet pussy. The look of pleasure that came over her beautiful face as she fingered herself was priceless, and it only made her father's cock throb even harder.
Moments later, Olivia pulled soaking wet fingers from her pussy and started rubbing the juice all over her father's hard dick. Jake sighed and moaned while his baby girl fondled his rigid pole, loving the way his baby's fingers and juices felt going over his flesh.
"Good girl," he sighed with pleasure, watching her every move. "Now you can lick up that sweet fuck honey off of your daddy's cock, baby girl. Clean Daddy's rod with your mouth."
"Oh, yes, sir," the girl said eagerly.
Olivia took hold of the base of her father's cock and began licking all over his shaft and head like it was candy. Jake felt the pleasure of his daughter's devoted lips and tongue all through his entire body. There could be no better feeling than this on Earth. And he couldn't imagine anything more beautiful to see than his sweet little pumpkin slurping up and down his horny fuckstick.
"Take it in your mouth and suck it like a good girl, baby," Jake sighed. He could tell Olivia wanted to anyway, but he could also see she liked being told what to do. She had a natural urge to please him, as if her pleasure came from giving him the greatest feelings he'd ever had.
The girl's luscious lips easily slipped over the precum-oozing dome of her father's cock. Her tongue moved and rolled as she tasted his sap, then she dipped lower, bobbing her head up and down to fuck his shaft with her mouth while her hand moved down to fondle his carefully shaved balls.
The incredible heat and pleasure Jake was feeling from his beautiful girl's mouth was almost beyond real. Not only did the wet warmth of her mouth make his cock ache and throb like never before, just seeing his thick shaft with her supple lips wrapped around it was a vision he never imagined seeing. She was sucking his cock like a big, sweet piece of candy she couldn't get enough of, and he felt like he was floating with pleasure that just kept feeling better and better with every stroke of his daughter's wet lips.
"Good girl," Jake kept groaning. "You suck Daddy's cock so good, my horny princess...just like a good little daddy's slut should."
Olivia moaned a garbled reply, being unable to say anything more with her father's fat cock plugging her wet mouth. Jake felt like the king of the world, and let his preciously beautiful girl suck his rigid rod for as long as he could stand. But he finally took her angelic face in his hands and lifted her off his cock.
"Stand back up for me, princess," he told her as she looked up at him.
"Yes, sir, Daddy," she replied with a smile that her father's blood hotter.
He didn't want to stop looking at her. Not ever. She was the embodiment of sheer perfection. Everything about her made him want her more and more and more. The shape of her body was classic, and her youthful tits were so full and heavy, with generously swollen nipples he could only describe as perfect. And then there were her shapely thighs and the perfect little V of her smoothly shaven pussy mound.
There was no way Jake could imagine living another day without making her his one and only woman. She was the love of his life, and her amazing body filled him with a kind of desire he'd never known.
"Baby, come sit on Daddy's lap again, but...lets make it a little different this time."
The gorgeous girl got a devious gleam in her beautiful eyes, and Jake could see she could tell exactly what he had in mind. He slid a little lower on his chair while his baby positioned herself astride his hips. Her legs were planted widely apart while Jake's cock stood up long and hard in his fist, pointing straight toward the wet, pink slit he was about to claim as his own forever. It was an intense moment for father and daughter both, and they knew their lives were going to change forever.
"Spread those pretty cunt lips for Daddy," Jake said, fighting for enough breath to say the words.
The girl did as she was asked, pleasing her father more than he could ever say. He pressed the bulbous tip of his cock against her slippery, wide-open pussy, rubbing his flesh all around her opening. The girl's fuckhoney was flowing thick and plentiful, and Jake's cock head was soon thoroughly coated with his precious girl's special nectar. Olivia started to make cooing and whimpering sounds with her daddy's cock rubbing over her fuckhole, which only made Jake need her even more.
"Squat right down on Daddy's cock, my precious love," the man told her. "Let it just slide right up inside you."
"Oh, Daddy, yes," she sighed, squatting just enough to let the head of her father's prick plug into her snatch.
She felt hot, wet and so amazing that Jake felt dizzy. He was going crazy, and wanted to just ram his cock all the way into the gorgeous girl's cunt. But he realized this was her first time, and there would be plenty of time for hard, nasty fucking later on. This time, all that mattered to Jake was that his baby girl feel the depth of his love and need for her. He wanted her to feel more beautiful, more special, more important and more loved than any other girl in the world. He wanted her to feel like she was the queen of his body and soul, because that's exactly everything she was to him.
At the same time, his long, thick cock was throbbing with desire, and he needed her to plunge herself the rest of the way down his shaft and bury his meat inside her succulent body.
"Don't be afraid, my beautiful love," he told her. "I love you more than anything else in the world, and I think you know this is what we both need."
"Oh, Daddy, yes I need it so bad. I need you and I need your big cock all the way up inside me. But...I'm nervous."
"Me too, baby girl. But I want you more than anything. Do you want to belong to Daddy forever?"
"Oh, Daddy, yes, more than anything."
"Good girl," the man sighed, aching harder and harder every second. "My cock is already inside you. Just slip right down the rest of the way."
"Oh fuck," the girl sighed as she squatted down lower, taking more of her father's solid cock into her pussy.
The beautiful Olivia was so hot and wet that she slid the rest of the way onto her father's hard pole with little effort. Finally, her luscious ass sank all the way down to his balls.
Without moving, just keeping his prick deeply buried in his baby's fuckhole, Jake pulled her toward him and hugged her tightly, kissing her face and lips with all the love he felt within his exploding heart. She kissed him back with equal fervor, and before long, the natural need in their bodies took over. Olivia started to pump the length of her father's cock with fluid hip thrusts, and he pumped back at her as much as he could from his position on the chair.
The stroke of his beautiful daughter's tight, broiling hot pussy up and down his shaft made Jake's body feel like it was made out of pure electricity. He let his hands slide onto the perfect, round cheeks of her ass, gripping and squeezing them as she rose up and down on his cock.
With his left hand, Jake fingered the rim of his baby's pussyhole as it stretched around his cock, wetting his finger with the frothy juices that were flowing all over both of them. He then rubbed his wet finger over the tight little bud of her asshole, teasing and massaging the puckered rimhole while she fucked him harder and faster. When he pushed his finger into her ass just to the second knuckle, both of her holes tightened with excitement and she moaned deeply from her body.
Jake reared back his right hand and landed a firm spank on his baby's ass. Again, both of her holes twitched and tightened.
"Oh, Daddy...fuck!" she cried.
Jake gave her another spank, and then another. He kept nipping and sucking at her nipples and gave her more spanks, beginning to thrust his finger in and out of her asshole while they fucked.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh Daddy, you're gonna make me cum!" the luscious sex angel cried.
Jake could feel her pussy and asshole twitching with the pleasure streaming through her glorious body and couldn't hold back anymore. He shoved his finger all the way up her ass and ground his cock hard into her snatch while a dizzying series of cum spurts shot deeply into her succulent hole.
They kept on grinding into each other until they were spent, and the gorgeous girl eventually lay against her father's body with his cock still deeply embedded in her pussy. Jake slowly pulled his finger from her ass and hugged her with both arms.
"I love you so much, my precious sweetheart. You're Daddy's wife now. And so many other things. And I'm going to love you every day of my life."
"Oh yes, Daddy, I love you, and I love being your wife...and your horny little slut of a daughter."
There was a sweet giggle in the sound of her tone, but she was too dreamy to let it out all the way. Jake knew she was the perfect mate for him, and he wanted to feel her warm, naked body against his forever.
There were so many things he wanted to tell her, but he knew there would be time for that. Now was the moment for their love to radiate all around them as they clung to each other. He was already thinking of the collar he would buy for her. Already imagining the look on her face as he put it around her neck and told her he loved her. He imagined how it would look around her neck and how he would attach a velvet leash to guide her into a world of love and deep pleasures for them to discover together.
He knew she was the one. He felt so much that was inside her, and that they were made to fit each other's deepest, most secret desires perfectly.
They would talk of such things later. Now was the moment to savor the deepest love either of them had ever known.
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Ally spotted her father at one of the tables in the food court. They were supposed to meet there an hour after going their separate ways, but she was almost a half hour late and hoping he wouldn't be mad, especially after giving her one of his credit cards to shop with. After saying she could spend however much she wanted, he'd probably set the time limit to keep her from doing too much damage. She wasn't sure how much she'd spent, but it was a lot. Yet everything she bought she'd picked out with him in mind. When he looked up and saw her coming, she could tell he wasn't mad, only rolling his eyes comically. Otherwise, he was looking at her in that way he had of making her feel like the only eighteen-year-old girl in existence.
"Daddy I'm so sorry I'm late. I hope you haven't been waiting long," she said as she sat across the small table from him.
Steve chuckled briefly. "I knew you'd be late. I've barely been here five minutes."
Ally smiled and noticed him checking out her bags, which must have looked incredibly small considering the amount of time she was on her own with his credit card. There was more in them than their sizes made it look, but she'd spent almost all the time in lingerie sections, and the VS bag was unmistakable. Steve raised a brow when he spotted it, but then he quickly turned his attention back on her face.
Now his eyes were drifting toward the gap where the big shirt she was wearing was unbuttoned. She had on one of his white button-down shirts. It fit her like a short dress, but she only had a couple of the buttons fastened. Underneath she was wearing a tight, white tank top, very low cut with spaghetti straps, without a bra, and white yoga shorts.
The tank top and shorts were for her father. The overshirt was a compromise for going out in public. She left it mostly open because she needed to see how Steve was going to react. More and more lately, she'd noticed him looking at her body in the skimpier outfits she wore mostly around home. She loved the way her daddy's attention made her feel, and the more she got the more she wanted.
There were a few times she'd stopped to wonder if she was being greedy. The answer always turned out to be yes, even if she was still unsure of how greedy she was being. She'd been careful talking about her thoughts with her friends, but she'd become anxious to know how other girls her age felt about their fathers. She was afraid she might even be a little obsessed with him, but he was charming and handsome and even some of her friends had repeatedly said they thought he was hot. A couple had joked about how they could get their fathers to say yes to anything when they put on something sexy and flirted.
In the end, Ally figured none of her friends would ever admit if they felt the same way about their dads that she did. She wasn't about to admit it to them, so why should they admit it to her? She just had to figure her way through this on her own. Considering the little shopping spree she'd just had, she realized she wasn't really thinking rationally and just going on pure instinct.
As far as Ally was concerned, she could've sat there in the food court forever, surrounded by strangers while her father gazed through the gap in her overshirt. Her full, C cup tits were stretching the tank top fabric thin enough to let her russet colored areolas show through. Her thick nipples swelled and hardened under her father's stare while her pulse began to race. When he finally raised his eyes to her face, he blushed, knowing he'd been caught staring. They both blushed and looked off in opposite directions, waiting for the weirdness of the moment to pass. Except to Ally, it didn't feel weird at all. She didn't want the feeling she had to pass.
Finally, her father looked back at her and lightly took hold of her wrist across the table. "Did you get everything you need," he asked, "or do you need to keep going for a little while longer?"
"I guess I have what I need for now," she told him with a coy grin she couldn't suppress. "But I do have to use bathroom."
She got up to head for the ladies room, taking one of the bags with her. Several heads turned to watch her as she walked through the food court, but the extra little sway in her hips was for her father. The way he'd looked at her smooth legs when she got out of her seat had made her whole body feel warm.
When she got into the ladies' room, Ally went into a stall and slid her yoga shorts down and off. She took a brief moment to brush her fingers over her freshly shaved mound, and then went through the small bag. There were eight pair of brand new panties in it, but she fished out the bright, turquoise thong and pulled it up her beautifully shaped legs. It felt incredible, the material had just the right amount of stretch to it to fit snugly and cup her pussy perfectly. She felt her mound through the material and could've ended up fingering herself right there in the stall if she weren't just as eager to get back to her father.
Finally, Ally pulled her thin, white yoga shorts back on and double checked to make sure the thong showed through them as much as she'd thought when she picked them out. No one would see them with her father's big shirt covering her ass, but later, once they got out of the crowded mall, she would have Daddy all to herself. He was going to get to see what no one else was allowed to.
If she didn't chicken out.
Walking back to where her handsome father was waiting, Ally's heart was racing. She'd been thinking about this for a long time, and she was afraid if she went too far her father might think she was crazy, but every time she saw the way he looked at her it was worth the risk. He was her dad. Even if he thought she was crazy he'd still love her.
That's what fathers were supposed to do, wasn't it?
Steve got up from his seat just as Ally got back to their table.
"Are you sure you're all finished for today?" he asked before she had a chance to sit.
"Oh...um...sure. I'm pretty sure I have everything I need for now," she said. Under any other circumstances she would've been overjoyed to keep shopping for a while longer, but her mind was on other things today.
"Good," he father smiled. He took her bags all in one hand and put his other around her waist and started to lead her out of the food court. "I was thinking we could have lunch together," he added, "but I know a much better place."
Ally was happy to get away from the crowd and follow her father wherever he wanted to go. She tucked herself as snugly into his large body as she could while they walked, relishing the feeling of his strong arm curling around her.
When they got to the parking garage, Ally slipped into the passenger's seat while her father put her shopping bags in the trunk. She had the buttons of her over-shirt undone before he got in, and let the sides of the shirt fall open to expose more of the revealing outfit she had on underneath. Her pulse was going crazy and her nipples were hard as she waited to see how her father was going to react.
Steve got into the driver's seat and looked at his daughter with a smile. Then he noticed how her over-shirt was open, and his eyes slowly drifted over her body. The shape of her swollen nipples was clearly defined in the thin fabric of her tank top, along with the shadowy outlines of her aureoles. The outline of her new thong was also clearly visible through her yoga shorts, and the girl was suddenly afraid she was going to end up with a huge cream stain between her legs if her father looked at her too long.
The silence in the car was thick as fog. Steve didn't break it and just started the car, driving out of the parking garage while Ally wished he'd say anything, even if he just wanted to talk about the weather. It was driving her crazy to know he had to be thinking about her and was keeping his thoughts to himself.
She finally broke the agonizing silence herself.
"So, um, where are we going to lunch?"
Her father simply cast a sidelong glance at her, his brow slightly raised, his eyes roaming over her beautifully, half-exposed tits and the outline of her thong before settling back on the street. It felt almost as if he were purposely trying to drive her crazy with nerves.
"I'm not sure," he finally replied. "If you're going to leave your dress unbuttoned then there aren't many places your outfit is appropriate for."
"It's not a dress, Daddy. It's one of your shirts," she corrected.
Steve chuckled briefly. "I know, baby. There are almost as many of my clothes in your room as mine."
"I can't help it," she replied, half pouting. "It makes me feel close to you even when you're not around."
The smile that broke out on her father's face made Ally almost as good as when he called her baby.
"I guess I never told you how much I love that," he said.
Ally actually blushed, but she didn't know when she'd felt so happy. She almost felt like she did those times she'd snuggle up to him on the couch with the TV on, and he'd drape his arm over her shoulder with his large hand dangling so close to the swell of her full breast. She lost count of the times she'd wished he'd let his hand fall right on top of her boob and start fondling her.
They rode on in silence a couple of minutes, until Steve finally told his daughter he knew just the right place for lunch.
"How hungry are you?" he asked.
"A little. Why?"
"Because it'll take a little while to get where I'm thinking of."
"Oh Daddy, now we have to go there. You have me really curious."
Steve smiled and within a few minutes he was driving onto the freeway, making Ally even more curious about where he was taking her. They were on the road for at least the next forty minutes, and distracted themselves with talk about Ally starting college in another month. But her father never stopped checking out the outline of the brand new thong panties showing through her yoga shorts every chance he got.
Ally's pussy started to feel so hot and tingly she wished her father would just reach between her shapely thighs and start rubbing her mound. She wished she knew how to tell him what she wanted, but she was far from having the courage yet. As it was, it took every ounce of nerves she had just to dress for him the way she had.
She was relieved when he finally got off the freeway and followed a windy series of back roads until he pulled into a small, gravel parking lot near a beachside snack bar. Ally had no idea the place ever existed. It was a little funky but it looked nice, and there weren't many people around.
They got out of the car, and Ally slipped off her father's big shirt while he was walking over to the stand. The beach was the perfect place. It was as if her father were purposely offering her an opportunity to strip down to the most revealing part of her outfit she could get away with. She even had a couple of brand new bikinis in her shopping bags that would make her daddy's eyes bulge, and hopefully his cock, too. If she could get him to go hang out on the beach after they ate she could easily slip into the public bathrooms and change.
With her nerves jangling, she slid up next to him while he was looking over the menu at the snack bar counter. She pushed her full boobs against him and he put his arm around her body, pulling her tightly to his side. Ally's heart rate jumped a notch just at the feeling of her braless globes rubbing her father's body through their clothes.
Steve looked at his daughter with a loving smile and asked what she wanted. She shrugged and said, "Whatever."
He ordered a couple of burgers and fries along with a couple of drinks. They waited by the window while the girl behind the counter started cooking their order. Ally caught her father checking out the girl's ass a couple of times, and she was surprised that she very nearly elbowed him in the ribs. She thought she was doing a good job of hiding her feelings until Steve leaned down and whispered to her.
"You're much hotter than she is, baby girl," he breathed in her ear.
Ally felt her face flush when he called her baby girl. She looped her arms around him and made a point of mashing her braless tits against his body. She was happy when he didn't move except to snug his arm around her more tightly. They held onto each other that way until the girl was setting their order on the counter. Ally hated to let go of her father, but they had to as they carried their orders to one of the picnic tables.
They sat across from each other, and Ally started blushing again when her father's eyes settled on her. She kept thinking about the way he'd held onto her at the counter and called her baby girl in an intimate whisper, and even though there weren't many people around, she was wishing they weren't in public.
The way they both picked absent-mindedly at their food betrayed how distracted they really were. Ally's dad had just said she was hot, for crying out loud. How could anyone think about anything else at a time like this? It wasn't like he was the first person to say so, but he was her dad, it counted more than hearing it from anyone else. And now that she'd hear him say so once, she wanted to hear him say so again even more.
He had that quiet, thoughtful air about him that he got when he was thinking about saying something important, except this time he seemed a little anxious.
"Sweetie," he finally said, then paused a long moment while Ally waited, her heart pounding. "I'm not sure how to say this, or even if I should, but...that thong you bought at the mall looks incredible on you. And this is really bad, but it's so hot that you went into the ladies' room to put it on."
Ally felt her face burn. "H-how did you know?"
Her father chuckled briefly. "Because you definitely weren't wearing it when we left the house." His voice dropped to a husky whisper. "Daddy was paying attention."
Ally's pussy felt almost as hot as her face. "Yeah, but..."
"Baby, you haven't exactly been shy about your body around me lately. And I want you to know I think it's really sweet. Not to mention crazy sexy. So maybe we don't need to pretend we're both not totally aware of what's going on."
"Oh my god," Ally barely breathed.
"It might be a little dangerous, though," her father added. "Not that I care."
"Umm, Daddy," she paused and took a breath. "I don't care, either."
He could have shoved his hand in panties and started fingering her smooth pussy right then and there and she wouldn't have made a move to stop him. She probably would have opened her legs even wider despite the fact that girl behind the snack counter kept looking over at them, and there was another couple sitting at one of the other tables.
With their food barely half-eaten, Steve gathered up the containers and tossed them into the garbage barrel near the table.
"Wanna go to the beach for a while?" he asked as he turned back to her.
She loved the idea, and followed him back to the car where he always kept a beach blanket for impromptu beach visits like this one.
"I could wear one of the new bikinis you just bought me," she giggled as he opened the trunk. She couldn't wait to show them off for him.
He smiled and looked into one of the shopping bags, pulling up the miniscule tops and bottoms Ally had gotten. "These are hot," he told her, "but you won't need them where we're going?"
Before Ally could say anything, her father placed his hand on the back of her head and eagerly kissed her mouth. She thought her heart would explode with excitement when his tongue slid into her welcoming mouth. She sucked happily on her father's tongue and swirled her own around it. Without thinking of what she was doing, she reached between his legs and felt the bulge under his pants. He gasped into her mouth when she touched him, but then he pulled back from the kiss.
"Naughty, naughty girl," he said, grinning.
He closed the trunk and carried the blanket toward the beach. Ally followed closely and latched onto his free arm as they walked onto the sand. A few paces along, he put his arm around her body and held her closer as they walked. When his hand slipped down from her hip and held her ass cheek as they walked, Ally's pussy flushed with sensation.
After walking a hundred yards or so, they had to walk around a jut of rocks. Ally spotted a small sign that said Clothing Optional Beyond This Point. She'd never been to a nude beach before, and the idea of her own father taking her to one by surprise made her heart race with excitement. It barely even seemed real.
There were even fewer people in the nude section, and Steve finally stopped and laid out the blanket at a discreet distance from any of the other sunbathers. They both took off their sandals and stood on the blanket looking at each other in a moment of hesitation.
Ally hardly knew what to do with herself. Between the way her father had kissed her back by the snack bar and the way he'd held onto her ass walking down the beach, she was on the verge of soaking her tiny, brand new thong.
Steve placed his hands on her shoulders and caught her eyes with his. "You don't have to, but if we're going to, this would be the time to take off our clothes."
"Okay, Daddy," she said softly, returning his gaze. "Help me."
A low groan came back in reply as his hands went for the bottom hem of her tight tank top. She lifted her arms when he peeled it upward and off, exposing her full, round tits completely.
"Geezus," her father muttered. "You have no idea."
"No idea what, Daddy?"
"How many times I've thought about this. Or how many times I tried to imagine what those beautiful tits would look like. Or how much more amazing they are in reality than my imagination."
Ally's eyes watered when she thought of her father thinking about that way. She'd wondered if he ever had. So many times she'd caught a certain look in his eye when she noticed him staring at her. Now she was standing out on a beach in broad daylight with his large hands feeling her luscious orbs. Her pussy was pulsing with hot sensations while her nipples swelled up hard and thick.
"You can have them, Daddy," she said. "Whenever you want."
"You're not thinking straight," he said, although his hands never stopped moving over Ally's naked tits. "And neither am I."
"That's okay, Daddy," she replied. "You don't have to. I don't even want you to."
"Fuck," he muttered, squeezing her full tits almost roughly.
Just having him touching her boobs was making her feel like her heart was about to explode, but she broke contact as she pushed her clinging shorts down her legs. But she was still wearing the tiny thong she'd gotten at the mall earlier, wanting her father to see how it looked on her. She stood back and let him look all he wanted while he started unbuttoning his shirt, keeping his eyes on her aching body.
She admired the way her father kept in such great shape. After he took his shirt off, she nearly fainted with excitement when he pushed his loose, drawstring pants and boxer briefs down and off. When he stood back up, his cock stood out proud and hard. It was the biggest cock she'd seen in person, and she was instantly consumed with wondering how it would feel and taste.
The next thing she knew her father was stroking his swollen cock right there on the beach. He already had precum dribbling out of the head and he was rubbing it up and down his thick shaft. He quickly looked around and Ally realized he was checking to make sure no one was paying too much attention to them. She understood, but her pussy was so achingly hot she was almost past the point of caring.
After a while, Steve sat down on the blanket, his stiff cock jutting up between his legs. He reached for his daughter's hand and she let him guide her down beside him. Seconds later, he hooked his finger in the string of her thong and started to tug it down. She lifted her ass and let him peel the tiny thing off her smooth, wet pussy.



"You look amazing in this," he told her. "But it is a nude beach, after all." He then held the tiny strip of cloth to his face and inhaled her scent.
"I can't wait to show you all the other things you bought me today," she said.
"Hmmm, me too. But right now..." And without completing the thought, he pushed her legs apart to expose her slit. Then he slid his hand up the inside of her thigh and began massaging her slick pussy lips. His fingers were gentle but very sure and insistent in the way he touched her.
Ally whimpered and even fought back tears now that her father was fingering her naked pussy. Every time he touched her clit she felt like she was on the verge of cumming, but he kept his fingers moving all over her, smearing her flowing cream all over her skin and teasing her beyond belief. Finally, he slipped a finger inside her and lowered his head between her legs, going in to lick at her pussy lips while his finger slid in and out.
The girl groaned and rolled her hips. "Daddy...oh fuck, Daddy," she moaned.
Then her father started lashing her clit with his tongue. He curled his finger and zeroed in on her g spot. No one besides herself had ever touched her there before, and she moaned deeply while she came hard against his mouth and hand.
After her climax, her father kept licking and fingering her pussy, but all Ally could think about was making her father feel the same way he'd made her feel. Yet she hesitated making a move. His fingers and tongue felt better than anything she'd ever experienced before. She'd known having her father's mouth on her pussy was going to be a special experience no matter what, but the way he made love to her pussy like it was the sweetest, most delicious delicacy in the world was beyond anything she could have imagined.
She was propped up on her elbows watching him as he was completely focused on pleasing her wet, open pussy. She could easily have stayed there and let him take her to another incredible climax, but she was dying to taste him too.
"Daddy," she cooed sweetly. "I need your amazing cock."
Steve looked up at his daughter's face and smiled. His mouth was completely wet with her cream. He propped himself up higher and kissed her deeply, sliding his tongue into her mouth and smearing her own juices over their lips. The taste of her own pussy on her father's mouth made Ally's head spin and she almost forgot how anxious she was to get to his cock until he backed away.
He leaned back on his extended arms with his legs open in a wide V and his rippling hard cock standing up between them. Ally moved between her father's legs and lay on her side, closely facing his big cock.
"Oh fuck, Daddy," the girl crooned as she wrapped her hand around the thick shank and angled his knob toward her lips. She started licking around his head, lapping at the heavy flow of his precum, and finally taking him into her mouth to suck and stroke on his shaft at the same time.
While she was sucking him deeper and more eagerly, Ally's father freed one hand and started feeling the smooth contours of the girl's beautifully naked body. He fondled her tits firmly, playing with her excited nipples and making her pussy flow with hot cream. Before long he started massaging her slit from behind. She lifted her leg to give him more room and sucked his throbbing cock deep and steady while his fingers found their way inside her dripping slit.
The longer her father finger-fucked Ally's pussy, the more eagerly she sucked his cock, until she seriously needed something more than fingers inside her.
"Daddy, I really need you to fuck me," she whimpered, finally letting go of his saliva-coated cock.
She angled her face upward just enough to see him looking back down at her with a mixture of pure love and amazement. Her hand remained snugly wrapped around the shank of her daddy's dripping wet cock. Maybe it was just because of who he was to her, but it looked like the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen, and the idea of having it pumping up inside her was making her pussy lips quiver around his sliding fingers.
But then Ally's father pulled his fingers out of her sheath and brought his hand to her mouth.
"How long have you felt this way, baby?" he asked as she licked her own juices off his fingers.
She took her time licking the taste of her own pussy cream off her father's fingers, trying to avoid his question. But after a while, he pulled his fingers away from her mouth and took hold of her face in his hand, turning her to look up directly at him. He repeated the question in a tone that left her no choice but to reply.
"Always, Daddy," she said.
"Thank you, baby," he replied. "It's good to know I wasn't imagining things."
On that, he moved his legs from under the girl's head and lay on his side next to her. His cock was touching her hip and she couldn't resist laying her hand on his hard shaft and rubbing him against her skin. He took a moment to scan the area, but Ally was pretty sure he didn't care any more than she did if anyone saw what they were doing. She rolled to her side, facing him, and lifted her leg up onto his hip. Within seconds, she felt him tucking the head of his imposing cock into her pussy with his hand.
"Are you sure, baby?" he asked, his face so close to hers she could feel his breath hitting her mouth. "This is going to change everything forever, you know."
"I sure hope so, Daddy. Please just fuck me and make me yours for real."
"Fuck," he groaned as he pushed his cock deeper into his daughter's dripping pussy.
Ally started to whimper, but her father silenced her with a deep, hard kiss, driving the full length of his cock into her willing cunt. She kissed him back just as hard, her young heart racing wildly while his large hand clasped her naked tit and began massaging her ripe flesh.
Her eyes were clamped shut tightly, her mind spinning with the pure, intense sensations coursing through her succulent body. Large, strong fingers tweezed and rolled her swollen nipple while her father's cock settled into a steadily insistent rhythm of thrusting. She wanted to tell him his was the first cock ever to grind hard and deep into her virgin pussy, but his tongue was swirling through her mouth. She wondered if he'd even believe her, but it was true.
His hand moved away from her tit, sliding over her skin, now damp from the sweat breaking out on both their bodies, to settle on the cheek of her ass. He backed off from their kissing, allowing them both to gasp for air while he kept fucking her as hard and deep as their position allowed. She felt his fingers playing along the edges of her slit where his cock shaft was stretching her lips. They played in the frothy cream building up over her pussy and his thrusting rod. Rubbing her slick lips, he brought his wet fingers to her rimhole, massaging the tight bud with the creamy juices of their scandalous fuck.
"Ally," he groaned. "You're a dirty little girl, but I love you. And I'm gonna cum inside you cuz I know that's what you need as much as I do."
"Oh fuck, Daddy, yes, fuck, yes," the girl whined, grinding her aching pussy against the hard thrusts of his rigid cock.
When he started to slide his cream-coated finger into her asshole, the sensation took the girl by storm. She buried her face against her father's chest and moaned as she came as hard as she could ever remember cumming.
"Oh god, Daddy, just do it. Cum. Fill your little girl's cunt with all that hot fucking spunk," she gasped.
"Fuck, what a dirty little mouth," the man growled.
The force of his thrusts grew harder and more staggered. His finger surged deeper into her asshole and she could feel the hot, wet flush of her father's cum gushing into her body.
After hitting their peak, he kept sliding his cock in and out of his daughter's body until his shaft began to relax. Eventually he stopped and pulled his flesh out of her hole. He held her naked body close and kissed her deeply for a long time.
"I can't believe this really happened," he told her. "But I don't know how we could've avoided it, either."
Ally had never felt so happy. Before long, they got up to get dressed, both of them anxious to get home where they could explore this enormous change in their lives in private. Steve grabbed Ally's wet thong before she had a chance and grinned at her as he held it to his face and greedily inhaled the scent of her excited pussy. When he pulled his pants back on, he slipped the thong into his pocket.
She pulled her yoga pants back on, and the dripping cum combined with her own wetness formed a noticeable stain in the crotch. But she felt so happy she didn't care who noticed.
Once they got back in the car, Ally's hand was between her father's legs before he even got back on the freeway. He was hard again before they were halfway home. She smiled with satisfaction when she felt that big, hard shaft throbbing under her stroking fingers. She'd been waiting for this moment.
"So, um, Dad," she began, steadily stroking him, "I guess you're gonna break up with Kelly now, since I know you're not the type to juggle two girlfriends."
"Oh fuck," he said. "I haven't thought about her since we left home for the mall."
Ally snickered and unzipped her father's pants. Seconds later she had his fully hardened cock out and was stroking him with one hand.
"Cuz I'm your girl now, right, Daddy?"
Steve heaved a sigh and smiled at her. "You'll always be my girl, baby. I'll talk to Kelly as soon as I can. Obviously I can't tell her why."
They both giggled at the irony.
"You don't have to right away," Ally said. "As long as you don't wait too long. In the meantime, it's kind of fun to think we're cheating."
She giggled and lowered her head, taking his cock into her mouth while he drove. He groaned and called her a dirty girl again, the way he had back on the beach. She knew it was true the moment she tasted her own pussy all over his shaft. He was hard as a rock, but she wasn't going to let him cum. Not in the car, at least. Not until they were back home and in his room, or maybe the bathroom, or living room, or kitchen. It didn't matter. All she knew was that all her father's cum belonged to her from now on.
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Kelly walked into the dimly lit kitchen wearing the white, satin robe she often used for lounging around the house. She always cinched it closed when she came out of her room, and the way the material draped over her lusciously thick curves wasn't lost on Mick. Tonight, he could see slivers of red lace at the inner edges of the V where her robe closed over her enormous, round tits. He didn't stare, but he didn't make an effort to conceal his look, either. Maybe the bourbon he was sipping alone at the kitchen table was beginning to affect him.
"Hey Dad," the nineteen-year-old said softly as she walked in and opened the refrigerator.
"Hey Sugarpie." It was a name he'd called her years ago. It used to make her giggle. Nowadays it put a subtle smile on her face that Mick wasn't sure how to read.
As the refrigerator door opened and she bent down to rummage around inside, the whole area around her body lit up. The bottom hem of her robe lifted up high on her thick, shapely thighs, until he could see the red lace hem poke out from underneath. She had to be wearing a tight slip or bodysuit of some kind under the robe.
Without thinking, Mick picked up his phone off the table and switched from his email app to the phone's camera. He silenced the phone and took three quick pictures of his pretty, blonde daughter bending over in front of the fridge. The pneumatic, heart shape of her ass and exposed thighs brought a swarm of heat to his cock. But as soon as he snapped the pictures he felt like an idiot. Why would he do such a thing? He thumbed the screen back to his email and set it down quietly, but he kept his eye on the girl's sumptuous ass until she straightened back up and shut the refrigerator door.
The front of her robe had loosened slightly while she'd been rummaging in the fridge, and now there was more red lace and deep, creamy cleavage showing. Mick did his best to maintain eye contact with her, but he indulged a brief squeeze of his thickening cock through his sweatpants when his daughter sat down at the table across from him. She opened the can of pop she'd taken out of the fridge and took a sip.
"Feeling restless?" Mick asked.
"Kind of," she said. "And thirsty. And, um, a little lonely."
Mick nodded with concern. "That's only natural," he told her. "You've only been here three weeks. It takes time to make new friends in a new place. If you decide you want to stay, that is."
"Oh, I'm staying. No way am I ever going back to Mom's."
Mick couldn't help smiling. He hadn't seen his daughter in five years. His ex had done everything in her power to sever ties with him, including keeping father and daughter from contacting each other. But once Kelly got away on her own at college, she'd gone on a search to find her father. It hadn't taken long. They started getting reacquainted through email, which quickly evolved into regular phone calls. By the end of Kelly's first year, Mick suggested she come to stay with him over the summer, hoping she'd consider moving away from her mother and staying with him permanently.
"Awww, sweetie, that makes me so happy," he said while trying to ignore the aching sensation between his legs.
"Besides," his daughter added, "I couldn't even if I wanted to. When I told her I was coming here she said I'd never be welcome back."
Mick heaved a deep sigh. "Sounds like she hasn't changed a bit."
He'd already told the girl how hard he'd tried to contact her over the past few years, but that her mother had done everything to stop him.
"I wouldn't have gone back there anyway. The day I left for college I knew I was never going anywhere near her again."
"You never have to, baby. This is your home, where you've always belonged. Eventually it'll start to feel like home to you, and I won't seem like such a stranger."
"What makes you think you're like a stranger to me?" she asked with a surprised look. Her shoulders squared as her spine went stiff, pushing her enormous tits against her robe bringing more of the well-stretched lace over her tits into view at the edges. The girl was showing such a huge of amount of smooth, beautifully shaped cleavage that Mick had a hard time holding eye contact.
"It's not that, Daddy," she said, training her big, expressive eyes on him. "I guess I'm still a little overwhelmed just being here and us being together again. I spent the longest time thinking you didn't want me. When I found out Mom was blocking all your attempts to contact me I freaked. We had the biggest fight ever."
Mick felt a wave of anger rush through him, but he reached across the table for his beautiful daughter's hand and instantly felt calm again. He'd spent the whole time of the separation thinking Kelly didn't want him around, probably poisoned against him by her vindictive mother, but he'd never stopped hoping and reaching out.
"That's all in the past now, baby," he told her. "Now you know your daddy loves you more than anything in the world. You're home, and you can stay forever if you want to."
The smile that crossed his daughter's pretty lips gave Mick a warm feeling of satisfaction, but at the same time his cock ached harder too. He snuck his hand over the swollen bulge in his sweats under the table and squeezed while Kelly held her smile.
"Maybe I'll just do that," she said, her smile widening slightly. "And what would you do if I did stay forever?"
Mick slid his hand away from his cock and rested it on the table before his daughter figured out what he was doing. If she hadn't already.
"I'd be the happiest man in the world," he told her honestly. "And I'd love you so much every day to make up for the years we lost."
"Oh my god, Daddy, what girl wouldn't want that forever?"
Kelly squirmed in her seat, grinning happily and causing the edges of her robe to part open a little more. Her enormous tits were nearly spilling into the open, making her father realize just how much of them the little red thing she was wearing underneath left exposed. When he forced his eyes back up to her face, he knew she'd seen where he'd been looking, but the smile on her pretty face never faltered. Mick picked up his drink and shot back the rest of it, needing to steady his nerves.
"Well...sooner or later you'll start dating, and you might even want to get married some day. Maybe you even have a boyfriend from your first year on campus."
He suddenly realized how much he hated the idea of his lusciously built daughter being pawed or groped by some horny college boy. And he didn't even want to think about his precious Kelly getting married. But it was too much to expect. Trying to be realistic, Mick had to admit that a girl as pretty as his daughter, built the way she was, was sure to have plenty of men of all ages going after her.
"Daddy," she said, blushing, "I don't have a boyfriend."
Mick grinned more than he intended, even though he couldn't help feeling skeptical. He raised a brow and gave her quick smirk.
"Really, I don't. Well, I mean I've dated some guys," she admitted with a sheepish smile. "But...um..."
The father waited, but not patiently.
"I'm...still a virgin. Technically," his daughter finally admitted.
Mick was at a loss for words. He gazed at his curvy, scantily clad daughter not knowing if he should believe her. His cock throbbed heavily as he silently admitted what an overtly sexual creature she was. The "technically" part was racing through his mind and raising a chaotic slew of questions he wasn't sure he really wanted to know the answers to.
And then there was that intense throbbing of his impossibly hard cock as it oozed a heavy flow of precum straight into his boxer briefs. He poured more whiskey into his glass and took a slow pull, buying time to gather his thoughts while his daughter's eyes never strayed away from his face. There was an expectant look in her eyes, almost apprehensive, but he felt like there was no right thing to say next. At the same time, he couldn't help slipping his hand back under the table and running it over the aching bulge in his sweatpants.
"That's a good thing, isn't it, Daddy?" Kelly finally said.
"Of course it is, baby. It's just ... kind of an unusual thing to admit to your father, don't you think?"
"I guess," she replied, smiling but looking down shyly. "But I just wanted you to know. I can't explain why. I kinda hoped it'd make you proud of me."
The girl actually blushed. Her robe was constantly loosening and falling open wider to expose more of her enormous tits, barely covered by her red lace slip, but her unexpected confession made her face turn almost as red as her outfit. Mick knew to believe her then, and he instantly pulled his hand away from the throbbing bulge in his sweats or he was sure he'd cum right then and there.
"Oh baby, of course I'm proud of you. I'd be proud of you either way ... but ... well ... I have to admit I do love that you're still a virgin. That's one of the most beautiful things I've ever heard. But ..."
"Yes, Daddy? What?"
"I'm not sure you needed to say anything about the technically part."
Kelly blushed even harder, but uttered a giggle. "Geeze, Daddy," she said. "A girl has to be prepared to take certain steps to keep a guy from being too eager."
The blush slowly disappeared while a coy smile remained on his daughter's face.
"That's true," Mick admitted. "But I don't think it's anything your father needs to be thinking about."
"Oh? Is that what you're thinking about, Daddy?"
Mick just smiled quickly, refusing to answer the question.
"Do you think that makes me a bad girl?"
He sighed, chancing another quick squeeze under the table. "Well, no, of course not. But ..."
Kelly waited a moment, but when her father didn't say anything more, she stood up from the table, allowing her robe to fall open completely. Mick nearly cussed out loud as he took in the view of his daughter's ripe curves.
"I don't know what you're thinking I might've done," she told him, "but you can always ask. I'd never keep any secrets from you. You're my dad, and we love each other. That means you have a right to know anything you want." She then uttered a yawn that came off as fake and said, "G'night."
She walked out of the kitchen, leaving her father in his seat with a raging hardon. He was imaging his clever daughter giving handjobs and blowjobs to keep eager males from trying to get their stiff cocks into her fresh, young pussy.
Mick was almost relieved she was gone, since he hadn't known how he was ever going to get out of his seat with an erection stretching out the front of his sweats. At the same time, she'd left unfinished business. He could barely even bring himself to think about why she would have gone down that road to begin with. It was a big enough adjustment just having a female in the house again. It had been too long. But Kelly was his own daughter. He shouldn't be feeling this way about her no matter what she did to tease him.
But why the fuck would a girl like her want to tease her own father this way in the first place?
He was too hard to think about it. The look on her face and the sight of her enormous tits practically falling out of her robe had his pulse pounding madly. With his cock straining inside his briefs, he finally got up and went upstairs, rubbing at his aching shaft the whole way. He intended to head straight for the bathroom and jerk off in the sink, knowing Kelly would probably hear him, but when he saw how her bedroom door was halfway open he pushed it open and stepped inside her room.
She was lying on her bed as if she'd been expecting him. She was still wearing that sheer, skintight slip, and her thickly curved thighs were spread open. Her hand was between them, lazily rubbing at her smooth pussy as the hem of her outfit was gathered around her hips. At the same time, her oversized tits were now spilling out of the wide open V neck, her swollen nipples fully free and exposed.
Rational thought left Mick's brain far behind as he gazed at his daughter's curvaceously ripe body. She kept her eyes trained on him while her fingers continued playing over the wet folds of her hairless slit. There was no denying the huge bulge in his sweatpants. His cock was painfully straining for freedom, and he watched the drift of his horny daughter's eyes as he let his hand drift over his stone-hard shaft.
"We shouldn't be doing this," Mick said, barely aware of the words coming out of his mouth. "And you shouldn't have told me those things."
"We're not ... really doing anything," his daughter replied. "Not even touching."
Mick stepped closer to her bed, gazing intently between her full, open thighs. Was it because of or despite her being his daughter that he thought she had the smoothest, wettest, most beautiful pussy he'd ever seen? He wanted it more than he'd ever wanted anything. The smell of her hot lust was growing stronger and filling his senses with blinding need. He finally pushed the waistband of his sweatpants down past his spunk-laden balls, allowing his hard, imposingly large cock to spring free.
"Holy fuck, Daddy," Kelly gasped when she saw it.
He began stroking his thick shaft, aware of his daughter's gaze even though his own eyes were steadily trained on her pussy and playing fingers. Precum was oozing heavily from Mick's engorged knob while he began wondering how his girl's smoothly waxed pussy would feel if he slipped his aching rod into her slit.
"I can't believe no one's ever been in there," he groaned, not thinking about what he was saying. "That pussy is just too beautiful to resist."
Kelly purred and rocked her hips. "Nothing but fingers and toys, Daddy. Oh, and a couple of tongues."
She giggled briefly, but then the sound of her gasping breath took over again.
Mick could barely speak himself, but his curiosity about his daughter's sex life was more than he could avoid.
"How could a girl with a body like yours ever hold out so long? You obviously have deep needs, and you must have plenty of guys wanting to fuck you deep and hard."
Kelly stared back at her father and slipped a finger up inside her sopping wet hole. "I'm good with my hands and mouth, Daddy," she explained between gasps. "Real good."
"Fuck," he groaned. She made it sound as much like an invitation as a boast. His cock was painfully hard, and he had no idea how he was going to keep himself from fucking his own daughter. There just didn't seem to be any way a man could live under the same roof with a girl like her and not need her as much as he needed her now. She was virgin and slut all rolled up into one, stunningly hot package, but she was still his daughter.
With her free hand, Kelly fondled and squeezed her enormous globes while her other hand kept working over the wet folds of her smooth pussy. Mick kept stroking, fully aware of his horny daughter's steady gaze on his cock. With his free hand, he pushed his sweats further down and let them fall to the floor. Then he stepped closer to her bed and sat down on the edge where he had a clear view of her wet pussy and the undersides of her enormous tits.
"I'm sorry, baby," Mick groaned, his cock throbbing harder by the second. "I just can't help..."
"It's okay, Daddy," his agonizingly voluptuous daughter replied. Then she spread her glistening pussy open with both hands. "I want you to see it. I was hoping you'd really like it. It makes me even wetter to have you looking right at it...finally. Oh god, I've thought about this so many times."
"Fuck, baby."
He spent a few moments just staring at Kelly's spread pussy, amazed and aching for her more than he ever ached for anything.
"Don't you know why I want you to see it, Daddy?"
Mick just shook his head without taking his eyes off the girl's pneumatic body.
"Because it's yours," she sighed. "All yours, Daddy. You're the one I've been keeping it nice and fresh for."
"Fuck," he muttered.
He kept staring at her, waiting for her to rub her pussy again, but she didn't. She just kept holding it spread.
"Don't you wanna taste me, Daddy?" she said, barely above a whisper. "C'mon, Daddy, please. I want you to lick it so bad. I love you so much and I want to give you everything that belongs to you."
Mick was all but paralyzed by Kelly's words. He finally dragged his eyes off her open pussy and looked at her face. She was staring back at him with a glazed look in her eyes. His solid cock was pulsing hard in the tight grip of his fist. No girl had ever looked at him the way his own daughter was at that very moment, yet at the same time, he knew they were playing with the hottest kind of fire there was.
"Baby, there are some places you can never come back from," he cautioned unconvincingly.
"Yeah, Daddy, I know. I think we're already there."
"Not quite. But..."
He finished the thought by leaning down and sliding his tongue up and over his daughter's generously offered pussy. Kelly pulled in a sharp gasp when her father's tongue lit up her heavily tingling pussy. Her hips rolled instantly in response, her gasp turning to moans while Mick eagerly slathered his tongue all around her creamily delicious slit. He soon focused his attention on her clit and slipped a finger up inside her hole at the same time.
The man's finger curled and twisted inside the girl, searching for her g spot while he suckled and lapped at her fully swollen clit. She could barely form words as she gasped and moaned, her luscious body now writhing with desire.
Kelly's pussy oozed heavily the more her father licked and fingered her. Her cream was sweet, tangy and intensely intoxicating. Mick probed at her hole with his finger and the tip of his tongue at the same time, but he soon drew his soaking wet finger out of her hole and wedged it between her ass cheeks, searching for her puckered rimhole.
The girl gasped deeply and lifted her legs up higher, giving her father better access to her asshole. He massaged her tight bud with his honey-coated finger and made deep, hungry love to her pussy with his mouth.
"God god god god, Daddy!" she cried, her hips rolling harder and harder against the man's mouth and finger.
The girl's body went tense for a few moments and then relaxed. Mick backed off and watched her languish after her orgasm, pausing briefly to catch her breath. Then she shifted her body and took the hem of her outfit into her hands and peeled it off over her head. Mick pulled off his T shirt and slid over on top of her luscious body, grinding his rock-hard cock against her pussy as he lowered himself to kiss her.
Kelly whimpered while Mick's chest mashed down against her heavy, naked tits. They felt amazing against his body, and he was beyond reason when the girl's mouth opened and set her tongue into motion against his.
Mick had never kissed any girl so hard or hungrily in his life. Nor had any kissed him back the way his own, incredible daughter was. At the same time, she was grinding her slick, wet pussy against his cock as hard as he was grinding against her. Then he squeezed his hands in between them and grasped at her enormous tits, kneading them eagerly with his strong hands.
He released her mouth and said," Baby girl, reach down there and put my cock inside you for me. I need that pussy bad, but I can't bring myself to let go of these fantastic tits now that I finally have my hands on them."
Kelly giggled happily and kissed him again while she worked her hands down between their naked bodies. Finally, she got one hand on her pussy and spread herself open while she wrapped the other around her father's thick cock.
"Oh geezus, fuck, Daddy you're so fucking hard," she cooed. "Oh god fuck me deep."
The girl tucked her father's cock head into her wet maw and Mick began grinding his shaft deeper into her sheath. His daughter's pussy felt so tight and creamy, and they both groaned as his rock-hard flesh gradually filled her body. They looked at each other in disbelief, even though nothing had ever felt more right or natural.



Mick growled as he began to pump his cock in and out of Kelly's spectacular body with long strokes. His grip on his tits went tighter and he lowered his head to suck and lick on her swollen nipples.
The girl whimpered with pleasure, wrapping her legs around her father's hips and grinding her pussy hard against his thrusting cock. It wasn't long before he was straining to hold on and keep fucking his precious girl deep and hard. She didn't make it any easier because of the way she was moaning and her pussy squeezed his pounding cock every time she came.
Finally, Mick raised himself up on his hands while he pumped his daughter's succulent pussy hole as hard and fast as he could, watching her pretty face twist with pleasure while her massive tits heaved with the force of his lunging body.
"Gimme your cum, Daddy. I want it in me...fuck!"
With a final, frenzied volley of full body thrusts, Mick's pulsing cock exploded in Kelly's pussy, filling her with a hot flow of jetting spunk.
After, they spent a long time kissing while Mick caressed the girl's beautiful tits. He kept his cock buried inside her until his flesh finally started to relax.
They fell asleep in each other's arms, and Mick knew he had the girl he always needed right there with him.
In the morning, Mick awoke from a haze of dreams to look down and find his pretty, curvaceous daughter lying between his legs with her lips sliding up and down his swollen cock. When she realized her father was awake and watching her, Kelly released his big cock from her mouth, giving his shaft a long lick before greeting him.
"Good morning, Daddy," she grinned sweetly, holding his cock against the side of her face. "It's time for breakfast."
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If anything, Kathy had somehow managed to look even younger when Paul came home from his first year of college than when he'd left. Maybe it was just the time away from her playing with his mind. Maybe it was because he'd missed her more than he expected to. She was quite a bit younger than most of his friends' mothers, but she still had always looked younger than she was. A few of his friends' mothers were definitely hot, sexy women that got lots of attention from older and younger guys alike, but none of them had Kathy's classic looks or her pneumatically pumped curves.
And that was the reason he'd been so determined to go to a school far enough away to have to leave the house. For that matter, at the beginning of the year Paul had planned to stay near campus over the summer. It wasn't so far away he couldn't get home over weekends and holidays. Cutting all ties with his gorgeous mother was the last thing he wanted to do. He only needed some distance. Perspective. But as awkward as it could be living in a house with a woman like Kathy, Paul had missed her more than he'd ever missed anyone.
The day he came back, he'd timed his arrival for the middle of the day when he knew his mother would still be at work. She'd offered to come get him in her SUV so he could move his things home for the summer, but he'd turned down the offer and got her to rent him a vehicle. He'd wanted to make the four-hour drive on his own, but barely a half-hour into the trip he started wishing his beautiful mother had been there.
Paul was both relieved and disappointed when he walked into the quiet, empty house. He left his things in the car, figuring to carry it all in later. The first thing he did was head for the kitchen to look for something to eat and drink. After that, he went upstairs, but instead of going to his own room he went directly to his mother's. As usual, everything was neat and organized, just as she kept the entire house and yard.
He sat on the edge of his mother's crisply made bed and lay back. It was frustrating, to say the least, that the year away hadn't helped him sort through his ambivalent feelings about her. If anything, missing her as much as he did only seemed to make it worse. The irony wasn't lost on him the way his deeper feelings for her caused him to keep her at an emotional arm's length.
There he was, after his first year of college, and his mother was in her thirties. She looked like she was still in her twenties, and it wasn't unusual when people assumed she was Paul's sister. He was always aware of what a great job she'd done raising him on her own, but at the same time, it hadn't been easy living with a mother everyone wanted to fuck. It had soured most of his friendships when other guys said things about her.
Paul also knew his mother was completely aware of the way people reacted to her, and she didn't do anything to discourage the attention she got. And even though she rarely ever dated, she clearly enjoyed the admiration. Most people thought of his hot mother as a typical, blonde bimbo, but he knew she was only playing a role that was expected of her. She was smarter than she let most people think, even Paul himself.
Lying on her bed, he realized he hadn't really gotten too far away from her. Maybe that's why he didn't get the change in perspective he'd hoped for. His campus was close enough to get home for a weekend whenever he wanted, and they'd talked by either voice or video at least four times a week. They kept it up even when Paul was making connections with some of the hot girls he was meeting on campus.
It wasn't until he started getting close with Jenna, the fourth girl he met at school, that he realized he was gravitating to girls who looked like his mother. All pretty blondes with big tits. And Jenna looked more like Kathy than any of the others.
"What the fuck," he muttered, getting up off his mother's bed and walking into her adjacent bathroom. He reached into her laundry hamper and started fingering through her dirty clothes. It was full of lacy, D cup bras and skimpy thong panties. He finally picked out a lacy, white thong and held the tiny strip of cloth to his face. Inhaling deeply, his senses filled with the ripe scent of his mother's pussy.
"Jesus, this is bad," he told himself, feeling his cock begin to swell as he sniffed the aroma of the pussy he'd only thought about more the longer he'd been away.
Holding his mother's pungent panties to his face, he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock with his free hand. He was fully erect and throbbing within seconds, precum already oozing heavily from his cockhead. His hand was soon slamming hard and fast on his enormous shaft. After a couple minutes of furious stroking, he took the panties and wrapped them around his cock.
Between his cock being as big as it was, and the panties being so small, they didn't cover very much of his rigid flesh. But the delicate fabric still felt good, and in a round-about way it let Paul imagine having his beautiful mother's pussy close to his cock.
He'd seen her pussy a number of times when she'd been getting out of the shower or getting dressed with her door open. She never flinched when it happened, and just went about her business as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Paul figured a woman like his mother was so used to people looking at her body that she didn't think twice about it anymore. Seeing her silky-smooth mound that she went out and got waxed every few weeks had never failed to give him a painfully throbbing hard on.
And the sight of her huge, round tits, so smooth with proportionately large nipples, affected him just as much. He'd always noticed her tanned skin, and how she never had tan lines. It also impressed him how her areolas were large, but barely a shade darker than the rest of her skin.
As he stood there in his mother's bathroom stroking his rock-hard pole, she was all he could think about. He loved her the way he never loved anyone in the world, but this was exactly why he found himself avoiding her so much of the time.
His hand was pounding his cock faster and harder, grinding his mother's worn panties up and down that long, thick shaft. But before long he was reaching back into her hamper to grab another pair, holding them to his face to inhale the scent of her pussy while he used the other pair to keep stroking.
He was diving himself toward a hot release when the phone in his back pocket started vibrating with incoming messages. It made him think of all the selfies he saved of his mother, many of which came from clothing store changing rooms and she wanted his opinion on one outfit or another. Considering the way she usually dressed, the outfits were always tight and revealing.
Paul started thinking about the last selfie his mother sent when she was trying on a skimpy tank top. It barely held her enormous boobs. If it had shown any more cleavage her areolas would've been visible. There was no question, his mother had the most incredible tits he'd ever seen.
A few moments later, Paul was gasping desperately while his cock released a plentiful load of spunk that spattered the laundry in his mother's hamper along with the wall behind it.
The young man pumped his gushing cock until he was squeezing out the last oozes of spunk with his mother's panties under his hand. He finally used both pair to wipe up his cock and the drabs that had hit the wall. Then he tossed the cum soaked panties back in the hamper.
After putting his cock away, he pulled his phone out of his back pocket to find the text messages his mother had just sent him.
Where are you? Are you home yet? the first one said. Then there was a second: I'm so excited you're coming back home. I can't believe I get you for the whole summer! I've missed you so much!
Paul was still feeling light-headed from his orgasm and couldn't bring himself to reply right away. His mother had sent him dozens of messages over the semester to say how much she missed him. He couldn't think of anyone he knew whose mother loved them as much as Kathy loved him. Maybe it was just from her being a single mom for so many years, but Paul didn't care what the reasons were. He loved her back at least as much and then more.
But he didn't totally trust himself around her, and the way other people looked at her had always made him feel awkward, so as much as he loved being around her he still remained distant.
He decided to grab a shower before she got home, and decided to use her bathroom instead of the one he'd normally use across the hall from his room. He started the water running and then stripped naked, waiting until the water was at the right temp before stepping into the glass-enclosed tub. The glass was soon steamy.
Paul soaped himself all over, and then just stood under the water and became lost in his thoughts. It jarred him when he heard his mother talking to him from right there inside the bathroom.
"Baby when did you get home? Why didn't you tell me you were already here? Didn't you get my text?"
"Yeah," he said. "I just wanted to get cleaned up first. I didn't expect you back this early."
"I guess I was feeling antsy," she admitted. "I couldn't wait to see you. Besides, it's supposed to be a really nice weekend so half the office was gone by lunch and getting an early start."
"Mom, the last time I was home was only three weeks ago."
Even through the steam-coated glass, he could see her leaning back against the sink. Her black, office skirt was tight and shorter than any of her coworkers ever wore. She usually wore suits, with a skirt and matching jacket, but she must have taken her jacket off before she came into the bathroom. She was just wearing a white blouse. Even though he couldn't make out any details through the condensation on the glass, Paul could tell his mother's blouse was open enough to show off a healthy portion of her deep, smooth cleavage. It was how she usually dressed.
"I know, but three weeks might as well be forever," she replied.
Her tone was whiny and anything but motherly sounding. She sounded more like Jenna did when she was trying to get Paul to do something he didn't feel like doing.
"Mom," he replied, "we talk almost every night, and I text with you more than anybody."
"I know. It's just not the same as having you here, though."
Paul could hear the pout in his mother's tone. He could never admit it to her, but he couldn't help loving the way she was talking to him more like his girlfriend than his mother. Despite just having rubbed out a good one into her panties, his cock started tingling as flashes of Jenna came to his mind. They were practically like twins, and he knew he'd have to keep them from ever meeting each other or they'd both see the obvious comparison.
"It's ok," he finally said, discreetly rubbing his cock. "I miss you, too."
"Well, why don't you hurry up so I can get freshened up, too, and we can go out for a nice welcome-home dinner?"
"Sounds really nice, Mom."
Kathy giggled happily, and Paul could see her start to move. He was stalling now so he wouldn't have to get out of the shower with a half-erect cock in front of her. As she moved to leave, he noticed her pause at the laundry hamper. He could tell she reached down into it, and then looked quickly back at him over her shoulder. After that, she quickly left the room with a tiny bunch of white cloth balled up in her hand.
Paul instantly wished he'd been more careful and shoved the panties he'd cum in further down to the bottom of the hamper. It would be foolish to think his mother didn't know exactly what cum smelled and felt like, even soaked into the gusset of a pair of skimpy panties. He knew he was busted and he couldn't remember ever feeling as embarrassed as he did right then. At the same time, he couldn't help wondering what his mother was doing with the slut panties she discovered. It would've been impossible for her to pick them up without touching his cum.
His cock was swelling hard and fast all over again, and he turned the water to cold before he started jerking off again. He let the water run cold as much as he could take before turning it off and getting out to grab a towel. He was still semi-erect despite the cold shower, and he noticed his mother had left the door open between her bathroom and bedroom. He dried off quickly and wrapped the towel around his waist.
He found his mother sitting on the edge of her bed. Her shoes were off and her legs were crossed, bringing her skirt up high on her thighs. Her blouse was lying near her on the bed while her huge tits strained at the overfilled cups of a lace-edged bra. The panties were nowhere to be seen, and Kathy had a faraway look in her eye. It seemed like there were a few seconds before she even noticed her half naked son standing in the room.
"Oh...honey," she said dreamily. "We're getting ready to go out, right?"
"Yeah, if you want to. Sorry to monopolize your bathroom. I really didn't expect you back until later."
Paul couldn't bring himself to move. His mother was acting like she sleep-walking, and he couldn't take his eyes off her legs or the huge, smooth scoops of titflesh spilling over her bra cups. His cock started getting bigger, and it was making a larger bulge in the damp towel around his waist.
"S'okay, baby. You can use Mommy's bathroom anytime you want," she said, still not making eye contact.
His cock was twitching under the towel and he was powerless to control it. His mother's eyes were on the tubular bulge, but the look in them was like she staring through him into the distance. He wanted to rip off the towel and then pull his mother's gorgeous tits out of her bra and feel them while he slipped his swollen cock between them. The thought only made him bigger and harder, his cock beginning to lift up the damp towel.
But she was his mother. That would be impossible.
"Guess I should go get ready too," he said half-heartedly.
"Yeah," Kathy nodded. "Yeah. Me too."
She stood up without another word and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor to reveal a very skimpy turquoise thong underneath. There was no denying how incredible his mother's body was, and the way she looked standing there in a scant pair of panties and bra made Paul's dick throb harder than ever. He'd seen her in bikinis almost ask skimpy as her lingerie, but this was different.
"Let me know when you're ready, baby," she said. Then she turned and went into her bathroom, slowly closing the door behind her. His mother's ass was as good as naked, displaying the same, even tan as the rest of her body.
Without thinking of how she could easily walk back into the bedroom at any moment, Paul flicked the towel off his waist and grabbed his suffering cock. He started stroking his shaft hard and furious, imagining the feel of his shaft sliding between his mother's fine, rounded ass cheeks.
With his raging hard on firmly gripped in his large fist, Paul picked up his mother's blouse off the bed and discovered the cum soaked panties she'd found in the hamper. Now there could be no more pretending she hadn't found them or figured out what he'd done with them. He put the blouse back down and picked up the panties. Draping them over his cock the best he could, he started pounding his throbbing shank once again, grunting and too far gone to care if his mother suddenly came back and found him.
He lost track of time as he pumped his cock hard and fast, finally exploding with another creamy load into his mother's tiny thong. He was in a daze by the time he squeezed the last oozes of cum into Kathy's thong. Again, he used them to wipe up the excess spunk from his shaft and fingers, but the tiny garment was already saturated. Without thinking, he just tossed them on top of his mother's blouse, leaving them and his towel behind as he left her room.
**
Kathy drove to the restaurant. She had taken a long time getting ready. Paul was used to that, and he was also used to the way she dressed for their dinner out. Used to it, but still deeply affected. His mother had finally come downstairs in a revealing cocktail dress. It was white, which set off her tan beautifully, and had a plunging halter top that left a distracting amount of her deep, smooth cleavage exposed. It was the kind of dress that was meant to be worn without a bra, and Paul couldn't ignore the hypnotic motion of his mother's huge tits with every gesture and movement.
The hem of the dress was tight and short. Kathy's ass and thighs were just slightly on the thick side, although still tight and firm as much younger women, and in the driver's seat of her car the dress rode nearly to her ass.
Kathy was in a completely different mood from those tense moments they'd shared after his shower. She was practically giddy with happiness now and talking as she drove about all the things they could do together over the summer. Paul was following her the best he could, but he was severely distracted remembering the dreamy look in her eyes when she was gazing at the shape of his hardening cock under his towel.
He was also preoccupied with the way she looked in her dress as well as flashing back on the way she stripped to her bra and thong before walking into her bathroom.
Yet Paul had seen her in those states of dress and/or undress many times before. She'd never been shy about her body, and her son had always bounced back and forth between wishing she were more like his friends' moms and feeling proud of her. It also meant going through life overhearing words like "slut", "bimbo" and "milf" being said about her by guys his age as well as their mothers. It was a big part of the reason that neither of them had very many long-lasting, close friendships.
On the other hand, he would've been lying if he ever said he didn't think his own mother was kind of a bimbo himself. She didn't exactly spend her time reading Shakespeare, but Paul knew she was a lot smarter than she let people think. The carefully chosen outfits she always wore to work were somewhere in between slutwear and professional office garb, and staying with the same company for a long time, she'd advanced steadily.
Paul couldn't blame her. She was just doing what she felt she needed to do to raise a son on her own. He'd never known who his father was. He wasn't even sure if his mother knew, but he never asked. He didn't care. She was everything he ever needed.
He didn't know where she was taking him to dinner, but he knew she was going to turn every head in the room when they went in. He was used to that, too, and tonight he wasn't going to feel self-conscious about it, only proud of how sexy and gorgeous his mother was.
At one point during the ride, Kathy rested a free hand on her son's thigh, just leaving it there while she kept talking about how happy she was to have him home. Despite having jerked off twice, his mother's intimate touch made his cock begin to tingle with warmth. He almost put his hand on top of hers, but then his phone buzzed with a text notice. At first it came as a relief, because he had no idea where putting his hand over his mother's might have led. But then he saw the message from Jenna.
Now Paul was looking at the picture filling his phone screen. Jenna's big, naked tits were staring back at him. She was clutching one of her heavy globes in her hand and squeezing hard. The text that followed seconds later said, Miss u, baby. Tell me we're not gonna go all summer without seeing each other.
Paul took a long look at his college girlfriend's tits while his mother's hand was lightly squeezing his leg mere inches away from his cock. He finally closed the photo and tucked the phone back in his shirt pocket before Kathy caught what he was looking at. She was the last person he wanted to see what his girlfriend looked like. The resemblance between them would be too obvious.



The girls Paul had been with before Jenna had been the same type, but none had looked so much like his mother as her. With the others, Paul had found himself closing his eyes and imagining he was driving his swollen cock into his hot mother's wet pussy, but he never had to with Jenna. With her, it was so much like fucking his mother he ended up ravaging and pounding her like no other girl he ever knew.
All Jenna knew was that she had this great guy with a gorgeous cock who was crazy about her and fucked her like no one else ever had.
Paul didn't want to lose Jenna, and he knew he'd have to work it out to spend time with her over the summer or she might not be there for him in the fall. A girl like Jenna wouldn't come up lacking for offers. But he couldn't let her come to see him and risk her and his mother ever meeting. They'd both know his filthiest secret. Then again, after what happened earlier that afternoon, his mother knew a lot more than he'd ever wanted her to.
Of course, Kathy's reaction to everything certainly let Paul know the desire was probably mutual, but wanting something and doing anything about it were two very different things. Especially when it came to a mother and son fucking their brains out. It didn't matter how hot the mother happened to be.
Or did it?
Paul was wishing his mother would take her hand off his leg, but she kept it there as long as she didn't need both hands on the wheel.
"Some hot babe from school missing you already?" Kathy asked with a subtle grin.
"Just a friend," Paul lied, thinking his mother's female radar was freaky.
"Mhmm," she replied skeptically.
Paul went silent, lost in his thoughts about how to get together with Jenna as soon as possible. He knew every day around his gorgeous mother was only going to make him hornier and hornier until he was ready to explode. Jerking off could only give him so much relief. He needed more, and Jenna was the one girl who could give him what he needed the most. He was dying to reply to her text but he didn't want to do it in front of his mother.
Fortunately, Kathy left it alone and went back to talking about all the things they could do over the summer. She brought up the idea of going on a trip together while her fingers started to dig lightly into the meat of his thigh. Paul was relieved when she had to take her hand away to turn into the restaurant parking lot because his cock was beginning to feel uncomfortably thick.
Paul's phone buzzed again as they walked into the restaurant. It was a nice place, and once they got seated, he took out his phone and checked out Jenna's new message. This time, there was a photo of her smooth pussy with two of her fingers pushed halfway into her very wet hole. He was relieved to be sitting at the table. He missed Jenna's pussy like crazy, and by now he was losing the battle against going hard at a very inconvenient time.
Keeping his phone below the table, Paul sent a message back. I miss you too. Bad!
Prove it, she texted back.
Paul knew she was expecting a nice, hard cock photo.
Later. Out having dinner with my mother.
I wanna see her! Jenna messaged.
Paul put the phone back in his pocket and tried to focus on the menu. His mother was looking at him curiously. He wished he hadn't mentioned anything about his mother to Jenna.
"So you met a girl at school," she said.
Paul knew she was fishing, but he couldn't read the look on her face. Her tone was cagey, too.
"Just a friend," he replied. "Just, um, talking about summer vacation."
"I see," Kathy said skeptically. "Seems like you have a lot to talk about for a vacation that hasn't really started yet."
She had a strained smile on her face and started turning red. Paul felt his own face heating up and turning red, too. This bizarre feeling came over him like he was cheating even though he knew that was ridiculous.
"Just a friend from school," he tried to insist.
Then his phone buzzed with three messages in quick succession.
"So do you know what you're gonna have?" he tried to deflect.
"Aren't you going to check your messages?"
Kathy squared her shoulders and kept her eyes trained on his face while her tits pushed out harder against the deep neckline of her revealing dress. The waiter then came up to the table and filled their water glasses, asking if they were ready to order. Paul caught him glancing at his mother's tits every chance he had. He was used to that. It always used to bother him, but now he felt himself feeling proud of how hot and beautiful his mother really was. She told the waiter they needed a few more minutes. When he left, she turned her attention back to Paul.
"So? You're not even going to check your girlfriend's messages?"
"She's not my girlfriend," he lied.
His phone buzzed again.
"Whatever you say." Her eyes narrowed suspiciously.
She took a deep breath, causing her lush boobs to push against her dress, and her mood changed. Paul was relieved she seemed to be letting the topic go. The waiter came back and they ordered. They talked more about what to do over the summer, and Kathy acted like she didn't notice every time Paul's phone buzzed and he ignored it.
Somewhere in the middle of their dinner, there was a short lull in the conversation, and Kathy dropped an unexpected bomb on her son.
"So I guess you must be fucking her," she said out of the blue.
Paul nearly choked on the food he was chewing, which seemed to amuse his mother. He knew the look on his face revealed the truth, and there was no point in trying to deny it again. But then his mother's look changed. Her face reddened and her eyes narrowed. She did that pursing thing with her lips that she always did when she wasn't happy about something.
"It's nothing serious," he tried to protest.
"Sure. Except that she's texting you every sixty seconds. So why don't you show me a picture of her?"
Paul evaded the question. For the same reason he didn't want to send Jenna a picture of his mother, he didn't want either of them to see how much they looked like each other. He made a feeble excuse of needing to go to the rest room.
He left the table and went to shut himself into a stall in the men's room, feeling relieved for the moment of privacy. Leaning against the side of the stall, he cupped his hand over the growing bulge in his pants, firmly rubbing his cock as it kept getting bigger. He thought about the way his mother had stared at his bulge in the towel around his waist after using her shower, and that only made his shaft swell even faster.
It was also impossible not to think back on how she looked in her bra and panties, as if she were teasing him on purpose. But Kathy had always been so free and open with her body it was hard to know if she ever thought twice about the anyone reacted to her. And the way her luscious, heavy tits had been practically falling out of her open blouse the whole time at their table had been driving him crazy. The signs of her jealousy of Jenna only made it worse.
Paul unzipped his pants and fished out his swollen cock, sighing as he gave his aching meat the attention it was begging for. He knew he was going to have to see Jenna as soon as possible or an entire summer with his hot mother was going to be sheer torture. He hadn't even been home a whole day yet. Jenna was the only way he could ever relieve his nagging desires.
He decided to send her quick picture of his excited cock and reply to her last few messages. Hopefully, the sight of his huge rod would distract her from her insistent requests to see what his mother looked like. But when he reached for his phone, he realized he'd left it on the table. A moment of panic set in when he thought of his mother picking it up and seeing the messages and pictures between Jenna and him. She wouldn't be able to resist, but at least his phone was password protected.
Paul spent a few minutes trying to cool off before going back to their table where he'd be gazing at his mother's beautiful face and heavily exposed cleavage. He could text Jenna from the car and then send her some cock pictures once they got home. Hopefully she'd quit asking to see pictures of Kathy by then. His mother probably wouldn't give up as easily, but he'd find a way to avoid it somehow.
When his cock relaxed enough to fit back in his pants, Paul tucked his meat away and zipped up. Arriving back at the table, he found his mother sitting calmly, the meal finished. He reached down to pick up his napkin off his seat where he'd left it, and discovered a skimpy pair of thong panties folded underneath. His heart froze at the sight. There was no question it was the same pair he'd jerked off into earlier. He grabbed them off the chair before anyone around could see, realizing the fabric was warm and soaking wet.
With the panties balled into his large fist, Paul sank into his seat, barely able to look his mother in the eye across the table. His face was burning as he forced himself to make eye contact, also noticing the swollen nipples jutting into the thin, white fabric of his mother's revealing dress.
She took a deep breath, forcing her full tits to push harder against the tightness of her dress.
"Yes, they're the same ones," she said in a neutral tone. "I've been wearing them this whole time. You'd be surprised how easy it is to slip off a pair of panties in a restaurant without anyone knowing what you're doing. At least I think so."
Paul sat there in shock, but with his cock rapidly swelling back to the same hardness he had in the men's room.
"But...why?" He pretty much knew the answer but couldn't think of anything else to say.
Kathy leaned forward so she could reply in a whispering tone, her heavy tits ballooning against the table. She paused, closing her eyes briefly as she took a bolstering breath. Then she opened her eyes and told him softly but definitively: "Because they were saturated with your cum and I couldn't deny the need to feel it on my pussy."
The wild slamming of Paul's heart felt like it was centered in his cock. Before he could think of anything to say, his mother held up his phone.
"You should really try to think of a better passcode than your mother's birthday, baby," she told him. Then she swiped through a few of the pictures of Jenna, angling the phone so they could both see them. "And," she went on, "did you seriously go to college just to find a girlfriend who looks like she could be my younger twin? Even her tits are just like mine. I knew you liked them. I just wasn't sure how much, even with the way you've never been able to take your eyes off them, but now..."
Paul still didn't know what to say, but hearing his hot mother talk about how much he loved her tits made his cock throb even harder. He always figured she was aware of his interest in her, but never imagined her knowing as much as she obviously did now.
"I'm sorry, Mom," he finally sighed. "I just can't help it. All these years living in the same house with...ugh...the hottest girl you could ever imagine. How could any guy not want you? I've spent half my life wishing you weren't my mother."
Kathy blushed and her eyes welled up as Paul finally confessed. She even allowed a tear to escape and run down her cheek. She squared her shoulders and dabbed at the tear with her napkin, but it was easy to see she wasn't upset. She was feeling all kinds of other emotions, and Paul was beside himself to learn everything about them he could. In the meantime, he was dying to leap across the table and kiss her hard while wrapping his big hands around her even bigger tits.
Then Paul's phone buzzed with a message coming in. His mother slid it across the table to him.
"You should probably check that. It might be important," she told him.
Paul grabbed his phone, not knowing what she might have seen while he'd been in the bathroom. When he opened the message thread with Jenna, he saw that his mother had taken a selfie and sent it to her with text that said: She's really hot, don't you think?
Um..baby..she looks way too much like me to be a coincidence, was Jenna's reply.
Paul was relieved when the waiter showed up at their table with the bill. He didn't know what to say to either his mother or Jenna. While Kathy was settling the bill, another message came from Jenna: It must drive you crazy having a mother that hot. No wonder you fuck me so hard, lol.
He was relieved Jenna didn't seem to be upset, but he was still wishing his mother hadn't sent her picture. When they finally got up to leave, he put the phone away and ignored the buzzing message notifications. His mother strode out of the restaurant proudly, an even bigger sway of her hips than when they'd walked in, and the sly smile on her face was full of satisfaction.
In the car, Kathy just sat back against the door facing Paul without starting the engine. There was obviously more on her mind, but she wasn't saying anything. She just sat there not caring that the hem of her tight minidress gathered up high enough on her thighs to reveal her very smooth and very naked pussy. Paul remembered her well used panties were balled up in the pocket of his jeans.
Gazing openly at his mother's exposed pussy heated Paul's pulse, and the hard on that never completely went away was quickly returning full force. She pulled the sides of her dress top open further, letting her smooth, heavy tits fall into the open. She grazed her fingertips over her nipples, making them swell under her touch while her son pulled deep breaths and couldn't resist squeezing his aching cock through his pants.
"I'm not so naïve to think you'd go off to college and not end up with a girlfriend," she said as she continued playing with her nipples. "I even always knew how much you like looking at me and leaving cum in my panties. But I never imagined you'd find a girl who looks that much like me. And so now...a huge part of me is jealous as fuck, but the thought of you fucking her and thinking about me just makes me wet."
"It's not what you think," he said unconvincingly, his hand boldly sliding over his cock bulge. He caught his mother's eyes following the motion of his hand. She had that faraway look like she'd had in her bedroom earlier when she was gazing at the shape of his hard on through a towel, but there was something different in her look now. Something more. But Paul's eyes finally drifted back to her hands where she was beginning to roll and twist her thick nipples.
"And just exactly what do you think I'm thinking?"
"That you're wishing we weren't mother and son," he forced himself to say out loud.
Kathy sighed and shook her head. She reached over the console and moved his hand away from his cock, placing her own over his solid bulge.
"I don't want you to wish those things," she said as she started massaging his cock through his pants. "I love being your mother. I'm proud of it, and I love the way you want me even in spite it. And I want you to fuck me just as much because I'm your mother as all the other reasons."
Paul was speechless, and his cock was throbbing wildly. His mother then started to get his pants open, and finally pulled his big, swollen prick out.
"Oh god, baby, you're beautiful," she sighed as she began stroking his shaft up and down with both of her hands. "I can't believe I've finally got my hands on you."
Paul couldn't believe it, either. He was spellbound as he watched his mother's hands lovingly explore his enormously swollen cock. At the same time, he also kept looking at her beautiful face with a look of amazed excitement in her eyes. And then there were her big, fabulous tits hanging out through the top of her dress. He reached over and started fondling them, sliding his hand over her silken skin, feeling each, heavy swell and squeezing them firmly.
Kathy uttered a soft gasp when Paul began feeling her tits, and the grip of her hands around his hard shaft grew tighter as he played with her nipples. That was when Paul fully realized what she meant about him not wishing she wasn't his mother. And now that he was finally touching the boobs that had taunted and tempted him for so long, he couldn't imagine wishing the severely sexy blonde he'd spent his entire life with was anyone but his own, hot, horny mother.
Her tits felt incredibly firm and smooth, and Paul was practically in a trance to finally see them fully exposed just for his pleasure, not to mention finally knowing the warmth and feel he always knew would be incomparable. No matter how similar Jenna's tits were to his mother's, nothing compared to having her full orbs in his hands. Just seeing the response of her nipples hardening into swollen nubs under his fingers was enough to intensify the pulsing of his cock in her stroking fist.
"It's better than playing pretend with her, isn't it?" Kathy asked, as if she were reading his mind.
Paul only snickered in reply, knowing the answer was too obvious to bother saying.
"Still," his mother added with a suggestive giggle, "it's so fucking hot that you did that. I always knew you were a naughty fucker, I just didn't know how bad."
"You have no idea, but you're gonna find out."
On that, Paul leaned over and kissed his beautiful mother's mouth, their lips instantly opening to let their tongues swirl into contact. It was the deepest and hungriest kiss Paul had ever experienced, a kiss that was years overdue.
Kathy's grip tightened around her son's cock while his grip on her tits also grew rougher and more eager. But before long, Paul slipped one hand between his mother's smooth, warm thighs, sliding up to feel her exposed pussy. Her slit was already wet, the lips slick and swollen. She moaned into her son's mouth as his large fingers explored her freshly waxed treasure.
When one, then two, of Paul's fingers slid into his mother's sodden hole, Kathy moaned into his mouth, but then leaned her head back against the car window and growled like a jungle feline while her son finger fucked her long-neglected pussy and lowered his face to suckle her thick nipples. With his thumb working over her clit, Kathy started squirming in her seat, her pleasure rising by the second.
Reluctantly, Paul finally lifted his face from his mother's gorgeous tits and looked into her lust-glazed eyes. "There's something I've been needing to do for the longest time," he told her.
"Yes, baby? I'm yours. You can do anything you ever wanted."
Paul's pulse was raging, and he wished he could do everything he knew to his mother all at once. But he just smiled at her without saying anything. He took a quick look around the parking to make sure no one was there, and then got out of the car and walked around to his mother's side with his ragingly stiff cock jutting out of his pants.
He was acutely aware of his mother's rapt gaze following his path around the car to her door. When he pulled her door open, he couldn't help stopping in his tracks to take in the surreal sight of her staring at him in meek anticipation with her stunning tits hanging out of her dress.
"Turn around and set your feet down on the pavement," he told her, anxious to take what he wanted.
Kathy did as her son told her without uttering a word of question or protest. In turning her position to get her feet outside the car and on the ground, the hem of her short dress rode high on her hips, leaving her smooth legs and bald pussy fully exposed.
Paul sank down to the ground between his mother's open thighs, placing his hands on their silky inner flesh. He could hardly believe he was close enough to his mother's wet pussy to smell the perfume of her arousal. He cast a brief glance up her face and said, simply, "This is mine now." Then he leaned in close and licked her syrup-coated slit.
"Oh fuck," Kathy said with a throaty sigh. Her hips began rolling and grinding instantly in response to her son's hungry assault on her pussy. She pushed her ass to the very edge of the car seat, giving her eager son as much access as possible.



Paul was completely intoxicated by his mother's hot, wet pussy, licking all around her lips and hole as if he couldn't ever get enough. The sound of Kathy's deep sighs and moans only made him lap and slurp at her hot slit with steadily growing hunger.
In the midst of her son's ravenous devouring of her pussy, Kathy struggled to reach behind her and grabbed Paul's phone. When he became aware of her taking pictures of his face firmly attached to her wide-spread slit, he pushed a pair of fingers into her hole and began finger-fucking her as he continued lapping at her clit.
His fingers easily found the sweet spot inside her, stroking his mother's pleasure center while he attacked her clit with his flicking tongue. Soon, Kathy's muscles tightened and she came hard with a series of staggered gasps.
After, Paul stood back up. His long, thick hard-on was still jutting out of his pants and swaggering before his mother's rapt gaze. He took a moment to scan the parking lot and spotted a couple on the other side getting into their car, but they looked totally unaware of anything that was going on in Kathy's car.
Paul leaned over and kissed his mother long hard, making her taste her own pussy juices all over his mouth. She kissed him back hungrily, eagerly sucking the flavor from his probing tongue.
When Paul stood back upright, he gripped his swollen cock in one hand and stepped closer to his mother. She was still holding his phone and was taking more pictures of him as he stroked his huge shaft and told her to suck it.
"C'mon, Mom. You know you want to just as much as I want you to," he told her.
"Yes, baby. You can have anything."
Then she took his cock into her mouth and started sucking his shaft, stroking her moist lips along his throbbing flesh while she kept his phone aimed at them. Paul realized his mother was probably shooting video and he took the phone out of her hand and started to film her from above as she expertly worked his cock with both hands and her mouth.
He spent a couple of minutes taking video of his mother working over his cock, but finally shut down his phone and tossed it into the car. Kathy was milking his throbbing shank like she was born for it, and Paul didn't want any distractions. The look on her face was like nothing he'd ever seen. He'd had his hard dick sucked by girls who loved what they were doing before, Jenna more than any of them, but his own mother's burning hunger for his throbbing flesh was beyond belief.
Kathy's head moved back and forth in a steady rhythm as she stroked her son's hard stalk with her wet, supple lips. Groaning desperately, he grabbed a fistful of his mother's hair and began pumping his dick in a counterpoint rhythm to her slip-sliding mouth and hand.
Paul laid his hands on top of the car and closed his eyes, giving himself over to the intense pleasure of the moment. But after a little longer, Kathy pulled back, releasing his overheated cock from her mouth. She lowered the car window and got out, shutting the door behind her.
Then they were kissing more heatedly than ever, Kathy's hand stroking his exposed cock while Paul fingered her dew-lathered slit.
"I need you inside me, baby," she finally said. "Bad. I need you now."
On that, Kathy bent over, leaning her upper body into the car while her ass and pussy were fully exposed and offered up for whatever her son wanted.
"Fuck," Paul growled as he swung his open hand across his mother's bare ass. She whimpered in response to the spank and he gave her three more in a row. Then he grabbed his cock and mashed the dome against the soft, wet folds of her pussy.
He pushed his throbbing shaft into her hot core, filling her velvet sheath with hot, rock-solid flesh.
"Ohmyfuckinggawd," Kathy growled as her son's imposing rod gradually filled her hole.
Grasping her by the hip with one hand, Paul thumb-massaged his mother's tight rimhole while he started to rock his rigid bone in and out of her luscious body. He could barely catch his breath as he stroked in and out of the pussy he'd only dreamed of for so long.
Kathy's moans and cries were only partially muffled with her head inside the car, but Paul could tell she was feeling the same rush of feelings that he was.
It wasn't long before Paul was straining to hold his load, wanting the feeling to last as long as it possibly could. Yet at the same time, he couldn't help pounding his prick harder and faster into his mother's scorching hot pussy. He fucked her harder, with longer strokes, and his hand kept lifting and laying hard spanks across her gorgeous ass as if it had a mind of his own.
The harder Paul spanked her, the more his mother's pussy gripped and rippled inside, all around his pumping stalk. She was gasping and moaning deeply, and he knew she was cumming again and again. But it was finally more than he could resist, and he grit his teeth and smacked his mother's ass with all his might as his cock erupted with a gusher of hot spunk deep inside her.
After a moment or two to wind back down, Paul shifted his stance to allow his mother the room to pull her upper body out from the car and stand up beside him. They just looked at each other without saying anything. Nothing needed to be said. Everything Paul needed to know was right there in the dreamy look in his beautiful mother's eyes.
The bottom of Kathy's dress was still up around her waist while the top was still pulled open around her heavy, naked tits.
"Sorry if I spanked you too hard," Paul finally said with a coy smirk. "I guess I got carried away."
"You fucking animal," his mother purred, just before dropping to a squat beside the car and sucking her son's juice coated cock clean.
After, Kathy got back into the car without pulling her dress back into place. Paul put his cock back in his pants, went back around to his side of the car. When he got into his seat, he saw that Kathy had his phone again.
"Remind me to think up a better passcode," he said, knowing she had to be answering Jenna's messages.
"Baby, I'd say we're way beyond having any secrets from each other." Then she flashed a smile and handed the phone back to her son.
As she started the car and drove out of the parking lot, Paul opened the message thread he knew his mother had just been tampering with. He heaved a deep sigh when he discovered she'd sent the video of her sucking his cock to Jenna.
"Shit," he muttered, thinking his relationship with Jenna had just come to an end. By now he loved Jenna, even beyond the fact that she looked so much like his mother, and he would've liked to see the relationship keep going as long as it could. But he had his mother now, and no one could ever be more important than her.
"Don't worry, baby," Kathy told him as she drove. "If she can deal with it...with us...then you know she's the right one."
He leaned back against his seat and hoped for the best. A minute later his phone buzzed with a message from Jenna.
Baby! Can your mother eat pussy as good as she sucks cock?
Paul looked at his mother and grinned. He was wondering the same thing himself.
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Just at the sweaty peak of David's morning workout, his mother came out through the back of the house wearing the kind of bikini he'd only seen in pictures. It fit her like a bikini that didn't fit her. The network of neon blue cords and bowknots rode the dance of her tanned, heavily curvaceous body in a way that made him feel drugged. He forgot himself and stopped, paralyzed by the way she moved through the backyard, casually inspecting and primping her flowerbeds.
Miranda was almost double his age, and at least double the size of the girls who usually caught his attention, but she had a way of wearing her thick, exaggerated features like a badge of honor. Her tits were heavy and careless, while her ass was thicker and rounder than he ever imagined being packed into an outfit like hers.
Everything about Miranda was breezy and brash. It wasn't that she was really all that big, but somehow just bigger than life. She had deep brown, Mediterranean skin that always seemed to be shining, and the finest, darkest hair he'd ever seen. Even her accent took wide, luxurious curves around the syllables when she spoke. And although she seemed petite for her size, she carried herself as tall as any woman he knew. David had always been taught to admire girls like Kayla, his girlfriend; slender girls with hard, miserly curves that could knock a man's heart out of its natural rhythm.
He couldn't think of a woman from home even close to Miranda's body type having the audacity to wear anything as skimpy, but she moved with such bold confidence -- perfectly at home in her skin - it put all the imaginary barriers in their place.
David looked more like his father, and didn't bear much resemblance to his Spanish speaking mother. Since his father never made any effort to learn his wife's native language, David had never learned much of it, but he often wished he'd made more of an effort. His mother's feeling of isolation was something he always noticed, even when he wasn't sure how to define it. She never fit in with the other mothers in their circles, and he'd always had a hard time dealing with the way he overheard people talking about her. His friends made all kinds of comments about his mother's tits and ass, and their mothers made catty jibes about how a woman her size should never wear the kinds of tight, revealing clothes she always preferred.
As a result, David had gradually distanced himself from all of them. Being a star athlete, he was always popular, but he never got to close to anyone except his doting, affectionate mother.
But the thing that made him angrier than anything was the way his father treated her. It seemed as if the more he began to hate his father, the more he felt in love with his mother.
The whole planet was full of shit, and every time he thought of her David's heart clenched like a fist full of stolen jewels.
She didn't say hello or wave like she usually did, taking the time to be friendly and flash her bright, toothy smile. Today, she barely even seemed to notice he was there, lifting weights until his taut, shaven body was shimmering with sweat in the sun. Her eyes, dark and smoky, scanned the area as if he weren't even part of it, surveying the barbered grounds a professional crew had worked on the day before.
David was only wearing dark blue gym shorts, and as he followed the proud jut of his mother's big, half saddled tits, it felt like the air was shifting gears. He took a moment to pour water down his throat from the bottle beside his mat. He angled it over his head and doused himself, hoping the cool trickle would take the edge off his spiking body heat. Then he started lifting again, afraid this unexpected view of his nearly naked mother would cause his young cock to rise beyond his control.
It was bad enough being banished here for the summer, pressured to train for the talent scouts who'd be trolling the university campus in the fall. His father had chosen the area for its sparse population. The backyard ran straight to the edge of a small lake, and the local roads were excellent for running, being mostly shaded by tall hardwoods and lightly traveled at best. He'd rented the house without discussing it with David or his mother, and simply announced that they would both spend the summer there together. When David and his mother made eye contact across the table, they both knew it was his father's way of getting rid of them for a few months.
David had been there long enough to learn abject boredom could be a powerful motivation to spend hours working diligently to reach his father's goal. As for his own goals, David just wanted to spend the summer hanging out with Kayla. But the time was also giving him a chance to rethink his goals. His relationship with Kayla wasn't deep enough to survive the separation, and with the two of them heading off for different colleges in the fall there was barely a chance for a relationship even if they both had wanted it enough. But neither of them did.
He felt sluggish at first, as he went back to dragging the weights toward his chest in desultory bicep curls. It felt like punishment. This whole, perfect place was nothing but a glossy prison, but he kept his eye on Miranda, watching her move like something he was planning to dream later on. The speed of his curls slowly increased, until he was sputtering out breath with each exertion. It felt like he was punishing himself even more than his father was by sending him here, more than the unforgiving meat grinder of the university athletic system waiting to swallow him alive.
He pumped and grunted against the weight until all the muscles in his arms and shoulders were singing. Sweat poured down his face while the corner of his eye was trained on Miranda. The neon turquoise of her scant bikini stood against the creamy almond brown of her skin in bright, triangular patches that never seemed to catch up with the movement of her body.
In the slender strips of her bikini, her breasts seemed to strut with an air of mesmerizing prominence, with nipple erections that demanded attention.
David noticed everything. He noticed the way the little hollows formed in her ass muscles when she moved a particular way. He noticed the way everything about her seemed to glisten, as if she were made of something partly liquid. He noticed the way the sun played across the bunch and sway of her damp breasts, and the way her body turned in a kind of dance with her plants and flowers.
While the weight seemed to double, David's rippling arms only seemed to pump faster and harder. Every glistening muscle in his finely tuned body stood tensely defined as his form seemed to move and strain in a single, flowing continuum of muscle and bone. His grunting gasps for air grew deeper and louder as ripe blood rushed through the meat of his sleek arms and legs, rushing to thicken his tingling cock with heat.
His mother sank to her knees on her perfectly manicured lawn, leaning down on one hand to pull at a few, stray weeds among her flowers. David grunted aloud when he saw the bright thong pull tightly along the smooth cleft delineating the spheres of her ass. Even at a distance, her pussy looked puffed and swollen against the snugly pasted gusset, and David's straining crescendoed to a pitch, until he lifted the barbells one last time and thrust them away from his body, heaving them into the grass with a muted thud.
Miranda turned her head part way, casting an offhand glance toward the side yard and the sound of the fallen barbells, but not at David. He was wearing nothing under his shorts to stem the rising bulge of his eager cock, and he quickly turned away. Even though she was purposefully ignoring him, he knew a badly timed hard on would be hopelessly obvious.
Every muscle in his body was singing as he stood in the middle of the yard wondering which way to turn. Miranda's stout ass and thighs faced him in raw invitation, swaying and rocking as she reached into the flowerbed with a scratching tool. His tense body felt like there was nothing but heat and steam inside. He suddenly wondered what kind of sound his hand would make swatting her ass. It was a strangely foreign thought, but the image made his pulse throb. He didn't know why he'd never thought of it before because now it made perfect sense: his mother's thick, round ass was created for spanking.
Irrational urgency filtered through David's body as cravings and visions that never occurred to him before flashed through his mind. It seemed wherever his hands hung or his feet hit the matt was wrong. His mother's body lurched forward -- a frozen tableau in mid-crawl -- scratching up fertile soil. David's blood felt like didn't fit inside his body.
A fresh pulse pounded in his temples while the prickling hot coil of meat between his thighs started to thicken and seep into his clinging shorts. In the position his mother lurched into, he couldn't imagine the particular constellation of contours formed by her substantial ass and thighs existing anywhere else in nature. The glistening sheen across her extravagant flesh was coming on like neon -- a mesmerizing blend of lotion and sweat glistening in the sun.
David's heart jacked as he dreamt of blazing a wet lick-trail up the insides of her thick, hunkering thighs. A spear of hunger for anything that dripped off or out of her pierced him through the center.
The bright thong disappeared between the full cheeks of her ass as she stretched, but the glaring flash of turquoise pasted over the puff of her squeezed pussy beamed at David until his throat went dry. She was facing the other way. His right hand slid over the looming bulge of his cock, fingers sliding over the shaft as his cock blossomed into hardness.
Fuck it.
As much as David realized he was being unmercifully taunted by his own, neglected mother, it still felt wrong to stand there staring at her. Even though it wasn't necessarily out of the blue, he could barely wrap his mind around the way she was acting.
His cock was rippling with heat and punching against the thin fabric of his shorts. He could feel the damp stain spreading into them from the oozing dome of his cock as he rolled the pad of his finger around the gooey slick.
The moment she reared back, Miranda's pussy strained against the pastel gusset of her thong, so ripe and puffy. She hovered in position a few seconds before sitting back on her haunches and stretching her body.
David wanted to turn his back and hide the prominent hardness stretching his tight shorts, but he couldn't bring himself to take his eyes off his mother. He drew a hard rush of breath, feeling the play of taut, blood engorged muscles down the front of his body. No one had ever gotten to him the way she was just then, and he wanted her to know. But then again, he was pretty sure she already did.
Miranda turned her head to the side, half looking toward him. Under the glaring sun, David's cock pulsed and throbbed while unrelenting dribbles of precum soaked a bigger stain in his shorts.
"Fuck," he muttered under his breath.
His mother bent forward and pressed her hands into the grass. She pushed herself up, rising to her feet with a paralyzing swivel of her durable hips.
"Fuck."
She walked toward the back door of the house, seeming to ignore her son until she was only a few paces from the step. Without breaking stride, she tossed back her dark, flowing hair and cast a fleeting glance at him. She flashed her bright smile, and even at the distance between them David felt the brush of her eyes over his cobbled body and pulsing cock. Suddenly she went inside. When the screen door slapped shut, David gripped his aching cock though the tight skin of his shorts with a groaning exhalation of breath. It was even more disorienting now that she was gone. He squeezed his shaft and moved his hand to cup his neatly tucked balls.
He wanted to follow her inside, but his feet refused to move. He thought of her moving through the house, the way her body would turn and quiver as she moved. He wondered if she could possibly be wet now, running her hands over the opulent curves of her gleaming body. Could she possibly be thinking of the flashing glimpse she had of his painfully swollen cock?
She was there. Close enough to follow inside and touch like an angel charged with the tender care of his sins. But she was his sin. She was untouchable, and yet her every curve and motion was now burned into his mind.
He needed to spin on his heels and run to the lake, dive into the cold water and cool his raging body down, but instead he picked up the other water bottle and emptied it over his head just like he had with the first. The water cooled him for a moment, but in the sun it quickly steamed off his smooth, young skin.
He scanned the windows of the house, trying to bring the hazy visions in his mind into focus. He pushed his gym shorts off, letting his rigid cock snap free. The skin around his shaft and balls was shaved as smooth as the rest of his body. He had the kind of tan line that was beginning to darken, revealing how he sunbathed naked whenever she ran out on errands.
He stepped off the matt and knelt down in the grass, facing the side of the house. His knees were spread wide, the weight of his balls dangling between muscular thighs while his long, thick shaft stood up against his abs. He leaned his weight backward onto the palm of his left hand while the right curled into a fist around his cock.
Sweat and sunlight felt like a pelt against his skin. His hand started moving up and down the fat girth of his shaft, slicking his heavily oozing precum over his flesh as his fingers slipped and slid over the ridge of his cock head.
"Today," he grunted at his mother's strutting afterimage, "you make me want to fuck. Just fuck. You're like a fucking emergency my cock needs to be in the middle of."
His firm fist started to corkscrew as he pumped his steaming shaft. Whether she was or not, he imagined her watching. He wanted her to see everything. His breath deepened and his fist worked harder and faster. Lube oozed out of his knob like a piece of split fruit.
She had to be watching. Had to. Why else would she have started the fire only to run away and not see the flames?
David's hips arched upward into the gathering force and speed of his stroking hand. His spine curled and his muscles tensed. A feeling of scandal and freedom flushed through his body as he winced and felt her watching from the safety of her shady house.
She had to be pulling her expansive breasts free of the tiny triangles that barely held them. She had to be clawing at the heavy spheres of caramel flesh, pulling and twisting her fat nipples. She had to be yanking that worthless fucking thong aside to shove her fingers up inside her shuddering, wet sheath.
She had to.
"Mmmmmotherfucker!" he growled. Huffing grunts took over his voice while his head fell back and his fist pounded the throbbing length of his starving cock shaft. He felt like he was spinning in backward circles while the feel and taste of her hot flesh invaded his senses. "You're mine now," he grunted to himself. "You'll never belong to him again."
He could fucking feel her. Taste and smell her.
Electric pulses started to jolt the length of his spuming cock. His balls drew up tightly into his retracting sac. His fist felt like a slam of spastic sensation -- pounding -- mauling the unyielding stone of his cock until he growled and arched his body into a hard, shuddering curl while cum burst through his stalk in a shower of spattering cum.
David pumped his gushing cock until all the tension in his body suddenly gave way to a feeling of descending calm. Thick drabs of spunk speckled his hand and lower abs. When he relaxed into a more comfortable sitting position, he could see gobs of his cum in the grass.
His cock slowly relaxed. He still sat facing the house, but he couldn't bring himself to look toward the windows now. He didn't know how he could ever look her in the eye the way he had before. But then, maybe she was hiding in the house now because she felt shy about the way she'd strutted around in front of him. Maybe she wouldn't know how to cope with the way he'd look at her with abject longing. Would they even know how to talk to each other now?
He finally got to his feet and picked up his damp shorts, carrying them toward the lake balled up in his cum soaked fist. A brisk swim in the cool water would help clear his mind. Maybe it wouldn't be long before they found a way to act like nothing ever happened.
***
Miranda's nerves were singing so hard she jumped when the screen door slapped shut behind her. Her pulse hammered with exhilaration. Her bikini felt smaller now than when she first tried it on and debated whether to go out and let David see her in it. The stretch of the bright cords against the ripe opulence of her body dug in her flesh like restraints. Every step she'd taken in her garden under the watchful gaze of her beautifully made son made the tiny garment feel smaller and tighter.
It was noticeably cooler inside the remote, air-conditioned home she'd come to think of as prison. At least if she were going to live in exile imposed by her despicable husband, sharing it with her loving son turned everything around. But today, as sultry patches of moisture started to evaporate off her caramel rose skin, she felt the pulse of blood pounding through the heavy grace of her thick extremities -- shoulders proud and broad, round arms full of strength and graceful tenderness, voluptuous ass and thighs that could grind heroes into puddles of weak surrender --Miranda felt more alive than she could remember.
She crossed to the refrigerator and opened the door, letting the blast of even cooler air ease the voracious tingling over the surface of her skin. Propping the door open with her right hand, she let the left take a slow journey down the damp luxury of her body's extravagant curves. She pulled her left breast free of the slender strip covering her nipple and squeezed herself. Hard. Her nipples had been swollen ever since she knelt in the grass and felt her son's eyes bee-lining for her audaciously exposed ass.
She wanted to blame her actions on the raging needs of her body. Needs that would never leave her in peace. But she knew the love in her heart and mind only made it worse. He was hers, after all, wasn't he? Could either of them ever love anyone in quite the same way?
Out in the yard, Miranda's pussy had started to throb and moisten much faster than she expected. Not wanting her son to see that much, she'd needed to get back inside. He started getting so hard he couldn't hide it anymore. She'd wanted to look at his spectacular young body without fear or hesitation, but feeling herself flush and simmer so hard made her mind spin. Rational thought was beyond reach while her hand continued moving down until she was cupping her sensitive mound through the tapered front of her thong. Her hand was wider than the strip of fabric.
As her fingers explored the heated flesh of her inner thighs, she felt the slick of her own honey smearing her skin. She pushed aside the scant strip of fabric and let her fingers play over the shape of her pussy, stroking and teasing her lips until the heated flow of her body's nectar seemed to be everywhere.
Miranda gripped the upper edge of the open refrigerator door, relishing the play of heat and cool over the surface of her skin. The sensation was delicious, but there was no way it could compare to the feeling of her own son's mouth and hands exploring her with the need she'd seen in his face and all over his glorious body. The intense flush of her pussy saturated her grinding fingers while her head leaned back and her eyes closed. Images of David flashed through her mind -- his ripped, rigid body, glistening with moisture in the sun -- the ripe, enormous bulge of his growing cock as it strained against his shorts.



She'd heard the strain of his grunting breath while his bulging arms glistened and pumped hard and fast against the heft of his barbells. She wondered if the strain of lifting weights while his cock grew hard and ravenous had made him dizzy. A soft, low growl curled through her lips like a wisp of smoke. Her fingers, clustered and slightly curled, mashed increasingly desperate circles against the pliant lips of her pussy. Every unforgiving degree of the day's humid punishment felt like it was gathering in that soft pocket between her thighs.
"Ffffffuck," she hissed as one of her fingers ground upward into the dripping void between the billowing lips of her slit.
As her finger stirred the broiling nectar deep inside the darkness of her sheath, she ripped away the strip of fabric over her left breast and clutched at herself, listening again to the huffing grunts of breath she'd heard from her son just moments ago. The waves of cool out of the open refrigerator only highlighted the feeling of heat rising off the tight knots of her mahogany nipples.
A second finger slipped in beside the first. There was a swift, rabid pumping -- a sudden flurry of desperately unrestrained finger-fucking as she yowled softly and ripped at the flesh of her heaving tit with her left hand.
Just as suddenly, she let go of herself and opened her eyes. She focused on the coolness lightly washing over her skin as she struggled against the spinning sensation in her head.
Taking a deep breath to steady herself, she brought the fingers of her right hand to her lips and tasted her own tang. Her eyes closed again. She was luxurious and sweet, and as she sucked her own flavor off her fingers, she brought the sight of his straining cock back to her mind. It should have been his precum on her lips now -- the same texture, but the taste of a rippling young man caught in the grip of his own mother-lust.
She was wasting away in a beautiful nowhere, and Adonis had come down to remind her what she was made of after all the others had failed.
Miranda reached into the refrigerator and grabbed a plastic bottle of water. She twisted the cap and drank, feeling the cool liquid flow into her body. She had the sensation of being cool inside and cool on the surface, but everything in between was burning up like a wild brushfire.
She angled the bottle over the proud jut of her exposed breasts and let water trickle over the swells. Her left hand moved over the heavy flesh, relishing the feel of her smooth, wet skin. She was about to do it again, but something made her stop. She put the water bottle back inside the refrigerator, and with a smile curling her full lips, she picked up a small carton of milk.
When she opened the carton and let the milk drip over the prodigious contours of her body, a sensation of luxury came over her. There was something luscious and obscene about the cool rivulets of white running over her dark skin. Her free hand roamed across her shape as she let the milk drip over her in a steady flow. Her thumb moved over her swollen nipples, her hand pausing to cup and squeeze each breast as the milk flowed like a river of David's cum.
Miranda shoved her left hand down inside her thong, cupping her smooth pussy, but leaving a gap to let the running milk pool between her palm and mound. There was something different in the texture and scent of the milk. As it dribbled and flowed around the finger grinding her clit, she uttered another yowl, not quite as softly as before.
The carton finally emptied, milk running down over her pussy and thighs onto the kitchen floor. Fuck the mess. Fuck the world. She kicked off her sandals to feel the mess of it against her bare feet as she flung the empty carton on the floor.
If her husband had been there, he wouldn't have leapt to his feet to consume her in a spontaneous combustion of lust and desire. She could see him in her mind, sitting incredulous at the table, gaping in disbelief. He would say something so utterly clueless as to not be worth saying. Something that would only make her feel like a servant as he ordered her to wipe up the spill and come to her senses.
Miranda slammed the refrigerator shut, feeling continuous waves of need course through her body as she thought of her son. Now she knew there were certain women in this world who could only truly belong to a man so special that they had to bring them to life themselves. And she was one.
She untied the useless top of her bikini and dropped it into the spilled milk on the floor. She left it lying beside the empty carton and went to the kitchen window to see if he was still outside. Her bare feet were wet with milk.
"Oh...oh...fffffuck," she said aloud, half in a moan as she looked out to see David, still there, the rigid spine of his excited cock even bigger, the hard shape even more pronounced against the tight stretch of his shorts than before.
"Que pollo," she purred, gnawing her supple bottom lip as she watched his hand drift over his imposing bulge.
When he turned to face the house head on and shoved his shorts down to the grass, letting the naked shaft of his magnificent cock spring free, Miranda gasped in surprise.
She grasped the edge of the sink, knuckles turning white, her pussy broiling with waves of fluid heat as she watched David kneel in the grass. He was facing her house in a way that made her feel he was openly facing her - taunting her -- egging her on with his outrageous excitement. His knees were spread wide, letting his fully laden ball sac nestle between his powerful thighs. Then he leaned backward onto his left hand while the right curled into a firm grip around his prominent shaft.
He was stout and long, with a richly flared head, as if the size and shape of his proud cock had somehow been made to match his ripped body. He gave the impression full blown hardness was his natural state. The flashing shimmer of sunlight along his stalk, along with the slick, corkscrew glide of his tight hand, betrayed the steady ooze of precum Miranda had only imagined. But it was so clear and obvious now, even from the window above her kitchen sink.
Her tongue rolled a moist circle around her parted lips while her heart slammed and a low, groaning sigh sifted out. She gripped each of her aching nipples, twisting them hard. Her pussy flushed and seeped until the gusset of her thong felt tacky and pasted to the squeezed shape of her maw.
"Such a nowty boy," she crooned in the rich music of her Caribbean-Spanish accent. "Nasty boy! Mami's big, horny man, flaunting that big, delicious cock."
Her fingers clamped harder on her pulsing nipples as she pulled and twisted them. David's lips were drawn back into a desperate grimace, but as his mother watched them draw tight, she couldn't stop feeling them in her mind, ravenously sucking the rigid tips of her heavy breasts, traveling across her skin in moist, scuttling nips as he sought to devour her body.
His fist was moving faster, pumping harder along the jutting length of his rock-hard stalk. His hips were making a little see-saw rocking motion as he fucked back at his pummeling hand.
Her right hand released the nipple in its unforgiving grip and slid to her pussy. Pushing her thong aside, she widened her stance, giving her fingers room to explore her slick, fluttering petals. When her wet tongue pushed outward to trace the circle of her mouth once more, she imagined the sensation of David gripping his shank as he rubbed his precum over her lips. She imagined him painting them slick and clear with the bursting tip of his cock while her tongue flashed out like a serpent to curl around his frothing dome.
"Ayyyy, fuck," she growled. Feline. Feral. Driven by the power of her own unquenchable life-force. Taking flight on the rising waves of heat emanating through her pores.
Searching fingers ground along her lips, pushing forcefully into her sheath -- pumping, stirring -- creamy fuck-scrape of her fingers into her core. Her left hand began to feel spastic as she slapped her own quaking breast before she could think about what she was doing.
David's spine arched. His head reared backward and the force of his pounding fist on his shaft was jostling the heavy sac between his thighs. He was going completely to waste without her touch. She was going to waste without his.
Miranda began to wish she'd never come inside. For a moment, she even thought about marching back outside, despite the delirious state she was in. She knew if she did there would be no avoiding the wet collision of a soul shattering fuck. He needed her to show him where his cock belonged in a way neither one of them would ever forget.
His lips parted on a groan she couldn't hear. The sight of his mouth opening wide made her want to shove him to the grass and silence him with her lathered slit. She wanted to show him how much stronger she was, and the way the lust he fired in her blood made her rise and spin like a sudden storm.
She could laugh in his face, taunting him with how easy it was to turn his unsuspecting head in tight shorts or a low-cut top. To think her thong clad gardening act had brought him to this made her want to erupt with laughter, but her body was vibrating to the very core of every cell as she thought of the shy, smoldering lust in his eyes every time they said hello. The way he would always hesitate awkwardly before walking away, as if he were always wishing there was something more to say.
Her husband's entire existence disseminated in a puff of vapor. Her prison warden. The man who kept her in sterling plated chains, treating her as the forgotten wife he'd never had the guts to love as she deserved.
Miranda's lustful heart would explode in wet rebellion before she took one more step down that path to such a careless man's oblivion.
As she watched David's cock stand in proud defiance, she knew the fates were smiling down on them, patiently awaiting these silly mortals to catch up with the plan.
Miranda's left hand finally clenched into a fist, making a slow-motion pound against the edge of the sink while the fingers of her right mauled her distended sex lips. Her breath came in sharp, panting jolts, her fingers pumping and drumming as they couldn't seem to decide whether to plumb her sheath or ravage her aching clit.
"Eres mio, motherfucker," she growled, watching the sweat-dripping interplay of David's musculature.
Nothing mattered but the discovery of how he would feel plunging inside her. Or how his ravenous body would lunge against her, thrusting hard and deep as if both their lives depended on each and every one.
They were nothing but lonely animals dropped on the Earth by calculating angels. It was their duty to fuck and live.
Miranda's fingers pumped through the gap between her yielding pussy lips until there could never be enough sensation to feed the hunger in her cells. She suddenly yanked open the drawer beside the sink so hard utensils jerked out and clattered on the floor. She gripped the metal end of the rasp for sharpening her knives, tearing her eyes away from David only long enough to size up the hard, black plastic handle of the sharpener.
Fuck it. It would do.
Holding her thong aside with the left, she brought the rasp handle between her thighs with her right, pushing it through the soft resistance of her pussy lips. It was neither as long nor as thick as her son's beautiful cock, but it was hard and unyielding, and it would do the job she needed right now.
She pumped herself hard and fast, watching David's fist fly and pummel the stone flesh in his grip. His hand was big and powerful. The speed and force of his jack-pumps were a testament to the granite resilience of his cock as it withstood his unrelenting strokes. The plastic handle pumping and grinding into her body's oozing pocket was just enough to let her mind fill in the blanks of her imagination as she conjured the sensation of that perfect manflesh pounding like rush hour through the center of her life.
Then David's hard, flowing body arched, and his cock erupted in a spraying shower of cum.
"Ay, bebe, fuck!" she cried, mashing circles around her clit with her left hand as she pounded the handle into his pussy faster and harder. "Give Mami that cum!"
Then Miranda lost her voice to the hard pull of gasping breath. Everything inside her felt hard and tense while her pliant tits quivered to the swirling tremors spiraling through her body. David's body went hard with stark definition as his fist pumped a furious geyser of spunk.
Miranda's left hand shot to her clit while she pumped the plastic handle into her core. As the wave of her first release began to ebb, the swell of the next rose up to rush over and beyond it. She needed David to feel her now more than ever, to know he was no more alone than she.
Finally, everything changed. The tension in every sinew of her body transformed into a euphoric warmth. She eased the rasp handle out of her body's grasp and dropped it in the sink. She steadied herself with her hands on the edge. Her knees were drained of strength as she gazed out the window and watched David sit back dazed.
How much could they really ever be to each other, she wondered, watching the flex of his spherical ass cheeks as he slowly stood up and walked toward the edge of the lake. In a couple of months he would move on and become a star athlete at the university his father had chosen. Yet for the next eight weeks, he would train his body and mind right here in the seclusion of the quiet country road they lived on.
After today, they would never be able to look at each other the same way. She could never allow him to leave at the end of the summer without giving him something he'd remember the rest of his life.
She sighed wistfully, thinking only of her beautiful son. Then she slid her thong off, leaving it on the cluttered, milk-spattered kitchen floor and walked upstairs to refresh herself with a shower.
***
Miranda let the tepid spray cascade over her body as she closed her eyes and held her face under the showerhead. Her heartbeat still wasn't quite back to normal, and her mind would probably never feel normal again. She probably should have been feeling remorseful by now, but she didn't. If anything, she only loved him more, if that were even possible. She wanted him more. Needed him more. Instead of calming her nerves, the orgasm she'd had at the kitchen window only seemed to make every cell in her body cry out for David's touch.
The events of the past hour played in her mind like a movie on a screen about someone else's life. On one hand, it all seemed pretty simple. On the other, it was too far beyond reality to comprehend. There were those first, torturous moments in her bedroom as she tried on the bikini she'd chosen to grab her son's attention, to make him see her as something else, something new. To make him see who she truly was. She lost count of the number of times she came to her senses and changed her mind, even as she was walking down the stairs and through the house to the back door. How long had she stood there with her hand on the door knob? A minute? Two? An hour?
What would he think of her now? What was she thinking of herself? Did he have to be so ... beautiful ... so ... big and so hard?
Miranda slid a hand between her thighs, dragging her finger along the length of her slit. She was still so fucking wet. Clasping a full, heavy breast in one hand, she rolled the swollen nipple in her fingers while massaging her aching clit while she remembered every detail of his naked body, every desperate stroke of his strong hand along his powerful looking cock.
She slid a finger inside her pussy, letting it slip deep, stroking in and out several times before adding the second. Her fingers slipped steadily, increasing the speed of her thrusts. She was gone, spiraling down the rabbit hole of her own, unspeakable lust for her son. But what woman could see what she'd seen and not feel completely changed? She had watched him grow out of his mind with need for her and then cum like a fountain out in the bright light of day. He had to know she could see him. He'd wanted her to see what a man he was now, and everything he could give her.
She didn't know how it could be any other way. And just as she imagined feeling him grasp her body and shove his solid cock deep inside her, she opened her mouth to call out his name, but the voice she heard next was not her own.
"Mom." Then there was the sound of enclosure door sliding open.
"Wha-?"
He was standing in the enclosure doorway, holding it open, naked as she was, with that imposing cock every bit as ripe and hard as it was in the yard. The water continued to stream over her as she lifted her gaze to his eyes. They were like burning coals as he openly looked at her naked form. She suddenly felt shy, like anything but the bold, audacious tease who'd strutted out in the yard in nothing but a few bright strips of fabric. Yet she didn't move to cover herself. She wanted him to see everything she had, everything that could always belong to him if he would only claim it.
"Come in, baby." It was her voice, but it sounded like it was coming from someone else's body.
David was pulling the door closed behind him before she could take her next breath.
"Mom," he said again.
"Yes, baby?" She looked up into his eyes feeling like one of his giddy schoolgirl friends.
"I can't help it."
"Maybe I don't want you to," she replied, barely above a whisper. Her thick, dusky nipples were throbbing as hard as her clit.
"You're ... you're ...,"
"What, baby?"
"Fuck."
His enormous hardon bobbed against her skin as he took her face in his hands and kissed her. It felt like the most natural thing in the world to lean into his caress while their tongues slid against each other, delving into the others mouth.
She had imagined kissing him at least a thousand times. She'd found herself almost staring at his mouth at all the worst possible times. Now, there was something so familiar about kissing him, but at the same time it was beyond anything she could have imagined. David kissed her as if he were trying to drink and inhale her all at the same time, while the mere touch of his cockhead against her body was enough to turn her knees to rubber.
His large hands moved along her neck and down the length of her back, exploring the curve of her spine until he was firmly gripping her lush ass cheeks, his long fingers kneading deeply into her warm flesh.
Her pussy ached with need while Miranda felt something inside detach from the rest of her, as if another woman were living inside her body now and was just being set free. David's hand was crowding between them to massage her tits, and her own, anxious hands followed his hips until she was holding one of his butt cheeks in one hand and feeling the hot shape of his cock with the other.
His flesh was burning and impossibly rigid. She felt him melt a little against her, moaning needfully into her mouth when her fingers traced the throbbing length of his cock. The tip was incredibly slick with precum, and as she smeared his ooze over his own, strutting shaft, she was amazed at how much of it he could produce. He was simply pouring lube, and the more she fondled and stroked him, the more he dripped.
Miranda was dripping too, and when she felt his fingers search between her thighs and stroke her flushed lips her knees nearly buckled. It never felt like his fingers were groping, but gliding, almost dancing across her swollen core. The pads of his fingertips traversed the aching nub of her clit, exploring her for the first time, but somehow feeling as if they knew every contour as intimately as they knew his own cock.
Then his lips and tongue traveled in slow, agonizing zig zag patterns down her neck, across her proud tits, stopping to suckle each nipple deeply. Then he trailed nibbling kisses along her torso as he sank to his knees. With one hand, he reached up to cup and caress her tits and lifted one of her legs over his shoulder with the other.



Her mound was freshly shaved and moisturized, and her son's lips closed over the most silken skin imaginable. The heated grip of his open mouth felt like an invitation and an assault all at the same time. Miranda gasped and grasped at his head, arching her pussy at his slithering tongue.
"Oh my god, baby, fuck yes," she moaned.
While his tongue stroked at her protruding clit, David's thumb explored his mother's slick aperture. The tips of his fingers dug greedily into the deep cleft of her ass and his thumb pressed inside her with gentle insistence. As she called his name with ragged breaths, he began sucking on her clit at the same time, never relenting in his hungry attention.
Miranda beat his back with the heel of the foot draping over his shoulder. She was racing toward her peak, readying herself for the explosive onslaught of pleasure she felt at the prospect of letting herself go free against his mouth. Yet before he gave her the chance to break free and soar, she felt his tongue gliding back up along her body.
"I need you," he told her. "Mom, I fucking need to be as deep inside you as I can get, and I know you want it, too."
He kissed her before she could reply, not that she could even form words just then. She was still standing on one foot, while he kept hold of her leg. She curled it around his waist. She was all but pinned against the side of the shower enclosure, while he was pressing the bulbous tip of his hard cock against her slick, yielding pussy.
"Baby, how long have you known?" she finally gathered the breath to ask.
"I've suspected a long time, but once we got here, the way you started acting and looking at me, that's when I knew for sure."
He started pushing his cock into her pussy and she purred in a way she never had for any other man in her life. She felt as if she were gradually filling up with pure manflesh and heat, as her son's thick cock pressed and ground its way deeper into her body.
"Do you think I love you too much, baby?" she asked him between hard breaths.
"No, mama. You know I love you just the same," he said, grinding the full length of his cock into her pussy.
"Ohhh, fuck, baby," she whimpered.
As David began thrusting with careful force, he gripped her upper body, holding her up but clutching her with all his desperate strength at the same time. Miranda felt like the only woman in the world.
All her nerves and synapses came to life with the long, sweeping thrusts of her son's cock. Everything pure was suddenly passing between them. Pure flesh. Pure heat. Pure need.
"Fuck me, my love, fuck mami just as hard as you please," her strangled cry rose from deep in her throat.
She realized David now had her pushed up against the side of the stall, thrusting the full length of his huge cock into her helpless pussy on every stroke. The thick stalk of his throbbing prick felt like it was scraping her raw and awakening sensations she'd never felt before. Suddenly her son's large hand came up to grasp her throat while the other roughly mauled over her heaving tits.
"I don't want you ever fucking anyone else," he growled. "Not Dad. Not anyone but me."
Miranda nearly melted into a puddle at his words, but the hard thrusting of his strong cock kept her focused on his handsome face. Just seeing the intense need in his eyes was nearly enough to make her cum.
"I promise, baby," she cried. "Mama's cunt is yours and only yours!"
With a deep growl, David pulled his cock from his mother's pussy and pushed her leg down. Taking her by the shoulders, he guided her around so she was facing the side of the stall. She knew what he wanted instantly, and braced her hands against the wall and bent over to give it to him.
Then he was driving his cock back into her pussy from behind. His shaft thrust in hard, forcing his mother's breath out of her. She felt him grip a fistful of her raven dark hair as he slapped her ass hard with the other hand. The sting of his hand sent a hot rush of blood through her flesh while the underside of his thick cock started scraping against her g spot. Her head was spinning while her son began fucking her harder and faster, his hand smacking her bare, round ass with every few thrusts of his cock.
She felt spasms of pleasure rock her body until the power of her release caused her pussy to ripple and grip at her son's hard-driving cock.
"Mom," he growled, smacking her ass, "gonna fill you up."
"Oh god, yes, baby, yes...just fill me up with my baby's hot cum!"
David's cock exploded in a hard volley of thrusts. He kept fucking her even after his cock had spent a full load inside her, but the force and speed gradually subsided, and they both started to breathe again.
Miranda felt his cock slip out of her pussy, and she stood back upright again and turned to face him. He took her into her powerful arms and kissed her long and deep, crushing her big tits with his chest. They spent a long time kissing and fondling each other, but finally set to washing each other's body before the warm water ran out.
After, they dried each other off and brought a blanket out to sit naked together by the side of the lake. Miranda sat between her son's legs, leaning back against him as he circled his arms around her. He held her heavy tits in his hands and rested his chin on her shoulder.
"I'm sorry if I got a little carried away," David said, not sounding too convincing.
His mother snickered. "I'm not." Then her tone turned more serious. "Baby, never be afraid to show me how much you want me. I love you more than anything."
"I love you, mama," he said, kissing her shoulder.
"So you're not embarrassed by your Latina mami?"
David chuckled. "No. I'm proud of you. Besides, that makes me half Latin, too, you know."
"Mmm, you know just what to say."
He was lightly fondling her tits now, but his mother took hold of one of his hands and guided it to her pussy. Dribbles of his cum were dripping out of her, and she pressed his fingers into the slick.
"Can you feel that, baby?" she asked. "That's your love, and I always want to be filled with my baby's sweet love."
David smeared his fingers around in the cum, spreading it over his mother's silk-smooth pussy. Then he slid his finger inside her, feeling the slickness of her cum-filled hole.
"Always, mami," he sighed, slipping his finger in and out of her sheath. "Always deep inside you."
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Riley was sitting on a weathered old bench at the edge of the property. The spot was level and slightly uphill from the main grounds of the estate where the party was in full swing. Her back was turned to the festivities and her eyes were cast down, her face half obscured by the long, silky strands of chestnut brown hair dangling in front of her. She looked up briefly to meet her father's eyes as he approached, but then back down again almost as soon as he made eye contact.
"I've been looking all over for you," he said as he crossed what was probably once a garden and sat on the bench about an arm's length from her.
"Sorry. I should've let you know where I was going, but I didn't really know myself. I just found this just by accident."
"It's nice up here."
"Yeah."
"Away from all the people."
"Yeah. Sorry to keep you away from your friends," she said quietly.
"They're not my friends. Just business associates. I guess I spend too much time working to have any real friends," he told her, realizing how pathetic it probably sounded.
"Okay. They all seem to really like you, though."
"That's only because I make them lots of money."
She was still looking down, as if it were painful to look at him. Her spine was ramrod straight and her shoulders squared off, left bare by the ruffled top of her little black dress. The ruffle made her tits look smaller than they were, although they were proportionately round and thick as her entire body. Her legs were bare, too. They were crossed and mostly exposed by the tight hem as it rode close to her hips.
The ripe curves of her body looked very tightly packed into her dress. The moment Chance had seen her wardrobe choice earlier in the company's hotel suite, his fascination for his daughter reached a new level. Between her subtle makeup and sexy yet elegant dress, along with her outward veil of calm, she immediately came off as being older than eighteen.
"It's okay, Riley. We can go if you want to. I'm sorry if I made you feel pressured to come. I didn't mean to."
"You didn't."
"Okay, good."
"I could tell you'd be disappointed if I hadn't, though."
Chance thought a moment. "Not disappointed. Something else. I probably wouldn't have bothered coming without you, but I didn't want to influence you," he said.
"It's okay, I'm fine. Really. I don't mind staying. I just felt like walking around a while."
"Sure." He nodded, looking at her sideways. Sometimes it was like her skin was talking to him, whispering delicate secrets. "I don't want this to sound bad, but I guess I wanted to show you off," he finally admitted.
She looked at him without instantly glancing off the way she usually did. "Why would you want to do that?"
"Lots of reasons."
"You'd be the first."
"I find that really hard to believe."
"Why? I mean, I'm not the kind of thing anyone wants to show off."
"You just don't see yourself the way other people do. Especially a proud father."
"Proud? Really?"
"Very," he said. "More than you can possibly imagine."
That brought a smile to her supple lips, even if it didn't last too long. Still looking at him, her expression turned to one of curiosity mixed with a touch of confusion. It was the longest she'd held eye contact with him since he first picked her up at the airport three weeks before. He could tell she was thinking about something, and he gave her all the time she needed.
"There's something I want to ask you," she finally said, looking back at the ground. "But I don't know if I should."
Chance sighed. "I hope you know you can always ask me anything. Or talk to me about anything."
"Easy to say."
"True."
"How do you see me?" she asked after waiting a short while longer.
Chance made an attempt to organize his thoughts before saying anything, but his mind wouldn't cooperate.
"I'll just be perfectly straight with you, whether you think I'm nuts or not," he said after a pause. "I've never seen anything like you. Never anything so beautiful or so...so...perfect. You took everything I thought I knew about love and beauty and tossed it in a blender. Just by showing up and saying hello."
"You're right," she said. "You're nuts."
She looked down again, but her face was flushed and he could tell her eyes were welling. Chance smiled and let his eyes drift over her legs before looking at the ground like she was. The tightness of her short dress made her thighs look plump, shapely and satin-smooth. He'd meant every word he said. She was beautiful, but she was something more than he could explain. He couldn't explain those recurring urges to feel how soft and smooth she was, or to taste her fine skin and hear the sound of her sighs.
But he couldn't very well explain that to her, either. She was his daughter, after all, even if he hadn't known she existed until a month ago. He had no idea what a father was supposed to do or feel like. He was completely lost, but at the same time he couldn't imagine life without her.
He had only known Riley's mother briefly. It was a brief fling for a good time only, and Jill, Riley's mother, had never contacted Chance to tell him she was pregnant. She'd raised Riley on her own, and never told the girl anything about her father until a couple of months ago. Jill had decided to get married, and was cold as ice in telling her own daughter she wasn't part of her plan to start a new life.
"I'm sorry if I'm difficult," she told him. "I guess I'm just not used to someone wanting me around."
There was a strain of defeat in her tone, and Chance's heart nearly melted. Yet he felt angry at the same time. He kept calm, though, and put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close.
"I want you forever," he said. "I only wish you'd been with me all along. I'd make sure you'd never spend a single day wondering how much I love you. And I'm sorry if I'm difficult, too. This is all just as new to me so I'm not sure what I'm supposed to do. I can definitely love you with everything I've got, though. No matter how bad I might screw up otherwise."
"Works for me ... Dad."
Chance felt a rush of electricity pass through him. It was the first time she'd called him Dad, and it gave him a feeling he couldn't begin to describe. What he wasn't ready for was the way it made his cock flush with heat at the same time. He pulled her a little tighter and kissed her cheek. His lips landed so close to the corner of her mouth he figured it was wrong, but he didn't care, and she didn't seem to either. After, she actually rested her head on his shoulder and snuggled in as close as she could. He was looking at those amazing legs of hers again, wishing he could touch them just long enough to see what her skin felt like.
"I thought men were only supposed to show off their wives or girlfriends," she said. "I didn't know they did that with their daughters, too."
"I'm not sure, either," he said. "But I don't care. This one does."
"I'm really nothing special. Why would you even want to show me off?"
"Because you're mine, first of all. And you are something special. You're so much more beautiful than you realize. And you're so smart, everyone here thinks you're in college."
They both laughed.
"I wanna hug you really bad right now," she said. "Can I?"
"Oh my god, babydoll. I'm your father. That means you never have to ask. If you want to, you just do it. Anytime, anywhere."
Tentatively, as if she were afraid of something going wrong, she put her arms around his body. Chance turned to face her as much as he could from his seat on the bench and put his arms around her in return. She laid her face against his shoulder and they just held each other. After a moment or two, the girl started crying.
"Baby, what's wrong?" her father asked.
"Nothing. Everything's perfect. It's just ... I never got hugged by my father before."
"Oh baby, you're gonna have to get used to it now because your father is never gonna let you go."
"Promise."
"Forever."
"Dad? Is it weird that we really hardly even know each other yet, but I feel like I love you more than anyone in the world?"
"Of course not, babydoll. I feel the same way so I guess we can be weird together. Besides, we have a very special bond, you and I."
"No one ever called me things like that."
She cried even harder for a moment, and Chance took her face in his hands and wiped away the tears with his thumbs. "I can't believe how perfect you are," he said softly as he studied her face. Then, without thinking what he was doing, he kissed her beautiful mouth. It was careful, but it was still a lover's kiss, and his pulse beat harder when she kissed him back the same way. They held each other even tighter as they kissed, and it wasn't long before their mouths opened together and their tongues began to explore and twirl together.
Chance's cock was growing fast, and he kissed the girl even deeper and more hungrily. And no matter how hungrily he kissed her, Riley kissed him back just as hard. He finally gave in to the urge to put his hand on her bare thigh and feel that silky skin. He squeezed the flesh of her shapely leg and she responded by moaning softly into her father's mouth. She uncrossed her legs and parted them as much as her tight little dress would allow, giving her father's hand room to explore. He slid his hand slowly up the inside of her thigh, and when his fingers came to the gusset of her panties, he discovered that the material was soaking wet with her juices.
Suddenly, Chance gasped and reared back, looking at his girl with wide eyes yet keeping his hand between her legs.
"I'm sorry, babydoll, so sorry. I shouldn't have done that."
"I'm not. You don't exactly see me complaining, do you?"
"No, but ... "
"You're not gonna send me away now, are you?"
"Oh, babydoll, how could you ever think that?"
"Cuz maybe now you think I'm a bad girl."
"No, no. I think you're perfect. That's kind of the problem. I just want to make sure I give you the right kind of love, baby."
Riley gave him an intense gaze as she reached between her legs and pushed her father's hand even tighter against the soaked material of her panties.
"Can't you see how bad I need your love, Daddy?"
Chance sighed so deeply it was almost a groan. He couldn't resist slipping his fingers underneath the little strip of cloth covering his beautiful daughter's oozing wet pussy. She cooed and bit her bottom lip while he slid his fingers over her smooth, slippery pussy lips. He pulled her body to his as tightly as he could with his other arm, then glanced over her shoulder toward the main grounds where the party was going on. It was easy to see the crowd, but anyone would have to be really searching for them to spot them where they were.
Riley's eyes hooded over while her father massaged her pussy, gradually sliding one of his fingers into her hole.
"Yes, Daddy, oh please," she moaned as his finger slipped deeper inside her. "I need you so much. Do you need me, too?"
"I need you more than anything in the world, baby girl," he told her from the heart. Then he kissed her again. They spent a long time kissing while he slid his finger in and out of her overheated pussy. He could feel she was shaved completely hairless, and his finger curled in search of her g spot with every thrust. When she gasped into his mouth and sucked hard on his tongue he knew he'd found it. At some point, her hand started searching for his cock, now forming a huge bulge in his pants. He couldn't believe how incredible it felt to have her fondling his cock. He didn't want it to end, but he couldn't forget they were still at a garden party with a large group of his business associates.
He broke the kiss and pulled his finger out of her pussy. "We should go back before they notice we've disappeared," he told her.
"Yeah. I guess you're right." Her disappointment was all over her face.
"Not just yet," he said with a subtle smile.
Glancing back toward the main grounds, Chance slid off the bench and got down on the grass between his daughter's thick, smooth thighs. Looking up at her face, he pushed her legs open wide, forcing the hem of her dress to ride up higher on her hips and expose the honey-soaked crotch of her panties. Leaning in close, he pulled her panties out of the way and began planting kisses over her silky smooth pussy mound.
The scent of the girl's excited slit was filling her father's senses and making his head spin. He was amazed to discover that the softest, silkiest skin he ever kissed was his own daughter's smooth, hairless mound. He was now hopelessly in love with Riley's thighs and pussy, and he eagerly began running his tongue up and down her pussy lips while they flushed and separated.
Riley was breathing hard and now leaning back on her hands while she pushed her ass further forward on the bench, eager to let her loving father make love to her excited hole.
"Daddy, oh god, Daddy, yes," she moaned.
Chance peeled her pussy lips apart and lashed her swollen clit with his tongue while he slipped his finger back into her hole again. He kept curling up to rub at her g spot as he licked her clit tirelessly. Her juices were flowing free and heavy. She was so sweet and tangy he could've spent hours with his face between her luscious thighs.
After a few minutes, Riley started grinding hard at her father's face, her body tensing while she moaned and gasped.
"Daddy, fuck, you're making me cum!" she cried.
Chance kept licking and stroking her hole until her climax started to subside. He capped it off with a loving kiss on her bare mound, and then he stood up, his ragingly hard cock bulging his pants. Riley looked at her father's enormous bulge, then up at his face with glassy eyes. He leaned over and kissed her beautiful mouth, letting her taste her own juices all over his lips.
After, he just stood there admiring her while she tentatively reached for the cock bulge in his pants and started rubbing his shaft.
"Babydoll, I really better calm down so we can get back to the party."
"Not just yet," she said, repeating his own words with sly grin. "I can help you if you want. Just like you helped me."
He scanned the area, realizing they could be spotted from a distance, but no one was paying any attention.
Riley started unzipping her father's pants, instantly bringing his attention back to her. Her dress was still up around her hips, revealing her pussy slit with the crotch of her panties still in a bunch along the side. Chance couldn't help but groan weakly as the girl reached into his pants and liberated the long, hard cock trapped inside. Her hands were a bit clumsy, but he couldn't believe how good it felt to have her hands explore his throbbing shaft.
She was gazing at his cock like it was the first one she'd ever seen. Finally she looked back at his face and said, "Daddy? Don't you want me to suck your cock?"
Chance nearly melted right where he was standing. And before he had a chance to reply, his daughter leaned forward and started kissing and licking all over the shaft of his hard on while she gripped it in her hand. She soon took him into her mouth and started sucking, working half of his shank with her mouth and the other with her hand.
Riley sucked her father's cock as if she'd only seen it done in videos before, but Chance was in paradise as the girl made it clear that she loved every second of what she was doing. He lost track of how many times he told her how beautiful she was, and how amazing her mouth looked with her lips circled around his shaft.
His precious girl didn't reply. She just kept sucking and stroking her father's cock, her skill and confidence building steadily while she brought him closer and closer to the edge.
"Fuck, babydoll, Daddy's gonna cum," he finally groaned, losing any hope of holding back.
Riley gasped excitedly as the first spurts of her father's cum poured into her beautiful mouth. She sucked him even more hungrily, taking every spurt of his cream into her mouth, and she kept sucking until his hardness started to subside. Chance nearly had to push his daughter off his spent dick.
Her eyes were gleaming when she looked up at him. He was still too much in awe to speak yet. Putting his cock back in his pants, he took a moment to scan the area again. The party was going on as if nothing happened.
Riley reached between her legs and pulled her wet panties back into place, then stood up and smoothed the bottom of her dress back over her sumptuously round hips. She looked shy again, but she wasn't avoiding her father's eyes anymore. If anything, Chance could tell she was looking for love and approval. He took her by the arms and pulled her into a hug, kissing her with more love than he'd ever kissed anyone.
"I love you, babydoll," he told her. "More than anything or anyone."
"Oh Dad, I love you so much. I feel so happy now."
They hugged each other tightly, until Chance told her they really ought to get back to the party.
"We can make an excuse to leave, though," he added.
As they walked back down to the party, Chance put his arm around his beautiful daughter's waist and held her close. He didn't care how it would look to anyone else, and Riley was so happy she snuggled up to his side as close as she could. No one really thought too much about it, though. But before they got close enough for anyone to overhear, he told the girl he couldn't wait to be alone with her.
Riley stopped him just long enough to lean to his ear and whisper: "Now that we're together, and I know you really love and want me ... I don't wanna be a virgin anymore, Daddy."



        Getting to Know Daddy Ch. 02

        Riley and Dad take their love to the next level.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/getting-to-know-daddy-ch-02

Title: Getting to Know Daddy Ch. 02

Author: James_Steele

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Riley and Dad take their love to the next level.

Tags: daughter, curvy girl, father, father daughter

Series: Getting to Know Daddy


*All characters are 18 or above.
*****
Riley's whispered confession left her father speechless. Excited, but speechless. And before he could bring himself to reply, they were already working their way through the small crowd of people. No one seemed to know they were missing, and no one really seemed to look twice at the way they were holding on to each other. They were simply a very happily reunited father and his teenage daughter, even though a lot of the people they talked to assumed Riley was in college.
Chance was doing his best to get through the people quickly, inching toward the path leading around to the front where the car was parked. He was eager to be alone with his amazing daughter, and he knew she was every bit as eager. They were almost free when Arnie, the party host and owner of the company Chance did a lot of consulting for caught them on the path that led to the front of the enormous house where the cars were parked.
Arnie was a good fifteen years older than Chance, with the charismatic, authoritative character you'd expect from a man who'd built a highly successful company. He was the only one who seemed to look at the clingy father and daughter pair with a curious squint that made Chance apprehensive.
"Leaving already?" Arnie asked, stopping them on the path.
"I promised Riley we could, um ... do a few things with the rest of the afternoon. Shopping and exploring," he answered unconvincingly. Not that it was any of Arnie's business.
"Can't say I blame you." The older man smiled. "As the father of a beautiful daughter myself, I completely understand."
Riley blushed at the compliment and Chance felt her arm squeeze a little harder. He knew Arnie's daughter, Alana. She was brilliant, gorgeous thirty year old who worked closely alongside her father in the business. Arnie was grooming her to take over when he decided to retire. They not only worked together, but Alana also lived there with her father. She was at the party, and Chance had introduced her to Riley when they first got there.
Arnie was smiling at them both now with a look that made Chance wonder if he suspected what had just happened between he and Riley. It was far from a disapproving look. If anything, the company CEO had a subtle smile on his face, making Chance wonder what else Arnie might know about close relations between a father and daughter. It would explain a lot about the unusual closeness they obviously shared.
"A sweet daughter is the best thing that could happen to a man," Chance said carefully, studying Arnie's reaction.
"I couldn't agree more," the older man replied, taking a step closer and touching Riley's bare shoulder. "I know the two of you have a lot more getting acquainted to do. Such an unusual situation, but you're a very lucky man, Chance." He turned to Riley. "Promise me you'll convince your father to bring you over some night soon to join Alana and me for dinner. Maybe you can help me talk him into coming to work exclusively for me, instead of being independent."
"That would be really nice," the girl replied shyly. "I love your house. Dinner would be really nice."
"Excellent," Arnie replied with a wide grin, turning his attention back to Chance. "I'll call you in a few days and we can set a date, then."
"Sounds great," Chance replied.
They said their goodbyes, and Chance led Riley toward the car. As they walked, he let the hand he had on his daughter's waist drop to the cheek of her ass. Riley giggled softly.
"Dad!" she whispered. "What if your boss is still looking?"
Chance grinned. "He's not my boss. He's a client. And I can pretty much guarantee he's watching us like a hawk."
"Oh my god," the girl whispered as her father walked her the rest of the way to the car with his hand on her full, round ass.
Chance opened the door for her, but before she got in he looked around to make sure they were alone. Squeezing both globes of his daughter's luscious ass, he pulled her close and kissed her briefly, but hard and deep.
Riley was smiling by the time her father got into the driver's seat. She already had her seatbelt on, and Chance noticed she was much less concerned now with keeping the hem of her dress pulled low enough to cover her ass and hips. He couldn't help letting a hand rest on the girl's bare, shapely thigh while he drove.
"I don't want to stop touching you," he said, almost apologetically.
His daughter responded by taking his wrist into her hands and pulling his up to the crotch of her panties. If anything, the material felt even wetter now than before.
"I hope you never stop," she told him. "I can't even stop getting wet. My pussy's a mess because of you."
Chance slipped a finger past the crotch of the girl's panties and slid it inside her. She sighed loudly and reclined the back of her seat, spreading her thick thighs and letting her father finger her while he drove. He took the least traveled streets he knew so he could drive as much of the way with one hand as possible. Her pussy felt hot and slick with a heavy flow of her cream.
"Daddy? Do you wanna see my tits, too? You haven't even seen 'em yet."
"I'd love that, babydoll."
Then Riley pulled the elastic, ruffle top of her dress down below her braless tits. Her father's pulse raced at the sight of them. They were so full and round, looking smooth as silk with caramel-dark areoles and thick nipples that were fully swollen. Chance guessed they were probably C cups, and the way his daughter cupped those luscious mounds in her hands and squeezed them lightly as he drove was making his cock grow hard again.
The girl's father could barely keep his mind on driving. He finally just pulled off the road into the parking lot of a factory building that was closed for the weekend. He put the car in park with his left hand and kept sliding his finger in and out of his daughter's sweet pussy while he watched her play with her beautiful tits. His cock was throbbing madly in his pants, but the thing that got to him more than anything else was the look in her glistening brown eyes.
"I've never seen anything as beautiful as you in my life," he told her. "And I thought so from the first time I saw you. Even before everything that happened today. You just amaze me, and I love you more than I thought it was even possible to love anyone."
"Daddy, you're gonna make me cry saying stuff like that."
"I'm sorry, babydoll. I just want to make you the happiest girl in the world."
"You pretty much already have."
Chance slid a second finger into her pussy, slowly fucking her slippery hole with both.
"Do you think," she started to continue, but then paused, "that you'd ever make me yours? Like completely yours?"
"Babydoll, if you weren't my daughter I'd probably ask you to marry me by now," he said.
"I'd marry you anyway."
Chance leaned over and kissed her. Her mouth opened the second their lips touched, and he kissed her long, deep and hard, curling his fingers into her g spot. She ground her hips and moaned, and he was soon kissing his way down her neck until he was sucking her nipples while she held her tits for him. Her moans grew deeper and louder as soon as he started sucking and slurping on her sweetly swollen nubs.
"Oh god, Daddy, I'm gonna cum again!" she cried.
Realizing how sensitive his daughter's nipples were, he sucked them deep and hard while he fingered her steadily. Within a couple of minutes, the inner walls of her pussy were clamping on his fingers as she groaned through an orgasm that seemed to go on forever.
The girl's climax left her momentarily breathless, while Chance pulled his cream soaked fingers out of her pussy and smeared all the moisture over the tips of her beautiful tits. Then he spent some time licking it back up, cleaning her lush orbs with his mouth. His cock was raging with need and straining against his pants. He wanted to take his daughter right then and there more than he'd ever wanted anything, but the car was cramped and he didn't want her first time to be in a parking lot. He wanted much more for his precious girl than that.
Yet it was impossible to resist those next few minutes kissing his daughter's sweet mouth and exploring her succulent tits with his hands. Finally, he forced himself to lean back in his own seat and pull the car back onto the street.
As he drove back to the hotel, Riley left her seat half reclined and never bothered to pull the top of her dress back up to cover her tits. Chance had no idea how he managed to keep the car on the road, especially when his daughter reached over to feel the bulge of his raging hard on through his pants.
"God, Dad, you're still so hard. Let me take care of you. I'll take really good care of you, I promise."
"I know you will, babydoll," he replied. "We're gonna take really good care of each other. Always."
"Always?"
"Always."
Chance wasn't sure how he managed to get back to the hotel parking garage without having to pull over again, but he was relieved when he finally got into a space and could turn all of his attention to the amazing angel sitting on the seat beside him. She put her seat upright again and pulled her dress back up, finally covering her tits. Chance watched every move she made and didn't miss the smile that graced her supple lips.
It wasn't easy to control his excited hard on as they got out of the car and had to walk back through the lobby to get the elevator up to the floor they were on. Chance walked his daughter the whole way with his arm around her, and no one paid them any more attention than they would have to any other good looking man in his late thirties with a beautiful, much younger girlfriend.
When they got back inside the suite, there was no question about where they were going. Riley merely followed her father into his bedroom. He sat down at the foot of the bed and watched her slip off her shoes, then pull the stretchy material of her dress hem up her body and over her head. His breath caught in his throat as he gazed at his eighteen year old daughter standing before him in nothing but a tiny, black pair of thong panties that were still wet and molded to her luscious pussy.
"I'm kinda big, Dad. Sorry," the girl said, looking down shyly.
Chance quickly got his shirt and pants off, and sat back on the bed with his hard cock jutting straight up.
"Come close, darling," he told her softly. When she stepped closer, Chance sighed deeply and placed his hands on her hips. He ran his hands all over her shapely legs and ass, and up along the front to massage her weighty tits.
"You're perfect," he went on. "So much more amazing than you know, and I'm dying to show you just how much."
He started kissing her body. Hungrily, but so gently at first, as if she were made of something delicate. Her breathing grew audible, and her body moved with her deepening inhales and exhales. She made a whimpering sound and touched the back of his head. He pushed her thong down and slid one hand between her smooth thighs, letting his fingers trace over the warmth of her mound and slit.
"I didn't think anyone would ever make me feel this way," she said softly. "I always wondered if you'd love me if we ever met, but this is more than I ever dreamed."
Chance leaned back and urged his daughter to lie down beside him on the bed. She followed the gentle pull of his guiding hand. He took a moment to study her face as she gazed up at him, lightly stroking her cheek while his aching cock pressed up against the side of her body. Her skin felt so hot and smooth, and it was only a matter of seconds before they were kissing each other hungrily, their moist lips wide open and their tongues twirling together in a hot, hungry tangle.
Riley was moaning and reaching to feel her father's cock where it was trapped between their naked bodies. At the same time, Chance was feeling her plump tits, then kissed a trail from the girl's mouth to the deliciously swollen nipples awaiting his mouth. Just as she had earlier at Arnie's house, the girl moaned heatedly and arched her back as her father suckled her swollen nipples. His hand slid down her body and between her legs to finger-stroke the wet lips of her pussy.
Chance slid two fingers into his daughter's slippery hole, stroking them in and out while he went back and forth from one nipple to the other with his mouth. Riley's breathing was loud and heavy, and she was gripping his cock so tight she could barely stroke her fist up and down the shaft.
But finally, the loving father rose out of his position and got between his babydoll's legs. She spread her thighs open wide to allow him room to do whatever he wanted. He remembered just how sweet and tangy her pussy had tasted when he was licking her slit back at the party. He could've spent hours eating her fresh slit, but right now he needed something he hadn't had yet.
Chance took hold of his long, thick cock and started massaging his daughter's clit with the tip of his rod. Riley was gazing at him with love and trust. They both knew what an important moment was about to come. When their eyes met, the look they exchanged was a stark confirmation of everything they both needed and wanted. Each other.
"I want you to be the one to put my cock inside you," Chance said. "If you're sure this is what you really want, take my dick in your hand and push it in where you need to feel Daddy's love."
Riley uttered a quick gasp of excitement. Following her father's instruction, she reached down and took his overheated shank into her hand and ground the head of his thick rod into the opening of her slippery core.
"Oh god, babydoll, yes," he moaned, slowly driving his hard shaft deeper into her hole.
The girl's young pussy was broiling hot and amazingly tight around the hard girth of her father's cock. Chance had never felt anything like her, and he groaned as he carefully drove every inch of his solid prick into her luscious body.
"Daddy," the girl whimpered, looking at him intensely through slitted eyes. "I love you so much. I never ... never ... felt this before."
"Me neither, my love," he told her, leaning down to kiss her while he started to slip his cock in and out of her gripping pussy. "You're perfect, babydoll. You're magic."
Riley held on to her father for dear life as he began thrusting his excited cock in and out with thrusts that quickly grew deeper and harder. She gripped his lunging body with both her arms and legs, cooing and whimpering with pleasure while his thick rod stroked her inner walls.
While he was fucking her, Chance felt his daughter cum at least three times, judging from those times her hole rippled and gripped his cock while her hips thrust back at him desperately.
But there was only so much he could take, and Chance knew his own moment of release would soon grow out of his control.
"I'm going to cum inside you, babydoll," he groaned, driving his cock into her ripe body with forceful thrusts.
"Yes, Daddy, yes! That's how I want it. I need your cum in me! Omigod, fuck!"
Chance was thrusting into his girl with all his strength, and his cock exploded with sensations that reverberated through his entire body, leaving him breathless and momentarily dazed.
But he kept fucking her even after filling her pussy with cum, gradually slowing his pace until their peak had passed and he found himself kissing her with love and hunger he'd never known.
Afterward, they lay together cuddling naked for a long time. The whispers they shared back and forth only confirmed how happy they were to finally be together. How deep their love and desire for each other was.
"I only wish you'd been with me all along," Chance told her. "I'll never forgive your mother for making me miss out on eighteen years of loving the most amazing girl ever born."
A couple of times, Riley even started crying and snuggled up as tightly to her naked father as she could.
"You're never letting me go, right?" she asked at one point.
"Never," he promised.
Eventually, Chance suggested they take a shower and then go down to the hotel restaurant for dinner. Riley smiled and said she was starving. They were just about to get up and go into the bathroom together when Chance's cell phone rang. The caller ID showed it was Arnie.
"Maybe you better take it," Riley said, snuggling up to his leg while he answered the call.
"Chance, if you and Riley can stay in town a couple more days before you go back home, Alana and I would really love for both of you to join us for dinner on Tuesday. I have a lot I'd like to talk to you about. Well ... both of you, really."
Chance and Riley looked at each other curiously. Chance couldn't help thinking about the odd conversation they had when they were leaving the party.
"Oh? Business or personal?" Chance asked, fishing.
"Both, to be honest. Especially since it involves both of you. And Alana as well." Arnie hesitated, and Riley began playing with Chance's naked cock while they waited through the moment of silence. "Riley's a very special girl," he went on, "and I know what it means to be the father of a special girl. I believe we may have quite a bit in common. Anyway, of course you know you can use the company suite for as long as you like. Take your pretty girl out to see the sights."
Chance looked questioningly at his daughter, and she nodded, smiling.
"That sounds great," he said. "We'll see you on Tuesday."
Riley and Chance got into the shower together and were washing each other's body when she asked her father what he thought Arnie wanted to talk about.
"I'm not sure," he said, "but I do have my suspicions. I think ... maybe ... he saw what we did in the garden."
"Oh ... that's bad."
"Well, maybe, but I really don't think so."
"No?"
Chance shook his head and held his wet, naked daughter by the shoulders. "No. If what I think is true, then Arnie is fucking his daughter, Alana, and probably has been for a long time. I think he recognized that we're just like they are."
Riley grew quiet and thoughtful, but neither of them skipped a beat in thoroughly washing and drying each other. They got ready to go to dinner as quickly as they could. There was so much for them to talk about just on their own.
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Arnie never took his eyes off his daughter, Alana, as she slowly stepped down into the warm jacuzzi. The sleek, tightly built blonde beauty was wearing a white leotard thin enough to see through. The moment the water soaked the well stretched fabric it became completely transparent. It was cut high on her hips, with a thong back, and low enough in front to leave the full inner curves of her C cup tits exposed. Her nipples were hard and making tightly gathered knots in the fabric of her bodysuit.
She had already set two glasses of wine beside the edge of the tub, and once she was comfortably seated on the bench, the water level playing right around her glorious nipples, she took one glass for herself and handed the other to her father.
Arnie took the glass with a smile, keeping his free hand on his cock as he lazily fondled himself. He always preferred to sit in the jacuzzi naked, but his daughter often wore some tiny thing to please her daddy's admiring eyes. Sometimes he was afraid his remarkable girl worked out too much and kept her body too thin, but her muscle tone was so tight. Having only recently turned thirty, Alana's body was as tight as any high school cheerleader. She nearly looked sculpted, and it was the best inspiration he'd ever had for staying in top shape himself.
The last of their part guests had left a couple of hours before, and once the catering crew was finished cleaning up they decided to relax in the tub for a while. The jacuzzi was connected to the large, indoor swimming pool, all within the solarium enclosed home spa that Arnie had added onto the house a few years before. It was their mutually favorite place to sit and relax, especially when they had important issues to talk over in private.
"So, did Chance accept the invitation?" the blonde asked her father.
Arnie nodded. His was on the conversation, but his eyes were on his luscious daughter. His cock was steadily growing thick and hard as he stroked it and her eyes frequently drifted to the sight of it just under the clear water.
"How much did you tell him?" she wanted to know.
"Nothing definite. I kept it a little vague, but Chance is no fool. I'm pretty sure he has his own suspicions about us, just like we do about him and Riley."
"Well, Daddy dearest," she said with a coy smile, "I can tell you we're past suspicion and have confirmation of what's going on between them."
Arnie smiled again. "Interesting," he said. "And what does my number one daughter know that I don't?"
Alana gave her father a mock scowl and pulled the sides of her leotard further apart to expose her firm tits. Then she casually played with her swollen nipples. "I better be your number one daughter since I also happen to be your only daughter."
"Baby, I could have a hundred daughters and you'd still be number one, you know that."
"I do," she smiled proudly, but then turned back to the topic at hand. "So, let's just say I have visual confirmation."
"Seriously?" Arnie raised his brow in surprise.
Alana replied with a smug grin and nodded. "While you were outside charming our guests, I happened to be upstairs in our bedroom with a pair of binoculars."
Arnie grinned and took a sip of his wine as he leaned back and gave his growing cock a few strokes. "And how did you happen to be at just the right window at just the right time?"
"I went up when after Chance left the grounds to look for her. Just before that I saw him at the bar and he asked me if I'd seen her. It just so happens that I did see her walk off about twenty minutes before that, but I'm afraid I told a little white lie and said I hadn't seen her. That's when I went upstairs."
"Clever girl," her father praised her with his cock still in his hand. "We knew there was something between them the second they arrived. It was only a matter of how much."
"Most definitely, darling Daddy. As shy as that girl seems to be at first, there was no question about the way she looked at him. To a girl like me who knows what it means to love her father in the deepest, most special way it was clear as day."
She was still playing with her erect nipples. Arnie knew just how sensitive his daughter's nubs were and how she could make herself wet just from playing with them, but he knew she was doing it as much tease him as herself. He was in constant awe of her full, gorgeous tits, and the way they showed the same deep tan as the rest of her body only made them seem even more perfect. As he gave the love of his life his complete attention, his cock began to throb with growing need in his stroking hand.
"And what, exactly, did you see, my love?"
"Well it seemed they were just talking for a while. Until they started kissing and Chance slipped his hand under her dress."
"Fuck," Arnie sighed. He wouldn't soon forget how thick and shapely the girl's legs were and that her satiny skin was completely bare.
"That's not all, Daddy," the blonde grinned coyly. Then she stood up and pulled that tiny, wet bodysuit down over her hips and down her legs. After she stepped out of it she tossed it aside and sat up on the edge of the jacuzzi with her feet planted wide apart on the bench, exposing her smoothly waxed pussy to her father. She kept toying with her nipples with one hand while reaching to her pussy with the other and spread her glistening lips open.
"Our star consultant actually got down on his knees and ate that girl's pussy until she was fucking his face," Alana explained.
Arnie got up and stepped to the other side of the tub, his large, rigid cock standing straight out in front of him. He sat down again between his daughter's beautifully toned, wide open thighs and turned his body to face her sweet, naked pussy head on.
"Like this?" he said, just before pushing his face up to her slit and beginning to kiss and lick her.
"Mmmm, yes, Daddy. Just like that," the gorgeous blonde cooed.
Arnie almost forgot what they were talking about while he worked his daughter's slit to a lather with his lips and tongue. Her juices were flowing sweet and heavy while he lapped at her and soon slid a finger into her hole. The conversation went on hold for the next few minutes while Alana leaned backward onto her hands and arched her pussy forward in offering to her loving father. He lapped and suckled her hot, hard clit while stroking her g spot with his finger at the same time. Knowing his daughter's body as intimately as he did, he knew how hard she was cumming when her inner walls clamped at his stroking finger and Alana uttered the sharp, deep gasps he loved to hear.
Arnie got back up and kissed his daughter while her juices were still fresh on his lips. She never failed to kiss him back hard and deep when he had the taste of her delicious pussy on his mouth. He spent a long time kissing her and feeling the most perfect tits he ever knew. Finally, he broke off the kiss and looked at her hooded eyes.
"Is that all you saw or was there more?" he asked, hoping the answer was yes.
Alana didn't disappoint him. "Oh yes, Father," she said. Then she slipped back down where she was sitting before and curled her hand around his thick cock as he stood in front of her.
"Our shy little Princess Riley sucked her daddy's cock," she added. "And I know I was only watching through binoculars, but that man gave his little girl a mouthful of cum."
Arnie realized that Riley probably still had the taste of her father's cum in her mouth when he was talking to them on their way out. It made him throb harder.
"Someone could've seen them," he said, aroused by the idea of the chance they took. "Except you, I mean."
"Pretty unlikely from where they were up in the old rose garden. But they reminded me of us and I couldn't keep my fingers out of my pussy while I was watching them. Do you remember the first time I sucked your cock, Daddy?"
"I could never forget that, darling. Your high school graduation."
Alana graduated when she was eighteen like the majority of her classmates. Her parents' divorce was still in the works, but wasn't final yet, although she was living with her father. They loved each other intensely and were both excited about her graduation. Before the ceremony, the exuberant pair had snuck off together and locked themselves into a teacher's bathroom at the school where the ceremony was being held. He would never forget the look on her face or what she said the moment she sat on that toilet and unzipped his pants to work his hard, naked cock into the open.
Since I haven't officially graduated, you're about to get a blowjob from a high school girl, she'd said gazing up at his face with a wicked gleam in her eyes. Later, when she went up to accept her diploma, all Arnie could think about was that the cum she'd swallowed was fresh in her tummy as she smiled and waved at her cheering friends and teachers.
And now, right there in the jacuzzi, his daughter was stroking his cock so close to her face he could feel her breath on his flesh. She still made him just as hot and hard as she did that first time. If anything, even more so.
"Why don't you show me what they did so I have a better idea," he said, knowing she was only waiting to hear him ask.
"With pleasure, Daddy." Then she took her father's big, hard cock into her mouth and began sucking him eagerly, stroking her graceful lips along his shaft while she swirled her tongue and fondled his balls at the same time. She was taking most of his shaft into her mouth and working the rest of it with her skillful hand.
Alana was one of those highly special girls who loved sucking cock. Sometimes he even wondered if she loved it as much as fucking. But he never failed to lose himself in the pleasure she eagerly gave him with her loving mouth. The fact that the father/daughter couple had been fucking for over a decade had done nothing to diminish their desire for each other. If anything, it had only become more intense as they refined it over time and kept open minds toward trying new things.
Besides, as Arnie studied his daughter's incredible beauty as she stroked her moist lips along his aching shaft, he knew another woman could never hold his love or attention the way she could. Other women simply paled beside her and he knew Chance was probably already at the point where he felt the same way about Riley. Few things could compare to the love of a passionate man for his own, precious daughter.
"So beautiful," he groaned, looking down at her in the act of pleasing his ravenous cock. She didn't stop sucking, but the pleasure she took from his words was in her eyes as she gazed back up at him. "Never forget how much I love you," he added.
He touched her beautiful face and admired her. The sight of her lips encircling the shaft of his cock inflamed his love and pleasure to no end. After a while, he stopped her, as difficult as it was. He didn't have to tell what to do next. She already knew what he wanted.
She stood up with a smile and held his cock while she kissed him, cooing into his mouth when her massaged her tits and nipples. The kiss broke a few moments later, and Alana turned around and leaned over, pushing her tight ass out toward her father as she grabbed onto the side of the tub for support.
Arnie's hands went directly to the firm globes of her perfect ass, massaging and kneading her tight flesh while he nudged the head of his cock up against her pussy and rimhole. Alana was already breathing more heavily and Arnie grabbed his cock and rubbed the head over her ass bud until it was well smeared with precum. His daughter sighed and moaned and rolled her hips. Then the man stuffed the tip of his cock into the opening of her pussy, grinding forward to sink his shaft completely into her body. At the same time, he started massaging her tight starbud, using his own precum for a slick glide.
As he began to pump his cock into his daughter's creamy tightness, he patiently worked his thumb into her asshole at the same time, keeping her netherhole plugged while he cock-stroked her pussy.
"Oh, fuck, Daddy, you know that makes me crazy," the writhing blonde growled.
"Mmmm, and you know that's exactly why I do it to you."
Arnie began fucking his beautiful daughter from behind with deeper and faster thrusts. He knew all too well how she loved taking it most from behind because of the way his thick cock gave her g spot a constant massage. And at the same time, he massaged her inner ass channel with his thumb, not fucking her with it, but simply rolling the end of it to massage her most sensitive spot.
His cock quickly grew wet with his daughter's steady flow of juice. He pumped his overheated shaft into her tight slit as long as he could, but the third time her inner walls started to clamp his flesh in the midst of a climax, he finally pumped the girl's hole hard and fast as he exploded inside her, filling her lush core with her father's hot cum.
Afterward, they spent a long time sitting side by side in the tub, kissing deeply and fondling each other's body. They spent a little more time drinking wine and talking about how they would welcome Chance and Riley into their house, and if things went as well as they were hoping, into their confidence.
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"It feels ... I dunno ... kinda bad," Riley said, following the statement with a giggle so quick her father wasn't sure he even heard it.
Back in the hotel suite when they were getting ready to go out for dinner, she'd put on a pink dress that was almost as short as the one she wore to Arnie's garden party. The top half fit her body snugly while the bottom had a looser, flouncier skirt style. Chance had been bowled over and spent a long time just looking at her while she smiled happily and blushed. Instead of getting used to how beautiful she was he only grew more astonished. When she'd started looking for just the right pair of panties to wear for the evening, her father told her to stop.
"Don't wear anything underneath," he'd told her."
"I can't do that," she'd told him, blushing all over again.
"Not even for me? Your own loving father?"
The idea had made her laugh nervously, but she'd gotten a strangely contented look on her face.
"I've never done that before. Well, not in a dress," she said.
He went to her and slipped his arms around her, holding her tight to his body while he slipped one hand under her dress and ran his palm over her smooth hip and ass cheek.
"How would you like knowing I'll constantly be thinking about you being bare underneath, and how soft and beautiful you are? And how good I would feel knowing you did it just for me?"
The girl purred happily and rested her face against her father's chest while he slowly massaged her bare ass. "I'd do anything for you," she'd told him, barely above a whisper with her eyes closed and a blissful smile on her supple lips. "It makes me feel so good knowing I can make you happy and love me."
Chance felt so good he couldn't find a word for it. He brought both hands to his daughter's beautiful face and pulled her to face him. "My beautiful, beautiful daughter," he told her. "All you ever need to do to have my love is just be yourself. I hope you always know that."
"I guess I do. I just ... hope I can be enough."
"Oh my god ... my baby." Chance kissed her like she was the first and last girl he would ever kiss, and before it was over he realized that she would be, as long as that would make her happy.
At the hotel restaurant, the pair sat close together side by side, and Chance took more than a few opportunities to slide his hand over his daughter's smooth, supple thighs. A couple of times he risked actually rubbing her bare pussy under the table. And each time he touched her warm mound she leaned back and gazed at him with a look that was hard to define. Her deep, chocolate colored eyes were full of pleasure, love and astonishment. She would also look nervously around the restaurant to see if anyone could tell what her father was doing to her pussy right there under the table cloth.
Now they were walking off their dinner in the area near the hotel. Their pace was lazy and a little bit staggered as they strolled like a couple on their honeymoon. Chance had his arm around the girl's waist while she kept herself tucked against his body as snugly as she could.
With her ripe curves and graceful poise, the eighteen-year-old easily passed for a girl in her twenties. But her father knew no one could see the adoring look in her eye and her fresh expression up close like he could and be reminded of her true age. Either way, she was an amazing young woman ripening into something truly special, and the thought of it was enough to make his knees weak.
They were wandering aimlessly, and when Chance realized they were approaching the entrance to the hotel parking garage, he guided Riley in and got into their rental SUV. He told her there was a special place he wanted to show her, and then drove the few miles to the shore and parked at the top of a low cliff where they could watch the sun go down over the ocean. There was a small, town park across the road and a good gathering of people out to do the same thing. But the father and daughter stayed inside the car to enjoy their front-row view.
"It's beautiful," Riley said.
"It is," her father agreed. "But not half as beautiful as you."
"Dad, I really don't know what to do when you say stuff like that," she said, blushing.
"You don't have to do anything, but I really need to say it."
"I guess I'm just not used to it."
"Looks like we both have a lot to get used to."
The girl smiled a cryptic smile and looked out the window, facing away from him. "Yeah," she replied, "like having my dad put his fingers in me under a restaurant table." She let out a quick giggle. "That's something no one's ever done before either."
"That's good," her father said. "I don't think anyone but me should be touching you and showing you things like that."
"Really?" She was still gazing off in the other direction, but the smile on her sweet face grew wider.
"Yes, really." He was ignoring the spectacular sunset and admiring something he found infinitely more intriguing and beautiful: his daughter. He couldn't keep his eyes off her in whatever she threw on to wear, but in a short, form-fitting dress she was devastating. The shape of her ripe tits was enough to make his knees weak, but the silky-smooth thickness of her shapely legs so beautifully displayed gave him an irresistible craving for her sweet pussy.
"In the interest of full disclosure," he added, "I'd be the happiest man alive to be the only one. Ever."
"Ever? Seriously?" She turned in to face him. Her eyes were wide and going moist.
"Yeah," he nodded. "You're the most amazing thing that ever happened to me. And I'm sorry, I really shouldn't want you like I do, but I don't know another way to love you more."
"Don't be sorry. Ever. If you only knew how many times I dreamed of even just having a real father, but having a father who loves me like you do ... I always thought it would just be one of those dreams you'd have like winning hundreds of millions in the lottery."
By now they were both ignoring the sunset, and Chance was beginning to feel thankful for having tinted windows. Looking at Riley was already making him almost as hard as he had been at the restaurant when he was secretly fingering her wet slit. She shifted in her seat and brought one leg up on the cushion and the other cocked outward with her foot on the floor. Her pussy was teasingly exposed as the hem of her dress barely draped over her mound.
Chance was completely entranced by his daughter's mesmerizing skin, but at the same time there was no way out of the heart-stopping impact of her confession. He reached for her foot, the one that was resting on top of her seat, and pulled it into his lap. She had to adjust again to accommodate the new position.
"I wasn't even alive until you came along," he told her.
Her eyes were welling up with moisture while he took the wedge-heeled sandal off her foot, arranging it in his lap with the arch against his hard cock. Then he started massaging her toes.
"Oh ... oh ... that feels good," she sighed. "I love it when you just touch me whenever. Or wherever. It makes me feel like I belong to you. Or doing stuff you want. Like not wearing panties tonight."
Chance pulled her foot a little tighter against the bulge of his cock. He kept massaging the part that wasn't touching him, along with her ankle.
"Do you belong to me, Riley?"
"Yes, Daddy. As long as you want me to."
"I want that more than anything," he said.
As he continued massaging his daughter's foot, which in turn was putting welcome pressure against his cock, the two stared blankly at the horizon as the sun finally dipped below it. It was growing darker inside the vehicle, but the streetlights along the sidewalk were giving off enough glow to allow Chance to admire the sumptuous young girl in the other seat.
"Baby?"
"Yeah, Dad?"
"Pull your dress hem up a little more. Just enough to let me see your pussy."
"Anything you want, Daddy."
Riley did as her father asked, exposing her bald, uncovered slit and mound to his admiring eyes.
"Good girl," he sighed. "So beautiful. It's okay if you want to touch it, pretty baby."
"Yes, Daddy. Thank you." She brought her hand to her smooth mound and lightly raked her pouting pussy with her fingers. "Daddy? Is it bad to keep getting wet just being around you?"
"No, darling. It just shows how much we love each other."
"I love you so much."
"I love you, too, precious."
While watching his daughter slowly rub her naked pussy, Chance unzipped his pants and got his erect cock out in the open, holding Riley's foot to his aching shaft. It wasn't that he had a thing for girls' feet, he just needed to feel his beautiful daughter's skin against his cock.
Admiring the girl's blossoming desire was the only thing keeping him from instantly lunging across the console and planting his hard on deep inside her tight, young pussy. That telltale look of weakness was coming across her face, the same kind of feeling he had, but there was also a look of distracted concern behind it.
"Something's bothering you, baby girl. I can tell."
"Um ... yeah, kind of."
"You can always talk to Daddy, sweet love."
"I guess I'm sorta feeling weird about that dinner at Arnie's house. I feel nervous about him and Alana knowing too much about us. And him wanting to talk to you about stuff he wouldn't say on the phone makes me nervous, too."
Chance nodded, but he didn't take his eyes off her pussy. She kept on rubbing herself while she told him what was on her mind, and he started to rub his hard cock against the side of her smooth calf.
"Me too, baby," he replied. "But I don't think there's anything to really worry about. I've known them a pretty long time now."
"Do you think they're like us? Is that what it might be all about?"
Her finger was sliding between her pussy lips now, splitting them apart and spreading her juices everywhere she touched. Chance realized as much as she had concerns, she was also excited on some level. He couldn't honestly say he felt any differently.
"There were a lot of times I wondered if they were," he explained, savoring the heat of her leg against his cock. "But now I'd bet on it. It would explain a lot about the way they act around each other."
"It feels weird. Maybe even a little creepy. But it's kinda nice knowing there's other people like us."
"Would it stop you wanting this if we were the only ones?"
"Never."
"Me neither. But we could still cancel if you'd feel better."
"Um, I'm really curious."
"Me, too, actually."
"Yeah." Then she slipped her finger inside her hole. She was dripping with honey and her finger readily slid in and out of her slit. Chance gazed at her wet, sliding finger, mesmerized. "Daddy?" she went on. "Would you ever share me with someone else?"
"No, baby. I want you all to myself."
"I'm glad, Daddy. But what if Arnie wants to fuck me?"
"He's not going to. That's final."
"Oh, Daddy, fuck," she moaned. Then she snuck another finger into her pussy along with the first one. She was losing herself to the feeling and grinding her hips into the rhythm of her pumping fingers. "Oh god, Daddy, no one ever saw me like this before. But I want you to. Everything I am and do is yours, Daddy. Oh god ... oh fuck, why does it feel so good?"
Chance's cock was throbbing painfully now and he needed much more of his girl than just the beautiful sight of her fingerfucking herself for him.
"You love Daddy a lot, don't you, baby?"
"You know I do, Dad. More than anything."
"Then be a good girl and wipe those wet fingers off on my cock. Do it now, pretty baby. You're driving me crazy."
"Yes, Daddy," she cooed. Then she pulled her fingers out of her sodden pussy and leaned over to rub her juices over his big, rigid shaft, stroking and smearing him at the same time.
"Good girl,' Chance said, half growling. "Very good girl. Now suck that sweet honey off Daddy's cock, baby."
"Yes, Daddy. I'm your girl. I want to make you happy."
Riley had to shift her legs and reposition herself so she could lean across the console and grasp her father's cock in one hand while she slid her lips over his cream-lathered head. She sucked his rod hard and strong, swiping her wet lips up and down his stalk until she'd sucked every trace of her own juices off his throbbing flesh. It didn't stop her from continuing, though, and Chance leaned back against the door and groaned with pleasure, stroking his baby's silken hair while she hungrily devoured his long, thick cock.
But after she'd given him about as much as he could take, he pushed her off his cock and started to cram his uncooperative bone back inside his pants. The sun was completely down by now, and Chance got out of the SUV and went around to Riley's side and opened the door. He took her by the hand and guided her out. Shutting the door, he held her against the side of the vehicle and crushed his body against hers, grinding his cock against her while he kissed her hungrily.
"I need all of you," he groaned in her ear after breaking the kiss. "Not just that amazing mouth."
"Of course, Daddy," she whispered.
He led her down the side, following a downgrade until they were at a low enough point to walk onto the beach sand. Now that it was dark except for the moon and streetlights, there were far fewer people around, and no one was on the beach when Chance led his daughter to a small inlet between the rocks jutting up against the sand.
Finding the smoothest spot against the rock as he could, he guided Riley up against it. No one could see down where they were from the sidewalk above. There could be a few, stray people still walking along the sand, but he was too far gone to care, and he was counting on the darkness to give them a small measure of privacy.
Pushing his body up to hers, he slid his hands under the bottom of her short dress and started feeling her hips and thighs, finally pushing one hand between her legs to grind his fingers into the slick, yielding flesh of her young pussy.
"Get Daddy's cock out, pretty baby. I need to be inside you. Bad."
"Yes, Daddy," she cooed in reply. Then she was working his pants open with both hands, getting his rock-hard shaft out of his pants and between her palms.
Using the rock face for support, Riley's leaned back and let her father push her up high enough to wrap her legs around him and push his cock into her ready hole. She pushed his rod into her core with her own hands while he held her by the cheeks of her ass. They both uttered a simultaneous gasp as his hot flesh sank deeply into her velvet sheath.
Riley circled her arms around her father's neck and ground her hips back into the hard, eager thrusts of his needful cock. His hands were gripping and kneading the flesh of her round, sumptuous ass.
"God, Daddy, yes, fuck me," she purred in a desperate whisper.
The girl's pussy felt so tight, and yet her father's cock pounded so hard and steady into her body. Everything about her was pure, exquisite pleasure. The way her body moved with his was so in tune it felt like they'd been fucking each other for years, and Chance realized no matter how many years they would have together he could still never have enough of her. He was alternating kissing her mouth and neck as he fucked her harder and more desperately with every thrust.
After a while, he stepped back from the rock and sank down to the sand with her legs still around him and his cock buried to the hilt in her eighteen-year-old pussy. He lowered her back against the sand and began fucking her with a whole new feeling of hunger. He pulled the top of her dress below her bouncing tits and sucked her hard nipples. The moment he suckled her sweet nubs her moans went deeper and her pussy was jamming harder against the thrusting of his cock.
Before long, Chance slipped one hand down and around under his daughter's hip, eventually working his fingers into the crease between her ass cheeks. When he finally found her rosebud, he massaged the taut ring of muscle with the tip of one finger. The grinding tempo of their fucking instantly went up a notch, urging Chance to grind the first couple inches of his finger into his daughter's rimhole.
Riley was breathless and held on to her father with all her might. Chance heard giggling from not far away, and turned his head to discover a couple walking down the beach who spotted them. They stopped and watched from a distance, but Chance knew they couldn't see anything in detail with the amount of night shade they had for cover.
He could see Riley had noticed them, too, but she seemed no more willing to stop than he was. He almost laughed when he wondered what they would think if they knew they'd just come across a man fucking his own, eighteen-year-old daughter on a public beach barely a half hour after sunset. He leaned close to her ear and whispered hoarsely: "If they knew they'd just envy us."
Riley whimpered and Chance pushed his finger deeper up her ass. He could feel her body clenching from both holes, her pussy ripping a hot squeeze of cum from her father's cock as if she were sucking it out of him with her pussy.
By the time the two were catching their breath the couple that had been watching them was gone. Chance spent a long time kissing his daughter with his cock still buried deeply in her pussy, but eventually he went soft and slipped out.
They got up and brushed off the sand the best they could, and when they got back to the hotel they showered together. They spent a long time afterward just cuddling together on the couch. When Chance said he was feeling tired and wanted to go to bed, Riley said the same thing, but when she got up from the couch, there was a moment of hesitation as she didn't know which way she should go. Chance just took her by the hand and led her to his bed where they lay down and spooned.
"It's not my bed anymore, babydoll," Chance told her softly as he gently stroked her beautiful hair. "It's our bed from now on."
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He stopped short and stood behind a tall, potted palm at the entrance to the resort's open-air bar. He felt foolish, but the second he spotted her he got a strong feeling he was about to walk into something he had no reference for. She was standing at the bar between empty stools, her long, honey-blonde hair flowing loose around her shoulders. The white minidress she was wearing was T-shirt thin, hugging her extravagant curves like she'd spilled paint on her body. The neckline plunged nearly to the edges of her areolas, leaving more of her full, C cup cleavage exposed than he'd ever seen her show before.
Ashley looked more like she was ready to go out clubbing with friends than meeting her father for a long-awaited dinner together. Just the two of them. She looked so fresh and beautiful he had to wonder if she'd been dressed that way for traveling. She must have found a place to change and freshen up either at the airport or right there in a ladies' room at the resort. Her luggage had already been delivered to their cabin, but she'd sent him a text saying she wanted him to meet her there first, claiming she was starving for dinner. The restaurant was enclosed, but adjacent to the bar.
Max took a deep breath. He hadn't seen his nineteen-year-old daughter in over a year. It wasn't that she'd changed so much in that time, but he'd never seen her look so awe-inspiring. But it wasn't just the way she looked that set his radar in motion. She was clearly nervous. She looked as if she didn't know how to fit inside her own skin as she wrung her hands and couldn't seem to stand still for more than a few seconds at a time. It had to be she was just excited like he was to be able to see each other again after a long time.
But they'd always been close, even after the divorce and he moved away, and distance had done nothing to change that. Max had to travel often for his job, and no matter where he was, he never failed to make time to talk and text his only daughter. Ashley had always been her daddy's girl, and he knew her well enough to see she was wrestling hard with something in her mind.
At the same time, Max couldn't help looking at his daughter at that moment as anything other than what she obviously was: an undeniably luscious young woman, intensely desirable in every way a man could imagine. But this was something this father already knew about his daughter. Through all the time they'd been apart from each other, Ashley regularly sent him phone selfies, many of which were on the borderline of being inappropriate.
If she'd been trying on new outfits or even bikinis, she always sent a picture to her father and asked what he thought. Max never wanted to lie to her, so he told her what he honestly thought. Most often he told her she looked amazing, and usually added that he also thought her outfits were too revealing and that he was going to lose sleep worrying about her looking too sexy around a campus full of lust-crazed college boys.
Ashley usually just replied with an "lol", and she always told him he should never worry, that she was always daddy's girl and always would be. His response to messages like that were usually a little heart emoji and nothing more. As much as he wanted to be honest with his daughter, he couldn't be completely honest.
For one thing, he could never admit to her or anyone that a few months ago he'd taken to stroking his cock while looking at the album of her pictures on his phone. At first, it seemed like such an insane thing to do that he would only stroke his aroused shaft for a while and then try to occupy his mind with something else before he made himself cum to images of his own daughter.
But that only lasted a couple of weeks. Eventually, he was stroking his cock to selfies of his daughter nearly every day. His favorite was one of several she sent him from the beach a couple of months ago where she was wearing a turquoise bikini that was the skimpiest thing he'd ever seen her in. It was the first time he fully realized how big her tits were, and since she had been in the water before taking that set of pictures the fabric was pasted to her skin. The bottom was small and tight enough that Max could tell his daughter was keeping her pussy shaved.
At first, he couldn't believe his little girl was out in public in anything so skimpy. There had to be dozens or even hundreds of people who saw her. He wanted to text her back and forbid her from wearing that bikini in public ever again, but it wasn't long before he was rubbing his cock and feeling both proud and excited.
After that set of bikini selfies, he found himself reaching into his boxer briefs and fondling his cock while they were talking. They video-chatted as often as they could, and Max was extremely careful to keep the motion of his hand hidden from view. Consequently, he never let himself cum while they were still talking, but moments after they disconnected he let himself explode with pleasurable relief.
The dress she was wearing tonight was tighter and skimpier than anything he'd seen her in besides the beach photos. As he watched her waiting nervously, he started to wonder why she hadn't sent a changing room picture of that dress before, but then he realized she must have wanted to surprise him. If that was what she had in mind then it was working like a charm.
Max quit trying to figure out why she looked so nervous. He thought he already knew, but he was trying to keep from thinking about it. Besides, he was struggling with his own battle to keep his cock from getting hard right there as he gazed at her luscious young body from his unseen vantage point. Then there was his own nervous excitement at finally being able to see his precious baby again after so long. He was probably just as nervous as she was, but only a little better at hiding it.
His ex had done everything she could think of to keep them apart, including pressuring the girl into going to a college that was even further away from where he moved after the break-up. He didn't speak to his ex at all anymore, but he and Ashley were closer than ever. And now, after all of that, they would have a whole month of traveling together in Europe. Max would have to spend a few of those days working, since it had started as a business trip, but then he'd invited Ashley to come and spend the rest of the time on the southern coast.
Max finally realized he couldn't stand there all night spying on his own daughter and decided it was time to join her. She spotted him by the time he was two steps into the lounge. A huge smile lit up her beautiful face that must have been contagious since he could feel the same kind of smile breaking out on his too.
As amazing as the girl looked from a distance, she was downright paralyzing up close.
"How could you be even more beautiful than the last time I saw you?" Max said before he could think twice about it.
"Oh my god, Daddy, you're crazy," Ashley giggled.
She blushed and looked down for a moment while Max's gaze dropped to the full, smooth tits nearly bursting out of her tiny, white dress. He wanted to feel them more than take his next breath, but he decided not to hug her because he didn't trust his reaction. Yet Ashley looked up and instantly threw her arms around her father and pressed her curvaceous body tightly against him.
Max wrapped his arms around her and hugged her back just as tightly. With her lush boobs mashing firmly against his body, his cock was swarming with heat, threatening to swell up hard against her. But at the moment he didn't care. He was barely even aware of it. It was like he was hugging her for the first time, and he practically forgot she was his daughter.
"I've missed you more than you can imagine," he told her, burying his face against her neck and inhaling the scent of her perfume.
"Oh yes I can," she replied, tightening her hold. "I've missed you even more. I thought my first year of college would never end."
Max's cock started getting hard. He knew she could probably feel it but he didn't care. He lifted his head to look at her, bringing his hands to her face and holding still as he began to lean in to kiss her supple mouth. Her eyes were wide open and glistening with moisture as she waited. His cock was well on the way to being fully erect, but as he looked into the expression in her eyes - complete love and trust - as she waited for him to kiss her the way a man kisses any other girl except his own daughter, he stopped himself. He backed away and nervously cleared his throat.
Ashley looked even more nervous than before, and a little disappointed, except that now there was a gleam of excitement in her eyes. Max was almost as nervous, and feeling foolish for letting his daughter feel his cock swell against the press of her luscious body.
"I could really use a drink," he said with an awkward laugh.
"Me too," Ashley replied with a bright grin.
Max looked at her in surprise. "Young lady," he reminded her, "you're not old enough to drink."
"Maybe back home, but not here. Remember how long it's been, Dad. I'm old enough for a lot of things now."
The suggestive look in the girl's eyes nearly made her father's cock swell up to its full state of hardness.
"I know, baby girl, I know. But I'm trying not to think about that. You might be all grown up now but you're still my sweet little princess."
"Awww, Daddy, that's the sweetest thing anyone ever said. I hope I'm always your sweet little princess."
"You always will be, babydoll." He put his hand on her hip and she leaned up and kissed him on the mouth.
When she slipped her tongue into his mouth, the move surprised Max, even as bold as the girl was being about teasing him. But actually tongue kissing in a public place, dressed as she was? It was the last thing he would've expected. But the thing that surprised him even more was the way his own tongue immediately began to play with hers. It was impossible not to. Her lips were warm and supple, and kissing a girl as beautiful as Ashley was a pleasure no matter who she was.
He also didn't expect a kiss like that to last as long as it did, either, but once his daughter's eager lips opened and their tongues started exploring each other Max didn't want it to end. His precocious daughter pushed her full, heavy tits against his body as they openly kissed in front of the bartender, and Max couldn't help letting his hands roam over Ashley's hips and back at the same time. He was dying to lay his hand over the full, thickly rounded curves of the girl's ass in that tight, tiny dress, but he forced himself to resist that much.
Max didn't even care that his hard cock was rubbing carelessly against his nineteen-year-old daughter's luscious body, and when she rubbed herself against his bulge and kissed him harder he finally let his hand slip down over her ass.
Ashley's cheeks were so round and full and felt even firmer than they first looked in her dress. Fortunately there were only a few other customers in the bar, and the bartender was probably used to people getting intimate there since he didn't seem to be paying them very much attention.
Max finally broke the kiss off reluctantly. His cock was throbbing against his daughter's body through his pants. It felt amazing, but if they let it go on any longer he'd end up wanting to fuck her. Fantasies were bad enough, even if he kept them to himself, but at least they couldn't do any harm. And as bold as Ashley was being, she couldn't possibly want to go so far as actually fucking her own father, could she?
Max needed to catch his breath and try to get his mind straight.
"See how much I've missed you, Daddy?" She looked up into his eyes with a gleeful face. "Sooooo much. And I can see you've really missed me too."
She giggled and sneakily squeezed his cock. At least her gesture was hidden from the other customers with her body blocking anyone's view.Max took a deep breath and ordered a couple of glasses of wine. He moved around to one end of the three-sided bar where his daughter's body was also blocked from anyone's view. Ashley took a seat on one of the stools while her father stood close beside her. On the stool, her dress hem rode nearly up to her world class ass, leaving her thick, shapely thighs well exposed. While they each took a sip of their wine, Max foolishly rubbed the bulge of his hard cock against his daughter's bare leg, but with the lower half of their bodies hidden he was quickly losing any apprehensions he had about letting his daughter tease him the way she was.
It was certainly insane to let her get away with touching his cock, but at least it was only through his pants. Her hand felt so good, and it was really just a little harmless fondling. At the end of the night they'd go to their separate rooms in their cabin, and Max would have the most amazing memories he'd ever had to stroke to. Since they were going to be traveling together over the next couple of months, with Max working some of the time and vacationing with his daughter the rest, he was probably going to need to masturbate whenever he could get away with it just to make his cock cooperate while she was nearby.
Ashley just gave him the brightest, most beautiful smile her father had ever seen. With his cock rubbing against the outside of her thigh, he slipped his free hand onto the inside and lightly rubbed her smooth, incredibly warm flesh.
"I guess we have a lot to catch up on," he said, holding eye contact while his hand kept rubbing on the inside of her leg.
"Maybe," she said, coyly. "But on what is the million dollar question."
"Well, you've had a whole year of college. A whole year of being on your own. You must have lots of stories about your new experiences...boyfriends and so forth."
Ashley rolled her eyes. "Please, Daddy, we talk like three times a week. There's not much about me you don't already know. Well, maybe a few things," she told him with a coy smile.
"See? There's always something. Like if you got yourself a boyfriend, or maybe you were too busy beating the guys off with a stick."
She squared her shoulders indignantly and pushed out her mesmerizing tits. The way they stretched at the thin, low-cut material of her dress gave her father a breathtaking view.
"I don't beat guys off with anything," she smirked sarcastically. "Besides, Daddy, boyfriends are just that: boys. I'm not interested in boys. I'd much rather have a man."
On that, she let her hand slide between her leg and her father's cock, playfully squeezing his shaft through his pants again. He just took a deep breath and enjoyed her sneaky caress while he squeezed her thigh a little tighter.
"Aww, baby girl, I thought you were Daddy's sweet little princess," he replied, trying to cover how much her words had really affected him.
"I am," she said, pulling down his zipper. Her hand slipped inside his pants and she rubbed his swollen cock through his briefs before fingering the band downward and getting her hand on the hot flesh of his excited shaft. "But I'm still a woman, aren't I, Daddy?"
"Oh, fuck, yes you are," he groaned softly, not wanting anyone else to overhear.
He knew he should have made her stop, but her hand felt too good. And the heart-racing excitement of having his hot, sexy daughter feeling up his cock in public was too much to resist. He was dying to feel her pussy, but it was the one act of restraint he still seemed capable of.
"We're gonna have the best summer ever," the curvy girl smiled excitedly. "I've been dreaming of having you all to myself for the longest time."
Ashley's nipples were so hard and swollen they were poking into her dress and demanding to be noticed. Max took a deep breath as he quickly scanned the area and carefully let his hand rake across her prominent tits, giving each, firm globe an eager squeeze. She closed her eyes and sighed softly to him when he kneaded her flesh. Her eyes didn't open again until he reluctantly took his hand away.
"Daddy, you should know I have really sensitive nipples."
He was dying to feel those amazing tits even more, but there was only so much they could do even on the hidden side of the bar. As Max's cock grew too big to control inside his pants, Ashley worked it out through his open zipper and stroked his secretly exposed hard on with a triumphant grin. He gazed at her hungrily, dying to kiss her again and rip down the top of her dress so he could play with that perfect pair of tits as much as he wanted.
After a couple of minutes, his daughter let go of his cock and announced she needed to go use "the little girls' room". With a teasing smirk, she slipped off her stool and sashayed her way into the restaurant area where the nearest ladies' room was, leaving her father's hard dick jutting out of his pants. Max quickly reached below to rearrange his dick back in his pants as discreetly as he could.
It was a relief to be alone for a few minutes. It would give him a chance to catch his breath and come to his senses before he did something he really shouldn't. But it was only a couple of minutes before his phone buzzed with an incoming message.
Taking his phone out of his pocket, Max opened a message from his curvy, blonde daughter, who could only be texting him from the ladies' room. There was a picture with the message, and both made him hold his breath. The picture was a clear, well lit snap of his daughter's insanely smooth, open pussy as she spread her lips open with the fingers of her free hand. Even in the photo, Max could tell her slit was wet with her girl cream. The mere sight was enough to make a heavy dribble of precum ooze from the tip of his cock. The message only made it worse.
You don't have to jerk off to it anymore, Daddy. This is all yours.
There was no way he was ever going to catch his breath and come to his senses now. Ashley had the sweetest, softest looking pussy he'd ever seen, and even if he couldn't allow himself to honestly consider fucking her, maybe it wouldn't be so bad just to taste her. Maybe if he made her cum with his tongue and fingers she'd come to her senses too and realize a father and daughter shouldn't go so far as to actually fuck.
But Max didn't know which end was up anymore, and he sat gazing hungrily at the picture on his phone until his clever daughter was right there sliding back onto her stool again.
"Miss me while I was gone?" she giggled.
Max took a good, long look at the girl on the stool beside him. He almost thought he didn't recognize the brash, aggressive sex kitten she'd turned into after a year of college, but when he was honest with himself, she really hadn't changed so much after all. She was only more open about being what she'd always been like. At the same time, something inside the man shifted. As he gazed at the girl with her big, shapely tits nearly popping out of the top of her skimpy dress, he didn't see "Daddy's little princess", but Daddy's precocious little cocktease who needed to be taught a serious lesson.
The fact that she'd known all along he'd been jerking off when they talked only made his blood run even hotter.
With another quick scan of the area, Max leaned close to his daughter and shoved his hand between her shapely thighs, brashly sliding his fingers up her leg to feel her naked slit. She felt as wet as she'd looked in the picture she just sent him from the bathroom, and she gasped out loud when his fingers parted her slippery lips and probed at her clit and hole.
"Dad...fuck," she hissed, shaken by the surprise.
Her bravada quickly gave way to speechless sighs as she watched her father's stern face with a stunned expression. He pushed his finger between her pussy lips and started to slip inside.
"Push forward," he muttered privately.
She did as he said, giving him better access to her wet pussy. Keeping half an eye on the other people on the other side of the room, he drove his finger into her hole and searched for her g spot. Hers was easy to reach, and as he secretly finger fucked her on her barstool, her eyes gradually glazed over as she gave in to the feeling in her pussy.



"When did you realize I was jerking off when we talked?" he wanted to know.
Ashley struggled to breathe steadily and had trouble focusing her gaze in one place.
"Uhh, the first time. You're not as good at hiding it as you think."
"I see." He kept fingering her pussy and watching her face. She bit her lip, closed her eyes and gripped the edge of the bar. Max could barely believe he was seeing his daughter in the state she was in. He didn't know if she looked so amazingly hot to him despite her being his daughter or because of it. Yet in the heat of the moment, she was everything he ever desired.
"And you just kept teasing me knowing it would make your father's cock hard, didn't you?" he added in a low growl.
She bit her lip and nodded.
"Did you like knowing you were making me hard?"
She nodded again the same way.
"Did it make you wet to know I was jerking off because of you?"
"Fuck, yes," she hissed.
He just massaged her inner sweet spot without saying anything else for the moment and watched her fight to control her reactions. The bartender kept sneaking glances at her, but no one else seemed to have any idea what was going on in their dim corner of the bar. Max's cock was ragingly hard as he fingered the sweetest girl hole he'd ever seen. Then Ashley's spine went stiff, nearly forcing her sumptuous tits to spill out of her dress while her pussy started to ripple and clamp around her father's finger.
"Oh my god," she whispered, then giving her father a dazed look.
"I should have known what a dirty girl you are," Max muttered to her quietly as he pulled his finger out of her hole and took her by the hand.
"Just for you, Daddy," she told him, gazing into his face with a look of love and trust like he'd never seen before.
"Come along, then," he said, leading her out of the bar by the hand.
The walkway toward their cabin went along the edge of a hillside overlooking the beach below. Ashley clung to her father as he led her to their cabin, letting his hand drop to her breathtaking ass and feeling the muscle in her cheek flex as she walked beside him.
He guided his daughter into their cabin. Her luggage was still in the salon area. There were two bedrooms, but Max was already thinking they were only going to need one of them. But they didn't make it as far as either one before he spun his daughter around to face him and kissed her harder and deeper than he had in the bar. Ashley whimpered straight into his mouth and swirled her tongue eagerly around his.
His hands went instantly to her legs, fingers dragging along her hot skin as he lifted her dress higher and higher until she had to raise her arms to let him take it off. Now she was standing in front of him stripped naked except for the heels she had on. She started to kick them off but he stopped her, suddenly taking a tight hold of her wrist.
"Keep them on," he said in a domineering growl. "You think it's fun teasing your father's cock, then let's see what kind of dirty little slut you really are."
Her eyes were sparkling with horny mischief as she flashed him an excited smile. She clearly wasn't expecting anything like this, but her excitement was all over her beautiful face. Even Max himself was surprised by his own words and actions, but he was even more surprised how everything felt so right and natural.
He took a seat on the sofa and looked hungrily at the voluptuously curved girl standing before him.
"Strut for me, dirty girl," he said, feeling his chest tighten with anticipation. "Show off that hot, nasty body for Daddy."
"Yes, sir," she replied, meekly but grinning happily.
In her high heels and nothing else, his daughter began strutting back and forth in front of the sofa, basking in her father's undivided attention. While she moved, her heavy tits swayed sumptuously while her ass swung back and forth. She made him think of a curvy pole dancer, and soon was playing with her own tits, pulling and twisting her excited nipples while Max rubbed his throbbing cock through his pants.
The girl definitely knew all the right moves, but her awkwardness with them made it clear she wasn't used to this. Max thought it only made her even sexier. When she turned to bend over and grind her naked ass and pussy in front of him, he quickly unzipped his pants and pulled out his viciously swollen cock. She rocked her hips and ran her hands up the insides of her thighs, teasing her own pussy while her father pushed off his pants and tore off his shirt.
After making a show of playing with her pussy, Ashley stood back up and turned around to discover her father was now sitting completely naked on the couch with his huge erection jutting up into his stroking fist. Her eyes widened in surprise at first, but then she grinned wickedly and joined him on the couch. She reached over and started fondling his balls. Then he took his hand away and let his daughter wrap her fingers around his shaft and take over the stroking. Max heaved an immediate sigh in response to the luxurious feeling.
"You are a very dirty girl," Max groaned as he reached for his daughter's big tits.
"But Daddy, I thought I was your sweet little princess," she pouted, her hand moving steadily up and down his throbbing shank.
"You're my dirty little princess," he replied, leaning over to kiss her hard and deep while they groped each other.
Ashley's tits felt as spectacularly as they looked, but Max couldn't help running his hands everywhere over his daughter's luscious body. Her skin was hot to touch and smooth as satin. Before long he was kissing his way down her neck, pushing her back onto the couch. When she was all the way on her back, he scooped her full tits into his hands and started sucking on her nipples, the underside of his cock rubbing against her smooth pussy.
"Oh, Daddy, yessss, yesssss, remember how sensitive your little girl's nipples are. I can feel it right in my pussy."
Going back and forth from one to the other, Max suckled and licked his daughter's nipples while he pushed one hand between her legs and slipped two of his fingers into her wet pussy.
"Oh god fuck!" his horny little princess cried now that he could finger her with two, more easily than when she was sitting on a bar stool.
Ashley had the most incredible tits Max had ever had the pleasure to play with. They might not have been the biggest, but they were perfect for the thick, curvy body she had. But after a while, he kept his mouth going further down her body until he was licking her clit while he kept his fingers pumping in and out of her slippery hole. He sucked and tongue-lashed his daughter's clit until she was gasping and jacking her hips at his face while another orgasm ripped through her fabulous body.
After, he moved back up to kiss her again, forcing her to taste her own juices from her father's mouth. She gasped excitedly and kissed him back with a vengeance.
When he reared up and looked down at her, he couldn't believe the sight before his eyes. She was his sweet little princess and dirty girl all rolled into one.
"I love you, baby," he groaned, taking his cock in hand and pushing the head into her simmering fuckhole.
"Yours, Daddy. All yours," was all she managed in reply as he eyelids hooded over in response to his cock surging its way deeper into her slit.
When he looked down and saw the incredibly hot and beautiful girl he was fucking it almost seemed too good to be true, but the sensations pouring through his throbbing flesh were too intense to be a dream. He began fucking her with long, hard strokes, roughly fondling her wobbling tits as she ground her pussy in rhythm with his cock strokes.
"I love you, Daddy," she whimpered as he fucked her. "I'm all yours. Always yours."
Max could only fuck her harder. Eventually they settled into a steady rhythm and Ashley grinned wickedly.
"You better cum in me, Daddy," she cooed. "I need it inside me."
Max leaned down close to her face and gave her hard thrusts. "You're such a dirty little slut," he groaned. "My dirty little slut."
"Just for you, Daddy," she moaned.
"That's just how it's going to be, you naughty little whore. And just to make sure you don't forget it, Daddy's gonna remind you the old-fashioned way."
Ashley gave him a curious look while he reared upright and pulled his cock free of her pussy. He got off the couch and stood beside her head, dangling his wet hard on in her face.
"Clean up Daddy's cock before your spanking, princess."
His daughter's eyes were wide with excitement, and her tongue immediately lashed out to lick his cream-flavored cock. She went as her father's dick like it was candy, but she took her time and thoroughly licked and sucked every inch of his huge prick until there was nothing left but princess spit.
"Good girl," he told her, gripping a handful of her silky hair and leading her upright. "Now grab the back of the couch and shove that ass out."
"Yes, sir," she said, muffling an excited giggle.
Max spent a minute or two just fondling the girl's spectacular ass, taking his time finger her pussy and massage her juices over her ass bud. When her rimhole was fully coated with pussy juice, he leaned over and pulled her cheeks open wide while he licked her asshole clean. Her excited gasps and moans told him he was the first to every taste her fresh rimhole.
Soon, Max straightened up again and swung his open palm across his daughter's ass. He smacked her harder than she was expecting as she briefly lost her balance and shrieked.
"Bad, fucking girl," he growled.
"Oh fuck, Daddy, yes. Teach me how to be good for you," she moaned. "Maybe you need to spank me even harder."
Max did exactly that. With his cock throbbing like mad, he gave his daughter a well-paced series of sharp, open-handed spanks. He stopped to feel her pussy, only to discover she was dripping like a piece of fruit.
He spanked her ass a few more times, and then pushed his cock into her pussy from behind and started fucking her again while he grabbed her hips. The rough patch of her g spot was rubbing against his prick as he plunged in and out of her with long strokes. Giving her more spanks as he fucked her. When her pussy started to ripple and clench him from inside, he knew she was cumming again and he gnashed his teeth in an effort to hold off his own release.
He waited until her climax passed, and then pulled his cock out of her hole, telling her to lie back down and spread her legs like a good girl.
"Yes, Daddy," she replied breathlessly, and within seconds she was spread before him waiting to be fucked again.
Max got between her shapely legs and pushed his cock back inside her tight pussy. He began fucking her again, this time leaning down against her.
"I want to see the look on your face when I fill that greedy little cunt with cum," he told her.
Ashley just groaned in response, her eyes hooding over while he stroked his cock in and out of her hard and fast. When her pussy tightened up with her next orgasm, Max couldn't hold back any more. He shoved his cock harder and deeper into her slit while he groaned deep and sent spurt after spurt of his cum deep into her core.
His daughter looked up at him with wide, amazed eyes.
"Yes, Daddy, ohmygod yessss," she crooned. The pleasure she felt from her father's spurting cream was all over her beautiful face.
Afterward, Max cradled his beautiful, naked daughter in his arms and lost track of how many times he told her he loved her.
"I knew it would be amazing," she said. "But this...oh god...this was beyond all that."
They took a shower together, and then crawled into the same bed, still naked and holding onto each other like long lost lovers.
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One thing Chelsea liked about being divorced was that she took far more long, lazy bubble baths than ever before. It seemed as if her ex never let her get away with taking so much time for herself. Another reason was that her son, Mack, was older and more independent now. It wouldn't be long before he struck out on his own and left her in that big house by herself. It wouldn't happen for a couple of years, but she wasn't looking forward to that day. Mack had been her rock to lean on during the divorce last year, and he'd also started taking care of a lot of things around the house and yard his father used to do. Sometimes it seemed like too much to expect of the wickedly handsome eighteen-year-old, yet he took the extra responsibilities on his own, and he seemed both happy and eager to help out.
As she lay back in the warm, sudsy water of her large tub, the pretty, sandy-blonde divorcee thought it must be time to start thinking about opening herself up to a new relationship. She couldn't rely on Mack forever, and for that matter her pussy could definitely use the kind of attention it wouldn't be getting from the current man of the house. The curvaceous thirty-six-year-old had always had an extremely healthy appetite for pleasure, and going the last two years with nothing but fingers and toys to satisfy herself was beginning to play on her nerves.
Chelsea knew she was still attractive. Sure, she'd put on some extra weight over the years, but nothing like some of her friends. She'd been working on trimming down, even though that was frustrating her, too. Having gotten into a regular routine of walking and swimming, along with putting a couple of exercise machines in the finished half of the basement, it seemed like her curves only kept getting firmer and not any sleeker or smaller as she hoped.
Despite being thicker than she wanted, at least she still had a pretty good hour glass definition to the shape of body. Her ass was round, and her boobs were firm and full, giving her figure a proportionately busty look. If anything, her tits were probably her best feature, and they still attracted their fair share of attention. All in all, she should have considered herself lucky that she could still wear any kind of outfit she felt like, including yoga pants or short skirts. She still turned plenty of heads, and she'd even caught Mack sneaking looks at her legs or cleavage when he thought he could get away with it.
Chelsea was used to other men checking her out. They'd been doing it for years. But the surprise discovery that her own son had an appreciation for what she had wasn't even in the same category. With other men, she hardly even noticed anymore, but Mack's roaming eyes made her heart race in a way she couldn't explain. It made her smile to think of how attentive he suddenly became if she was out sunbathing or housecleaning in something skimpy.
She leaned back and closed her eyes, slipping her hand between her thighs and calmly rubbed the lips of her smooth pussy while she thought of the way her son took any and every excuse to throw his muscular arms around her and crush his rock-solid body against her full tits. His youthful strength and eagerness always made her head spin.
Her clit started to swell while she rubbed her slit and thought of her son's barely appropriate hugs. She imagined kissing him and running her hands over his tight, bulging muscles while he shoved his tongue into her mouth. There were many times she was convinced he wanted to kiss her that way. The look in his eyes was hard to mistake. She wondered if he could sense the same look in her eyes.
It never went any farther, though. After all, he was her son and there was a good chance she was completely misreading his attention. It didn't keep her from imagining what he looked like naked, though, and especially what his ripe, young cock was like. At eighteen he was probably getting hard ons constantly, and as she imagined what his body was like she let her finger slip inside her neglected hole.
Mack wasn't the first male in Chelsea's family whose cock had become a secret object of fascination. Around the time she was her son's age, her father had unknowingly inspired her lifelong appreciation of hard, beautiful cocks.
Chelsea had always been a daddy's girl, and the first time she caught him masturbating in the family garage she was stunned. He didn't know she could see him, of course, and she had watched him rapidly stroking his big shaft until he squirted his cum all over the bare, cement floor. She could never forget how her panties were soaking wet by the time her father came. She darted as quietly as she could back to her bedroom and fingered herself to a breathless orgasm while she replayed her father's private moments in her mind.
It wasn't long before she had pretty much figured out her father's masturbation habits. He was a fit, handsome man - and still was - and the fact that he jerked off almost daily revealed he was also a very horny man. That's when Chelsea realized she had probably inherited her eager sex drive from her father. She had probably spied on him jerking off a couple of hundred times before she finally left home, but she'd never lost her treasured mental images of her father's big, beautiful cock. One of the biggest disappointments in her life was that she couldn't be the one to make him feel good. To make him feel like a man and spurt his fertile seed.
As the voluptuous blonde drove herself closer to her peak with her fingers, her thoughts went from her son to her father, and then back to her son. Before she knew what was coming over her, she was mauling her heavy tits with her free hand and moaning aloud until those delicious waves of release shivered through her sumptuous body.
Afterwards, she told herself she should call her father. They hadn't talked in a couple of weeks and she missed his deep, soothing voice. She wished she could watch him stroke that big cock again. He was still in his fifties, and incredibly fit and virile for his age. She missed everything about him.
As she started to let her bath water drain, Chelsea got out of the tub and thought that maybe she could try to watch Mack stroke his dick the way she used to watch her father. He was right there under the same roof, and if he was anything like her or his grandfather, he would need to relieve his glorious body's nagging tensions every day. And at his age, probably a few times.
The idea made her giggle to herself. Then she started to wonder if Mack ever stroked himself thinking about her. She wondered if he got hard after eagerly fetching all those glasses of ice water for her when she was out sunbathing in something skimpy. Did he imagine feeling her big, smooth boobs? Or sucking on her swollen, sensitive nipples?
Chelsea's pussy quivered despite the orgasm she just had. She probably should have felt ashamed of wanting to catch her son stroking his hard, young cock, but she didn't. All she could think about was how. As it was, she didn't have long to wait.
The first step was to do whatever she could to help put the horny young man into a state where he would need to stroke off urgently. While he was still out playing basketball with his friends, Chelsea put on a dress she rarely ever got to wear. It was a super-tight-fitting T-shirt style dress. It was very low cut on top and had one of the shortest hemlines of anything she owned. Without a bra, the thin fabric gave her prominent boobs plenty of freedom to bounce and sway with her body's motion. It was white, and set off her deep tan perfectly, also letting the white thong panties she wore underneath to show in the right light.
Mack came home sweaty and shirtless while his mother was in the kitchen putting together a light dinner of salad and fish. She was wearing an apron over her dress, and her son barely hugged her when he went in and greeted her with a kiss on the cheek.
"Too sweaty to give you a real hug, Mom," he said. "Do I have time for a quick shower before dinner."
"Sure, darling," she replied with a coy smile. "You have approximately ten minutes. After that your fish will be getting cold."
"Ewww, who wants cold fish," he sneered comically.
As he left the room, Chelsea caught his eyes drifting over the top of her apron, trying to see what she had on underneath that would let so much of her chest show.
It seemed to take forever before he came back down, and by that time his mother's nerves were completely on edge and her nipples were swollen with excitement. At least she'd managed to set the dishes down, and when Mack sat down at his she slowly undid her apron. When she took it off to reveal the dress she was wearing just for him, she was hoping the tremors in her hands didn't show.
"Is that going to be enough to eat?" she asked as he looked up and stared at her. The poor boy nearly looked like he was in shock, and his mother's face flushed at the dazed expression in his eyes.
"Damn, Mom," he said. "You look amazing."
"Oh, baby, why thank you," she replied. She tried her best to sound casual, but inside she was so excited she could practically pee in her panties.
When he couldn't seem to make himself stop staring, Chelsea giggled briefly and did a turn for him so he could see the back, too.
"Holy fuck," he muttered as his mother sat down with a smile. "Oh, sorry, Mom."
"That's okay, baby," she laughed. "You don't have to apologize for thinking your mother looks good."
"Oh, you look more than just good," he told her. "Wayyyy more than good."
Chelsea blushed again and wondered if he would ever stop doing that to her. She kept trying to come off as calm and casual, but every time she caught her son's eyes going back to her cleavage and nipple erections she felt a hot quiver between her thighs. At the same time, she couldn't help thinking about making him so horny he needed to jerk off. It was exciting to think she could be getting close to her naughty goal.
"So, do you have any plans for tonight?" the nervous mother asked.
"Not really. Just thought I'd hang out and watch a movie or two," Mack replied, glancing at his mother's prominently swollen nipples.
"How about going out to see one?" As much as her nerves were making her pulse race, Chelsea thought going out would be a good way to keep teasing her admiring son. It was frightening, but so exciting at the same time.
"That sounds great," he replied. "I just want to change before we go, though."
"Oh, sure," she said, smiling to herself. She couldn't help wondering if changing was just an excuse to run upstairs and relieve a throbbing hard on brought on by his scantily clad mother.
Mack finished eating quickly and took off for his room, telling his mother he needed a few minutes to change. Leaving everything on the table, she slipped off her shoes and padded silently up the stairs to see where he was. When she reached the top of the stairs, she saw that his bedroom door was hanging wide open, but the bathroom door was closed. Carefully putting her ear to the closed door, Chelsea could hear her son sighing and breathing heavily. She knew those sounds all too well, and there was no question in her mind that her eighteen-year-old son was in there vigorously jerking a hard cock after being teased all the way through dinner.
She was pretty sure she could hear him groan "oh god, Mom, fuck" through the door. Then came a series of deep grunts. Chelsea's pussy swarmed with damp heat as she listened to her son cum. She was dying to see him, but at least she now knew for sure that he was stroking to thoughts of his sexy, loving mother. Hearing him call out to her in those moments of pleasure struck her with a powerful wave of excitement.
Chelsea didn't know how she managed to sneak quietly back downstairs, slip back into her shoes, and pretend she'd been down there clearing dishes off the table the whole time Mack had been upstairs. He came back into the kitchen with a slightly sheepish expression. It was so subtle she might have missed it if she hadn't heard what she did through the bathroom door. Knowing her son's hot secret was such a devious thrill that she felt herself blush every time he looked at her. It was the reason for the sly smile on her face as they walked out to her van.
She handed the keys to her son since she was feeling too jittery to drive. Mack could barely keep his eyes on the road the whole way to the movie complex. The more he kept glancing at his mother's smooth, tanned legs, the more she shifted in her seat to force the hem of her dress to go higher and show him more. And the more he snuck peeks at her ripe, shapely tits, the more she "absently" worried at the low-cut neckline with her finger to pull more of her cleavage into view. As it was, her nipples were swollen with excitement, and he could barely keep his eyes off them.
Chelsea hadn't felt so happy or excited in a long time. At the same time, only being able to hear him jerking off was making her all the more determined to see him, too. Being eighteen and as obviously impressed by his mother's curvy features as he was, she was sure he'd need to jerk off all over again by the time they got back home.
The movie theaters were connected to the main shopping mall in their city, and since they had some time to kill before the movie, Chelsea said she wanted to stop by a couple of stores and pick up a few things while they were there. Mack was perfectly agreeable, and his mother took him straight to her favorite lingerie boutique. It was so exciting to see the way his eyes lit up when he realized where his mother was leading him.
As she sorted through various pair of skimpy panties and bras, thong-back leotards with high-cut sides and a few lacy camisoles you could see through, she held up the naughtiest looking ones and asked her son what he thought. She could barely keep her hands steady, but each time Mack gave her his approval.
She bought a few pair of panties and a couple of camisoles, and then asked Mack if he'd carry her bag.
"Thank you so much for helping," she told him coyly as they meandered back toward the movie theater. "Since you're the man of the house now you're the only one I can ask an opinion from."
"Oh, anytime, Mom. Really."
He was actually blushing, which only made his mother blush just as badly.
"Since you were so helpful," she added, "I guess I should at least model them for you so you can see how they look."
Her son looked at her with wide eyes, but before he could say anything they were already heading in to the ticket line. Chelsea held in the excited giggles she felt. The thought of modeling the items she'd just bought for her son was making her nipples tingle with fresh excitement. She could tell by the look on his face he was dying to say something, but they were in a crowd now and he clearly didn't want to say what he was thinking.
Within a minute or two, a couple of Mack's friends from college came in and ended up in line right behind them. He introduced them to Chelsea, and she was excited to see the looks on their faces when they realized she was their friend's mother. She could tell her son was feeling self-conscious with his friends checking out his scantily clad mother, and also noticing how he was holding on to the bag from a famous lingerie boutique.
When they finally got through the line and headed down the corridor to the theater their movie was in, Mack put a protective arm around his mother's waist. He had a very serious look on his face. She waited until they got to their seats before asking him about it.
"Are you okay, sweetheart? Is anything wrong?"
"Some friends," he said, sarcastically. "I did not like the way they were looking at you."
Chelsea couldn't keep the smile off her face. "How do you mean?" she asked, taunting him to say more.
"You know. Checking you out in that dress."
"But you said I look really good in this dress."
"You do. That's the problem. Maybe you look too good."
"Um, sweetheart, do you realize you've been looking at me the very same way since dinner? What was it you said? 'Holy fuck', I believe."
"That's just because I was surprised, that's all. It's not like..."
"Not like what, darling?"
At that point, the previews of upcoming attractions started playing, and Mack quit talking. He seemed relieved.
A few minutes into the movie, Chelsea let her hand drop onto her son's muscular thigh. He was wearing tight jeans and his leg felt so hard and firm. He cast a sidelong look at her when she touched his leg, but he gave her quick smile and then cast his eyes back toward the screen. She was dying to slide her hand up toward his crotch and keep squeezing until his cock started getting hard but she didn't dare.
She just kept lightly dragging her fingers over his thigh, and before long he reached over and put his hand on her leg, too. He was touching her right near the hem of her dress, and she was dying to uncross her legs and feel him reach up as high as her wildly tingling pussy. But she didn't dare do that, either.
The voluptuous mother's heart was going faster. Her son's hand felt so big and warm. It didn't seem like much, but it was enough to make her pussy quiver with sensation. She and Mack just kept watching the movie with their hand on each other's leg, and she caught him out of the corner of her eye every time he turned his head her way to let his eyes drift over the full swells of her tits and well exposed legs.
At one point, she caught sight of the large bulge in his jeans that gave away the excited swelling of his cock. He looked enormous, and she was dying to slide her hand over that long, thick lump and feel it. But how could she even think of going that far with her own son? The crazy chances she'd already taken just dressing to tease him and trying to catch him jerking off were more than any mother should risk.
The gusset of Chelsea's skimpy panties was soaked by the time the credits started to roll. Somehow, Mack had managed to bring his hard on under control as they left the theater and walked through the mall toward the parking garage. But his mother was determined to get him back to the same condition. The hornier the sexy young stud was, the better chance she had of seeing him stroke and please himself. If only she could be the one to please him, but that was too much to even take seriously no matter how wet he made her.
Chelsea drove home, and they talked about the movie at first, but she didn't miss the way her son's eyes kept going back over the exposed parts of her body. They avoided that part of the conversation they were having just before the movie interrupted them, even though Chelsea could tell Mack was still thinking about it. She knew that look on his face all too well, and all the secretive glances in the world at her body couldn't hide them. The facts were clear: Mack had been looking at her just as hungrily as his friends had, and now he certainly knew his mother had noticed.
When they got back to the house, Mack followed his mother inside, and Chelsea could feel his enrapt gaze on her shapely ass as she walked up to the door with an extra sway in her hips.
Even though it wasn't very late yet, Mack said he felt tired and wanted to go up to his room and lie down.
"I guess I'll do the same thing," his mother said, a little suspiciously. Yet a vague idea was already forming in her mind.
"Thanks for the movie night, Mom," he said. "That was really nice."
"I thought so, too, sweetheart. Let's do it again soon, okay?"
When Mack said yes, Chelsea went to hug him, making sure to squash her large boobs snugly against his body. She almost snickered out loud when she saw the disoriented look on his face when he went upstairs. It was only a few seconds later that she followed him up, taking the bag from their shopping stop at the mall along with her.



In her room, Chelsea took off her dress, and decided to keep the tiny white thongs panties on she'd been wearing all evening. Then she spread her new camisoles out on the bed and took a moment to decide which one to put on. She decided to go with the white one, since it went well with her panties and also contrasted her tan. It was also lower cut than the others, the lace would let her nipples show in the right light.
Her heart was racing as she pulled it on and arranged the skimpy garment just right to expose as much of her full cleavage as possible. She was probably going crazy, but if that was the case there was no sense in going half way. In her panties and camisole, she went out of her room and turned on the hallway light just before knocking on her son's bedroom door.
She opened the door and went in before he had a chance to answer, and as she stepped inside Mack was hurriedly pulling his sheet up above his waist. He was so big and hard there was no way to hide the evidence completely. She felt her face grow hot as she realized he'd barely waited before he started playing with that big, horny young cock. And it was still unbelievable to her that he could get that big and that hard just for her.
He had a dim table lamp on in his room, and with the light coming in from the hallway, his mother was lit up perfectly well to give him a good view. His eyes were all over her even though he looked a little annoyed at her barging in on what was supposed to be his private time.
"Hey, Mom. What's up?" His tone was a little impatient, but his eyes were obviously feasting on his mother's voluptuous body.
"I just wanted to tell you how nice it was to go out together tonight."
"You already said so, but I think so too. I really liked it."
"I'm really glad, darling. That was my first date in a long time."
He laughed briefly and shifted his weight around, clearly trying to do a better job of hiding his erection under the sheets yet not doing a very good job.
"Oh, and honey," Chelsea went on, grasping for whatever subject to keep stalling with. "I hope you're not still upset about that thing with your friends. Don't take it too seriously, okay?"
"Hmm, well maybe they're not as good friends as I thought," he said, frowning. "But to tell the truth, I felt proud of you."
Chelsea was genuinely surprised. "Really? Baby, that's so sweet. I guess I could dress a little more conservatively next time, though, if that would make you happy."
Her son quit trying to pretend he wasn't looking her up and down, and his interested gaze caused her nipples to swell with excitement.
"No, that's okay," he told her.
"You didn't mind? Really?"
He shook his head. Then, with a deep breath to calm her agitated nerves, she asked him if he liked the new camisole she picked up before the movie.
Mack's eyes went wide. "Oh, yeah, well, it's really nice. It looks awesome on you."
"Oh, thank you, baby," she replied, incredibly pleased. "Do you think it goes well with these panties?"
Her son's eyes were moving back and forth from her full boobs to her barely covered pussy mound. "Definitely," he said, with a vacant look on his handsome face.
"Oh thank you, darling. I'm so happy you think so. Well, I guess I should let you get to sleep, and I should do the same thing."
"Okay, Mom. Goodnight."
"Goodnight, sweetie."
Chelsea then turned as if she were going to leave, but then suddenly bent over toward a non-existent spot on the carpet, turning her thong-clad ass toward her son. "Oh, look," she said. "I'm going to have to shampoo these carpets."
She pretended to be rubbing at a spot on the carpet, knowing her son wouldn't be able to keep his eyes off her nearly naked ass. After giving him a good show, she straightened up and left the room, leaving his door ajar. She went across the hall to turn out the light switch and waited in the dark, listening.
It wasn't a full minute before she could hear her son moaning softly. She snuck quietly back toward his bedroom door and peered in from the hallway. With the light still on in his room, he wouldn't be able to see her. He had the sheet pushed back down off his body, and his hand was steadily sliding up and down his powerfully engorged cock.
"Oh, Jesus, Mom," he groaned softly as he pumped his shaft.
Chelsea was stunned. Her son had a magnificently beautiful cock, and there was no question he was hard for her. Her pussy ached with nagging waves of heat, and she slipped her hand into her panties to rub at her slit while she spied on her stroking son.
He was built so much like his grandfather, and she couldn't believe she was actually catching another of the men in her family in a moment of private pleasure. Before much longer Mack's rapidly stroking fist was making slicking sounds as he pounded up and down his shaft. He must have been oozing so much precum, and the sound alone started to make his mother's slit drip heavily with her own cream.
Amazed to have such a good view on Mack's bed, Chelsea rubbed her clit and soon became lost in the hot excitement of the moment. Before long, her finger was slipping up inside her hole as she stared at her son's amazing cock, watching every stroke until he arched his back and spurted cum upward across his tight body.
She quietly backed away from Mack's door and snuck back to her own room. Lying down in bed, she immediately put her fingers back to work on her pussy without even taking off her panties. She pleasured her smooth slit with both hands, pumping a pair of fingers in and out of her hole while rubbing on her clit with the other hand. She hadn't bothered to close her bedroom door, either. She didn't care and was actually even hoping her son could hear her masturbating. It only seemed fair. The thought of him watching her and seeing how wet and needful his cock made her drove her arousal to a new level.
Before long, waves of pleasurable release were overtaking her thick, curvy body. Afterward, she felt into a deep, satisfying sleep.
In the morning, Chelsea threw a robe over her new camisole and panties and went downstairs. It felt a little silly to bother with the robe since she'd already let her son see her in that outfit last night, but there was something different about the bright light of the morning.
Mack came in while she was getting out some eggs and bacon to fry up for breakfast. He was shirtless and only wearing a tight pair of boxer briefs that cupped the full package between his legs and made a prominent lump. Chelsea faltered a moment when she saw him. He usually wore at least a T shirt and sweatpants in the morning, but today he was swaggering into the kitchen half naked.
He walked up to his mother and scooped her into a tight hug and kissed her good morning. Something was far from normal, but the blonde mother wasn't about to complain. She hugged his son back and asked him if he'd slept well.
"Like a baby," he replied with a smile.
They sat down to some eggs and bacon, and after he finished, Mack said he was going back upstairs to take a shower. This set off Chelsea's radar as well as his noticeably different attitude. He never made a point of announcing he was taking a shower before, and after he left the kitchen to go back upstairs, his curious mother was quick to follow.
As soon as she hit the top of the stairs, she could hear the shower running, and from the sound she could tell her son hadn't bothered to close the bathroom door all the way. She padded quietly up to the best spot and peeked in. Her beautifully built son was standing completely naked outside the tub, and he was fondling his bare, rapidly growing cock.
Watching him make himself hard made his mother's pussy quiver and flush even faster than the night before. The steady growth of that beautiful cock was one of the most amazing things Chelsea had ever seen. And once he was fully hard, Mack spent a moment stroking his rigid shaft before stepping under the shower.
The anxious blonde couldn't see much with Mack behind the curtain, but she could tell he was still playing with that hard cock. She couldn't help wondering how often he stroked himself. He'd done it at least twice the day before that she knew of, and now here he was at it again first thing the next morning. She knew her father had stroked off every day, even if she didn't watch him every day, but this was Mack's third time in under twenty-four hours. That was the beauty of an eighteen-year-old cock, she guessed. Then she smiled to herself and wondered how often she could inspire her son to jerk off in a single day if she did everything she could to make him horny out of his mind.
Chelsea was fully aware that she was probably going right out of her mind, but she couldn't remember having this much fun or feeling this happy. A few of her friends had handsome sons, although to her mind none of them were a match for her Mack, yet she knew every one of them would be thrilled to have their healthy, horny young men admire them the way he admired her. How many of them already did? How many of them knew or even encouraged it? It wasn't like she was the only single MILF in her circle of friends, but it wasn't the kind of thing you could talk about to just anyone.
The blonde was about to sneak away now that Mack was hidden behind the shower curtain, but the sounds of his hot, lusty grunts and groans were growing louder and more intense.
"God, Mom, those fucking tits," he muttered in a low growl to the rapid, wet fapping sounds of his hand and cock.
It went straight to the sexy, young mother's aching core. Her pussy was positively oozing warm cream so hard she could feel it wetting the gusset of her tiny panties and beginning to smear the uncovered portions of her smooth skin. She reached into her panties and started rubbing her clit to the obscene sounds of her wildly jerking son, listening to his grunt and mutter about his nasty lust for his own mother's tits and ass.
Her clit was impossibly swollen with desire, and she was quickly passing the point of being satisfied with mere fingers. She was going to need a good, long, private session with one of her toys, but even that would only go so far. What she really needed more than anything was a big, hot, hard, flesh and blood cock pounding her gooey wet pussy. God, it had been far too long. Even so, she was now well on her way to giving herself a nice, hot cum right there in the hallway while her son muttered something about bending her over the kitchen table and fucking her hard from behind. She couldn't imagine where he got ideas like that, but the thought of him actually doing it was enough to send her over the edge.
Chelsea leaned back against the wall and frigged her clit furiously while listening to the sound of her son cumming hard in the shower. Her mind was filled with visions of him the night before when she watched that beautiful cock pulse with hot jets of cum that landed all over his gorgeous young body.
She hadn't expected to make herself cum, but it felt so good and left her feeling breathless and dizzy. She needed a moment to compose herself, but then the shower suddenly shut off and she felt a moment of panic, not wanting her son to catch her spying on him. Her feet seemed ridiculously unsteady as she tried to sneak back downstairs as quietly as she could.
Mack would most certainly go back to his room and get dressed now, while she tied her robe closed and cleaned up the kitchen from breakfast. It was amazing to think she'd cum at the same time with Mack. A huge part of her wished he'd had known. It could only make his pleasure that much more intense the way it had for her, and she realized that was what she wanted for him. But it was simply impossible. Wasn't it?
Mack was still in his room when she went back upstairs. His door was closed, and she went straight to the bathroom to take a quick shower and freshen up for the day. As she went in, she smiled to herself as she decided to leave the door wide open just the way he had for his shower. Her heart raced with excitement as she took off her robe, then peeled off her camisole and panties and thought of how her son could walk out of his room and catch her naked at any moment.
But he stayed in his room and Chelsea turned the water back on and got in. She didn't take long this morning, quickly soaping up and dragging a razor over her pussy just to freshen her shave. It was impossible not to think of how her son had been standing right in the same place just a short while ago stroking his gorgeous cock and spurting cum all over himself. She even found herself checking the curtain to see if there were any stray spurts of cum still clinging to the plastic. It was a little disappointing not to find any, but still fun to indulge a little private nastiness.
When she shut off the water and pulled the curtain open she nearly shrieked to find Mack standing right there, holding up a big, dry towel for her with a disarming grin on his face.
"Mack! You nearly gave me a heart attack!" she admonished him with a laugh.
"Sorry, Mom. But you, uh, left the door open."
"Ohhh, that was silly of me, wasn't it?" she claimed, picking up a glint of suspicion in his eyes.
She took hold of his arm, pretending she needed the support as she stepped out of the tub. His eyes were all over her wet, naked body and Chelsea found herself completely in love with his attention. Her normal instinct to cover up was completely gone as she took the towel from Mack's hand and started to dry herself.
"It's a pretty easy thing to forget," he said as he leaned against the sink with a smile. "Did you realize you left my bedroom door open last night after you came in to talk?"
"I did?" she asked, feigning innocence. "I'm so sorry. I'll try to remember next time.
"No biggie," he grinned. "I didn't mind. You must have gotten distracted when you found that spot on the carpet that needs shampooing. Thing is, I looked for it myself this morning and couldn't find any spot."
Chelsea couldn't help thinking there was something more to his tone, but that was probably her guilty conscience playing tricks on her. She tried to come off as casual while she toweled her hair and body, knowing the whole time her son was staring at her heavily swaying tits and smoothly shaven pussy. He was wearing baggy cargo shorts and a T shirt, and she kept glancing at his crotch to see if he was getting hard. It was still so soon after he made himself cum, but he was a horny, healthy eighteen-year-old, and she was quickly learning how much she loved making her sexy son's cock hard as a rock.
But when the naked mother realized she was busted, she felt her face flush and knew her son must have been able to see how red she had to be turning. Yet every time she looked at his face his eyes were everywhere but on hers. And the more he looked at her, the more comfortable she felt being naked in front of him, to the point where it started to make her nipples erect and her pussy tingle with warmth.
"Hmm," she finally said. "Maybe I was just seeing things in the dark."
"Yeah, that's probably it," he nodded.
Mack was just gazing openly at his mother's bare, voluptuous body, and she couldn't help but feel exhilarated. The conversation stopped while Chelsea started running her blow drier. She stood proudly naked in front of the mirror while Mack closed the toilet lid and sat down and watched her. She took more time than she needed just to dry her hair as she realized how much she missed having a man around who came into the bathroom without a care if she was naked or not. And no matter how bizarre it might have seemed to someone else, it was better having her own son do that than any other man she'd ever known, including his father.
And by now, Mack could see very clearly that his mother kept her pussy shaved. He probably could have told from the skimpy panties she'd already worn in front of him, but after this morning there was no question. She was dying to ask him what he thought, but she wasn't feeling that brave yet.
After she finished with the hair drier, she flashed her son a bright smile and asked him what he had planned for the day. Then she turned to go into her room, giving him an excuse to follow her so he could answer the question.
Her heart was racing as she walked naked to her bedroom with Mack following close on her heels. He took a seat in the easy chair in the corner while his mother sat at her vanity table and brushed her hair in the mirror.
"I was supposed to meet up with a few of the guys and shoot some hoops, but I already canceled on that," he told her.
"Oh? Why, darling? You love playing basketball."
"Yeah, well, I didn't feel like seeing them so soon after last night. I'm still pissed off at them."
"Oh, you mean those guys we ran into at the movies?
"Yeah, exactly. Anyway, what about you?" he asked before she could pursue the subject any further.
"Hmm, well I thought I'd get some sun this morning. I'm still not sure about later, though. If you're not going out, you could join me sunbathing if you'd like."
"Sure, that sounds great."
Chelsea smiled. A positively wicked idea came to her as she got up and went to her dresser to rummage for the bikini she wanted to wear. The bottom was a thong, covering about the same amount of her body as the panties she'd been wearing. The top was scant, but managed to contain her large, weighty tits. It was almost disappointing to have to put something on, but the bikini was suggestively skimpy, and Mack was just as interested in her with it on as when she was completely naked.
The property her ex had left them with was in an area of large, spacious yards, so none of the neighbors were too close to each other. Part of theirs had a slope that went up to a flat, grassy area surrounded by trees and other plantings to offer complete privacy.
They got a blanket, some sun screen and a few bottles of water and went up to the clearing to lay it all out. Chelsea grabbed an oversized T shirt to use as a cover-up, but she didn't bother to put it on just to walk up to the clearing. It was too much fun knowing her son was just a few, short feet behind her watching her exposed ass as she climbed the slope. She loved knowing he had his eyes on her, but the most exciting thing to her now was how she was hoping to get just as good a view of his big, young cock.
After laying everything out, Mack took off his shirt and joined his mother on the blanket still wearing his cargo shorts. They lay back for a while, but after a few minutes Chelsea sat up and started taking off her bikini while Mack perked up and watched her like a hawk.
"I want to get rid of these tan lines," she told him. "You don't mind, do you? You've already seen everything I have."
"I don't mind at all, Mom," he replied with a haughty grin.
"Well get those shorts off, mister," she said. "You can't let me be the only one lying here naked."
Without saying anything, Mack just unzipped his shorts and pushed them off along with his briefs. Chelsea couldn't help staring at his cock when she discovered he was already semi-erect. Then her jaw dropped as he gazed at her body and started rubbing his cock, quickly making it grow bigger and harder. Her son's grin only got wider.
"Mom, I know you were watching me jerk off last night," he told her, his hand wrapping tightly around his fully swollen shaft.
"Oh, um, you weren't supposed to."
"I know, but I didn't mind, Mom."
"Oh god," she sighed, transfixed by the sight of her son's hand slipping up and down that lusty stalk of hot flesh. "I can't believe you knew I was there."
"But I'm glad you were. There's just one thing, though. I want to be able to see you too."
Chelsea stared at her son, looking for any sign he wasn't being serious. But she couldn't find one.



"I don't believe I'm really going to do this," she said, slowly spreading her legs, then reaching between them to finger stroke her slit as she fully exposed herself to her son.
"That's amazing," Mack said, staring dead-on at his mother's open pussy.
Chelsea couldn't help feeling that the tables were turned now, and she never imagined how good it could feel to finger herself with her son openly watching her from barely an arm's length away. She'd never even masturbated in front of his father, but the moment she spread her thick, shapely legs for him she realized she'd been dying to for longer than she cared to admit. The excitement she felt now was indescribable, and her pussy was heavily flushed with heat and dripping ooze.
Her son had a look of filthy hunger in his eyes now like she had never seen in any man before. It had to be the kind of look only a young man could give his own mother when his desire for her overpowered everything else. But it wasn't long before the dazed blonde brought her eyes back to her son's hard, enormous cock as he fisted his flesh strong and steady. There was no question in her mind: he was the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen.
When she looked at Mack's face again he was staring so hungrily at her slit it made her inner channel quiver. He then reached out with his free hand and gripped her ankle. Chelsea wanted to explode just from having her son's hand on her while she fingered her sodden hole. She quickly slid a pair of fingers into her sheath and started fucking it while Mack ran his hand further up her leg. She gasped, half in shock, as his hand traveled along her inner thigh, closer and closer to her core.
Then he rose up on his knees, letting go of his cock while he shuffled into position and lowered his face to her aching slit. His wet tongue lashed out and began licking at her lips all around where her fingers were slipping and sliding in and out of her creaming hole. Her breathing went ragged as he lapped and slurped at her.
"Oh fuck, darling, yessssss," she moaned, pulling her fingers free of her hole to spread her saturated slit open wide for his mouth to feast on.
"Mmmm, Mom, holy fuck you taste so good," he groaned between slurps and licks.
He fucked his agile tongue into her hole in rapidly darting thrusts for a while before pushing his thick thumb inside her. Plugging her opening this way, he concentrated on her clit with his lips and tongue, alternating between sucking and tongue lashing her swollen pearl. He kept going until a powerful climax shivered through every extremity of his mother's naked body.
Chelsea barely had a chance to reorient herself before Mack was climbing between her wide spread legs and rubbing the tip of his rock solid fuckstick against her slippery cunt lips.
"I need to fuck you, Mom," he told her in a husky tone she'd never heard from him before. "And I think you need to fuck me just as bad."
"Yes, baby, oh holy fuck, yes, just do it. Fuck me now," she growled without a second thought. She didn't care about anything else. Her body needed to be filled with hot, rock-hard cock, and it needed to be filled with his and no one else's.
It felt like her skin was on fire now, with the morning sun beating down on their naked bodies, and Chelsea's own, horny son pushing the head of his big cock into the hot slickness of her fuckhole. She watched his face transform into an expression of pleasure and disbelief as he gradually sank the full length of his thick shaft into her welcoming body. Her need for him left her body weak. Only the hot, forceful stroking of his cock in and out of her slit could give her strength now.
As he began fucking her hard and steady, Mack leaned down close and took his mother's hungry mouth in a deep kiss, their tongues playing and exploring. His bare chest crushed her full tits as he fucked her harder and faster.
Suddenly he broke the kiss. "I've wanted this forever," he told her through ragged breaths.
"God yes, baby, fuck me. Own that pussy. Fuck! Own your mother's cunt forever!"
She could barely believe the words coming out of her own mouth, but she knew they were the truest words she could ever say. But she wasn't able to say anything else as he began pumping his powerful cock even harder and faster into her aching slit. His large hands clamped onto her big, heaving tits, squeezing them firmly and holding them in place as he sucked one nipple and then the other. He kept going back and forth between them, his wet suction driving his mother's pleasure straight to the breaking point.
Suddenly, Chelsea's body was once again shuddering with intense waves of orgasmic release. The inner walls of her pussy quivered and clenched at her son's driving cock while she uttered a feline yowl of ultimate pleasure.
Then, Mack was quickly pulling his cock free of her pussy and climbing up to straddle her body, slapping his cream-coated cock between her sumptuous tits. He held his mother's big orbs firmly together and vigorously pumped his dick in between them. He was growling and grunting with lust, and she knew he wasn't far from unloading his spunk. She lifted her head and licked at his gooey dome every time it pushed through her tightly clamped tits.
"Come on, baby, let Mommy suck it right out of you," she cried, barely hearing her own voice.
Then he drove his cock between her open lips. She sucked at his delicious shaft, swirling her tongue along the underside as he pushed in and out. Before long, strong spurts of hot cum gushed over tongue and she swallowed each one just as quickly as he could squirt into her mouth. Chelsea was dazed with a swirling mixture of thoughts and feelings. It had been much too long since she'd had a hot, beautiful cock in her mouth, not to mention the warm cum she always loved tasting, and her own son's was absolutely delicious. But she would have been just as happy if he'd filled her pussy, too.
When his cock finally finished oozing and spurting into his mother's mouth, Mack backed away and lay down beside her on the blanket. They kissed and snuggled happily. Chelsea could never love anyone so much as she loved her precious Mack, and she could feel the burning love in his admiring eyes as he gazed at her and gently fondled her tits.
"Mom, we're not gonna have to go and be with other people now, are we?" he asked with a slight frown.
"Oh, darling, why would we when we have something this amazing together?"
He smiled and kissed her for a long time.
"You know, sweetheart," she added after the kiss finally broke, "it would've been perfectly fine if you wanted to cum in my pussy."
"I wanted to, but I wasn't sure if it was okay. Besides, your mouth looks so good. It was so intense I'm just as happy either way."
"Well me, too, baby. But just think, next time we run into your friends at the mall, maybe you won't feel so jealous if you know your cum is dripping into my panties right after fucking me like you own me."
Mack grinned a big, wide grin. Chelsea grinned right back at him, knowing her gorgeous son would be filling her pussy spunk just as soon as that luscious cock was hard again.
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Mike's curiosity was beginning to feel uncomfortably like pure suspicion. He'd never had any reason to feel suspicious of Toni before, and he didn't like the way it felt, but ever since he'd given her that hundred dollars she asked for a week ago she'd been acting strangely.
Toni was going to community college, but also working a part-time job. It wasn't that Mike minded giving his daughter some extra money when she needed it, but she was very evasive anytime he tried to ask what she needed it for. She'd become pensive and cagey, yet there were at least a dozen times he was sure she was trying to tell him something but then chickened out. They'd always had the most open and loving relationship of any father and daughter he ever knew, so Toni's odd behavior was ringing alarm bells in the back of his mind.
She'd asked him for the money last Wednesday night. On Thursday, she went out for a couple of hours, and when she came home she disappeared into her room without saying a word. She was up there for a couple hours without showing her face downstairs. Mike had started cooking dinner and noticed she didn't come down to help the way she usually did. She sat through dinner and a night of watching TV together barely saying a word.
Then on Friday morning, Toni took off with a couple of friends to spend the weekend at the shore. It was the first time she'd gone off on her own. Even though she was eighteen now, Mike still worried about her and missed her more than he thought he would. He felt strange about it, but he slept in her room the nights she was gone hoping it would keep him from missing her too much. It hadn't worked, though. The smell of her shampoo had clung faintly to her pillows, and it only made him miss her even more. It had also given him too much time to think about the odd change in her behavior since Thursday.
She came back late in the day on Sunday looking incredible. Toni was a beautiful brunette with a body that was somewhere between athletic and curvy. She came back from the shore with a creamy looking tan, and Mike's dad radar suddenly went into overdrive. He couldn't believe a girl as admittedly hot as his daughter could have gone through a weekend at the shore without getting hit on by dozens of guys. He didn't even want to think about whether or not she and her friends were away having sex with guys they'd just met.
But it wasn't long before Mike felt relieved. Toni was just as quiet and evasive as she was before she went off with her friends. He was sure a weekend of sex would have dramatically changed her mood.
No. There was something else going on with his precious girl. Something was troubling her, and he felt it was his responsibility as her father to help her through whatever it was.
Yet he didn't want to pry. He wanted her to feel free to come to him with anything, just as it had always been between them. So he gave her time to sort through whatever it was.
She disappeared again almost as soon as she got home, and once again, Mike found himself preparing dinner alone. Not only was he worried something was wrong, but he simply missed her company, even those times when there wasn't much to talk about.
When Toni came down from her room to eat, she was only wearing panties and a T shirt without a bra underneath. This wasn't especially unusual. Having been living together on their own for a couple of years already, ever since the divorce, she regularly padded around the house in panties and just a top. Mike never saw a reason to discourage her. She was a beautiful girl with a luscious body. He loved looking at her, and she didn't seem to mind in the least. And even if he thought once in a while about what it would be like to fuck her, it wasn't as if he'd ever actually try to. Besides, she was in her own home and she had the right to feel comfortable doing what she wanted.
Toni had started doing that very soon after the divorce, and Mike wasn't long to follow suit. If she could hang around the house in her underwear, then why shouldn't he, too? It was the kind of thing the girl's mother frowned upon, but since she was out of the picture, their new lifestyle was much more casual and relaxed.
Mike's daughter even felt comfortable enough to cuddle up beside him on the couch when they were watching something on TV together at night and just wearing their underwear. There were plenty of times Toni would fall asleep with her head in her father's lap. Sometimes this made his dick hard, but he rationed that since she was sleeping and didn't realize it there was nothing to worry about.
Most of the time, their closeness and cuddling together made Mike feel like he was married again, but not at all like it had been with Toni's mother. Their marriage had been full of stress and tension for a long time. With Toni, it felt like the kind of marriage Mike had always hoped for, full of love and closeness.
So when Toni finally joined her father in the kitchen on Sunday, he was nearly stunned when she went into the refrigerator and bent over to get something out. She was only wearing a skimpy thong under the T shirt that barely went past her ass cheeks when she was standing. Usually around the house she'd wear panties that at least covered most of her ass, even if they did nothing to hide her luscious shape.
Sitting at the table, Mike stared at his daughter's beautifully sculpted ass and the way her pussy pouted against the red gusset of her thong. He quickly noted her lack of tan lines and tried to imagine what, if anything at all, she'd been wearing on the beach during the weekend.
He was dressed as casually as his daughter, in just his boxer briefs and a T shirt. His cock started to get hard in his briefs, and he tried to will it away while reaching under the table to give it a squeeze at the same time. He brought his hand back above the table just as Toni straightened up and sat down. He almost forgot about the way she'd just flashed her ass and pussy at him when he saw the preoccupied look on her face.
He asked her about the weekend in general, making an effort not to come off as a nosy, overprotective father, even if he was one. Her answers were short and not very detailed, which didn't help ease his concerns. He was frustrated all through dinner. It was the first time he'd ever had so much trouble getting his daughter to open up about something that was bothering her.
When they finished eating, he poured them each a glass of wine, hoping it might help Toni relax and open up about whatever was wrong. They sat across from each other at the kitchen table, and Mike finally leveled a serious look at her.
"I know something's bothering you, sweetheart," he said. "And it must be pretty serious since you haven't wanted to talk to me about it, but I hope you know there's nothing we can't talk about."
"Yeah, maybe," she replied pensively.
"Hey, did you forget who you're talking to? Did you forget how much I love and care about you?"
Toni muttered something in response, and Mike kept on her to repeat whatever it was she said. It took some goading, but she finally looked him in the eye and said it.
"I know you love me, Dad," she forced herself to say. "But ... what I keep wondering is if you love me as much as I love you."
Mike was momentarily shocked.
"How could you think that?" he retorted. "I'd do anything for you, I hope you know."
"Anything?"
"Of course."
Toni took a deep breath, bracing herself. "Well, remember the extra money you gave me last week?"
Mike nodded that he did.
"I, um, went to a spa with Sandi and we both got a wax."
"Oh. Okay. That's nice. I'm glad you used the money for something fun." What he didn't tell her was how he was already imaging her smooth, completely bald pussy, although he was doing his best to put that out of his mind.
"Fun? Oh god it really kind of hurt. But it was kind of fun after the fact."
"I see," he said, not sure if he really wanted to know anything more. "But I don't see why that would bother you so much. You haven't been yourself for days."
She took another deep breath. "I guess there's no way to say this but to just say it. You see, I never felt so smooth ... down there ... and I've barely been able to stop touching myself."
"Ohhh, okay," Mike said, almost laughing. "That's nothing to be ashamed of, honey." But the thought of his hot, young daughter playing with her bald pussy made his cock ache.
"Yeah, I know," she countered with a smirk. "But that's not the problem."
Mike tried to be patient, but Toni wasn't making it easy. "Why don't you just spit it out," he told her.
"Okay, since you asked. I haven't been able to think about anything else. Even over the weekend. I just wanted you to know how smooth I feel. Um, down there. I wanted you to think it's pretty."
Mike looked at his daughter in shock. He felt like he was probably blushing as hard as she was. As much as he'd thought about his daughter's pussy more often than he cared to admit, knowing that she'd just had it waxed drove his sordid interest to a whole new level. He was dying to see it, and his pulse was racing while he tried to take a few deep breaths and imagine the right thing to say. He took a big sip of wine and placed his hands on the table in an attempt to keep them steady.
"Daddy? Do you think I'm a freak?" she asked before he had a chance to gather his thoughts.
Mike decided honesty was the best policy. What kind of man would lie to his own daughter?
"To be honest, sweetheart, I never would have thought you were any kind of freak. You've always been a very good girl. Maybe a little flirtier than you should be the way you often dress around the house, a little precocious, perhaps, but there's really nothing wrong with that. So no, I never thought of you as freaky...until now."
"Oh. Sorry, Daddy," she said, casting her eyes down and looking very disappointed.
"For what, baby?"
"For being a freak."
"Aww, sweetheart," he said, reaching across the table to hold her hand. "I didn't mean for you to think there's anything wrong with being a freak. In your case it's really sweet."
"Really?" she said, looking back up.
"Really, baby girl," he nodded, smiling. "It wouldn't be fair to think otherwise, since your dad is kind of a freak, too."
"Seriously? What do you mean, Dad?"
"I mean that I've wondered hundreds of times what you look like between your pretty legs. Pretty much every time you wear panties around the house and I can't help staring at the little bulge of your mound."
"I like it when you do that, Daddy," she replied, almost shyly. "I guess we're both a couple of freaks, huh?"
"Like father, like daughter," Mike smiled. "So why don't you just go ahead and show your dad how pretty that smooth pussy looks?"
Toni looked excited yet nervous as she slowly pushed back her chair and rose to her feet. Mike felt as nervous as she looked, but he tried his best to look perfectly calm on the surface. But meanwhile, his heart was pounding harder than ever as he watched his sexy daughter step around to his side of the table and lift the bottom of her T shirt up to just below her braless boobs.
She leaned over and whispered to him, as if she couldn't bring herself to say it in a normal voice.
"You do it, Daddy."
When Mike pushed his chair back, the bulge in his briefs came into view as he backed a couple of feet from the table. Toni uttered a gasp, and her father discovered her staring straight at it.
"You're already hard?" she mused aloud.
"Pretty much since you bent over in front of the fridge to tease me, my sweet little freak-girl."
Toni giggled. "I'm really glad it worked," she confessed.
Trying to control the excited tremor in his hands, Mike placed each of his palms on his daughter's bare hips and hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her thong.
"Are you sure you want me to see this, baby? This will be burned in Daddy's memory forever."
"I hope you really mean that," she replied.
Mike began tugging down on Toni's thong, savoring the silken feel of her skin as he pulled it all the way down to reveal her satin-smooth, perfectly V shaped pussy mound. He gazed longingly at his daughter's mound while her panties dropped to the floor and she stepped out of them.
"Do you like it, Daddy?" she asked anxiously. "Do I have a pretty pussy?"
"Oh, sweetheart, it's the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen," he admitted sincerely.
Then he pushed his chair back a little further, giving Toni room to sit on the edge of the table and plant her feet on the outer edges of her father's chair. Her fresh, young slit was practically in Mike's face now, with her pouty lips beginning to part open with her legs so far apart.
"Sweetie, you're already so wet," he noted, sliding his hand up the smoothness of her inner thigh until his fingers were rubbing against her syrup-coated sex lips.
"I can't help it, Daddy," she said, half moaning and gasping as his fingers explored her slit. "You like waxed all smooth like that? Should I keep doing it?"
"Absolutely, baby girl. I'll pay for the sessions, and then you can always show me how pretty and smooth you are."
"Oh god, Daddy, I'd love that so much."
He took his time and explored his daughter's perfectly smooth pussy with his fingers, massaging her slippery lips and smearing her honey all over her mound and upper thighs.
"Baby? Do you think it means I'm a freak if I want to fingerfuck that gorgeous pussy of yours?" he asked, firmly rubbing circles over her swollen clit with the pad of his thumb.
"Y-yes," she gasped. "And please hurry up."
Mike chuckled briefly, but then he stared in fascination as he slipped his finger deeply into his daughter's hot, slick hole. She whimpered and moaned as he began sliding his finger in and out her, soon sliding a second finger in and making her moan louder and harder. He curled his fingers and struck her G spot instantly, rubbing the velvety patch while Toni gripped the edge of the table with both hands and rocked her hips at her father's exploring fingers.
"Do you taste as sweet as you look, baby girl?"
"Oh fuck, Daddy, please just lick it and then you can tell me!"
Mike grinned and leaned down to lap and suck on the girl's hotly aroused clit while his fingers never let up massaging her inner sweet spot. He hungrily devoured her clit and all around the fringe of her pussy where his fingers were stuck inside her. Twice, her muscles inside clenched at his fingers while she whimpered and squealed through each climax.
His cock had never felt so hard, straining for freedom against his stretchy briefs. Finally he pushed his chair back even further, pulling his fingers out of her hole and standing up.
"You do taste as sweet as you look, baby," he told her, just before pulling her into his arms and kissing her supple mouth hard and deep. With her creamy juices covering his lips and chin, he knew she could taste herself all over his mouth.
When the kiss ended, Mike pulled off his T shirt and then pushed down his briefs, letting his impossibly swollen cock snap free and swagger freely under his daughter's astonished gaze.
"Are you gonna put that big cock inside me, Daddy?" she asked with an unwavering stare.
"Yes, baby, I am," he replied, reaching for her T shirt to pull it off of her body. "Daddy's gonna fuck you now, pretty baby. And I'm gonna pump all my cum deep inside that sweet, smooth fuckhole you have," he added as he began fondling her full tits with both hands.
"That's really dirty," Toni cooed, reaching for her father's rigid cock.
"Yes, it is, darling," he agreed as she stroked his throbbing pole, greedily pulling him closer to her pussy. "But you're a dirty little freak. And so's your father."
Toni guided his thick rod to her slick opening and Mike pushed himself inward, gradually plugging her completely hairless slit with his throbbing cock. She gasped and moaned uncontrollably until he finally began to pump his shaft into her wet core in a steady rhythm.
"You're Daddy's little freak now," he growled, driving deep, hard thrusts into the hot, slippery tightness of his daughter's hole.
"God, yes, Daddy, do you mean it? Am I all yours now?"
"Oh, fuck, yes," he groaned, pumping steadily, his juice-filled balls mashing against her ass with every thrust.
Mike reached behind her and shoved all the dishes and glasses off the table, scattering broken shards and leftover scraps of food all around them on the floor. He then pushed her back against the table while she wrapped her legs around his hips and took his cock thrusts with gasps and whimpers of needy pleasure.
Not long after he leaned over and took turns sucking on each of his daughter's hard, delicious nipples, Toni's pussy rocked and rippled with another climax. He kept sucking and pounding into her until he could feel her second release, which finally forced him to rear upright and thrust his aching prick wildly into her sheath until his cum was gushing deep into her body with hot, electrifying spurts.
"Holy fuck," Toni said dreamily.
Mike pulled her upright and they spent a long time kissing while his hands never left the warm softness of her supple tits. The girl's luscious boobs were just as amazing as her pussy, and Mike couldn't imagine getting enough of everything his daughter had.
Finally, he told her he'd clean up the mess later, and took her into the bathroom to shower together. He couldn't help but smile with satisfaction when Toni sank to her knees and licked the taste of their fucking from his cock and balls. She kept licking and exploring his cock with her lips and tongue until he was hard again, and then she patiently and eagerly sucked his swollen shaft until he spent another load in her pretty mouth.
After their shower, Mike brought his beautiful daughter to bed. They lay there naked, holding each other close.
"Daddy," Toni finally said softly. "Do you realize you fucked me without a condom? All that cum went way up inside me."
"Yes, baby. That's how passionate lovers fuck."
"Is that what we are now, Daddy?"
"Yes, baby, it is. Finally. I think we were always meant to be."
"Mmm, me, too. Passionate lovers...and freaks."
Mike chuckled and gripped his daughter's warm, supple ass. "It's okay to be both, my love," he told her.
"I love you, Daddy. So much," she sighed.
"I love you, too, baby girl."
They fell asleep soon after that. Mike had already decided to take that Monday off from work, expecting to have a very busy day at home with his astonishing daughter.
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With an empty house all to himself, Jay took advantage of the opportunity to strip naked and play with his horny cock for as long as he could keep himself on the edge. It seemed like forever since he'd been able to enjoy a long, uninterrupted play session, even if he was only doing it on his own. He certainly would rather have had the right company, but he'd always been exceptionally adept at pleasing himself.
Not caring that his bedroom door was wide open, the muscular eighteen-year-old sprawled naked on his bed, already half erect out of sheer anticipation, and was swiping through pictures and dirty stories on his tablet. Having just freshened up the shave around his cock and balls a little earlier in the shower, the horny college freshman savored the smooth feel of his body as his cock steadily grew longer and thicker.
He thought about getting up and walking around the house naked with his swollen rod in his fist. He loved the feeling of freedom it gave him. It was the closest he could think of to the feeling of being naked in public, something he hadn't been able to do in much too long, but then he swiped across a few pictures he had of Denise, a girl he'd had some very good times with during his first year away at college. With Denise, Jay had discovered a surprising taste for risky, public sex.
They'd had dozens of hot encounters in her car parked in places where they could easily have gotten caught, and Jay found the risk always seemed to make his eager dick throb like crazy. The fact that Denise only seemed to be encouraged by the risk made it that much hotter. They'd taken a lot of chances together, but the time he fucked her in a hot tub with two of her friends watching had made him cum as hard as he could ever remember.
One of her friends had spent a couple of weeks housesitting for her boss, who owned a lavish home not too far from their campus. Denise's friend had invited them over to hang out and have a few beers in her boss's hot tub. One other girl was there, too.
Jay had enjoyed stripping naked in front of the three college girls more than he would ever expect. Denise could tell it had turned him on to expose himself to her friends, and she hadn't made any effort to hide it when she started stroking his growing cock under the bubbling water. Before the night was over, she straddled him where he sat and they fucked each other hungrily while her two friends watched, their reactions running between gasps of surprise and nervous laughter.
Jay never expected Denise's friends to join in. Not that he wouldn't have loved it, but he knew it wasn't what his girlfriend wanted. Either way, just exposing himself and fucking his girl in front of her amazed friends had been incredible. He knew they could see his hard dick under the water while he was plunging it into his girlfriend's pussy with long, excited thrusts while she gasped and moaned, gripping the side of the tub while she rubbed her gorgeous tits up and down his face.
Now looking at a photo on his tablet of Denise's spread, hairless pussy, her finger deeply lodged in her glistening, pink hole, Jay thought back to that night and stroked his cock until he was fully engorged and throbbing with hot need. He knew he had a special girl and trying to get her friends involved wouldn't have been worth losing her. Sadly, he'd probably only get to see her only two or three times over the summer.
He'd been home for almost two weeks by now, and since the job he had for the summer demanded staggered hours, he took advantage of these stretches of time where he had the house to himself. With the image of Denise's smooth, wet pussy on his tablet, Jay kept stroking his hard dick until he was throbbing. He was so hard now his entire body was tingling with sensation while he groaned and fisted his rock-hard pole faster.
Not only did he miss Denise, but he missed all the eye candy that surrounded him on campus back at college. Denise was his girl, but that didn't keep him from looking at the hot, shapely coeds that seemed to be everywhere. It wasn't the same now that he was back home. Not even close. Sometimes there were hot looking customers at the large, home improvement center where he worked, but the one who kept drawing his wandering eyes the most was his own mother, Marcie.
At thirty-seven, Marcie was younger and much sexier than any of Jay's friends' mothers. His friends had always said so themselves. Sometimes that bothered him, but it also made him admire his mother and feel proud of how good she looked. And she looked better than ever since he'd gotten back. She was on the thick and curvy side, but her body was firm looking and her skin smooth and well cared for. She wore her wavy, brown hair at a medium length, barely touching her shoulders. And while Marcie was blessed with a pretty face with a full, sensuous mouth, her most striking feature was her ripe, full, D cup tits.
Jay's mother wasn't a woman who went out of her way to wear revealing outfits, but she had that kind of body that was hard to conceal. She wasn't a particularly conservative dresser, either, not being so shy to wear short skirts, yoga pants or low-cut tops. And when she was at home, she often opted for the comfort of going without a bra.
Not for the first time, Jay's thoughts turned to his pretty mother as he let go of his tablet and began fondling his balls with one hand while the other kept pumping the length of his rigid cock. The closest he'd ever come to seeing her naked was when she put on a bikini to sunbathe in. In his mind, he could see her standing outside in the little turquoise string bikini she sometimes wore. It didn't take much to imagine her untying those strings and letting the bright strips of fabric fall away from her glorious body.
Her bikini left little doubt his mother either shaved or kept her pussy very closely trimmed. He didn't feel at all weird about imagining her naked while he stroked his overheated cock. If anything, the excitement of jerking off to his mother was making precum drip heavily out of his cock head. And why not? Wasn't it better to be able to love a woman who made him this horny?
Jay realized just how much he really did love his mother, yet part of him wished she could see him now. That exhibitionist streak in him drove his excitement higher as he imagined how she'd react to the sight of her son's fully aroused cock. He was lost in the heightened sensations shooting through him while he gripped his shaft hard. He flashed back on fucking Denise in that hot tub, but in his mind now, it was his mother he saw sitting just a few feet across, her heavy tits bobbing on the surface of the water while she gazed in awe, her nipples hard and glistening wet.
With precum dripping in a mad flow, Jay was quickly rushing toward the peak of his pleasure. His eyes were clenched shut while his tight, young body grew tense at the promise of his oncoming explosion. He started to groan just as he heard the sound of someone coming into his room.
Jay's eyes suddenly opened wide, shocked to discover his mother standing in the room holding a basket full of laundry. She was gazing openly at the big, swollen cock in his fist, but then her eyes lifted to his face and she kept walking the rest of the way into his room to set down the laundry. She was wearing thin, white yoga pants and a light blue T shirt with a scooped neck. And judging from the way her heavy tits moved as she walked it was clear she wasn't wearing a bra.
Jay could barely move. His hand was frozen still on his cock but his shaft kept pulsing with desperate heat in his grip.
"Uh, I didn't think anyone was home," he said breathlessly, at a loss to say anything else.
"Obviously," his mother said, a faint smile playing at the corners of her lips. "After you're, um, finished, I could use your help with something."
And with one more open glance at her son's hard cock, Marcie walked out of his bedroom, closing the door behind her.
Jay's hand was pumping his shaft again before the door was even closed. The mixture of embarrassment and excitement he felt was driving him straight toward an urgent climax. It was one thing to fantasize about his own mother seeing him, but the unexpected reality was more than his mind could process. So he just let his cock lead the way while he lifted his ass off the bed and fisted a dizzying geyser of spunk from his cock that ended up spattering half his naked body.
Afterward, he couldn't help thinking about how calm his mother had seemed, even despite the way she kept sneaking looks at his cock. She'd even expected him to cum. She'd all but invited him to.
He took a quick shower before going to see what she wanted, and while he was hurriedly washing his own cum off his body, he realized how much he wished his mother had stayed in his room long enough to watch him spurt. The very idea made him start tingling all over again.
After his shower he quickly threw on a pair of snug white boxer briefs and a T shirt that didn't fall far past his waist. With the memory of his mother's coy smile on her face, he could barely think of anything else except to wonder how she'd react to seeing the way his junk looked in tight briefs. He was so tempted to go downstairs naked as he thought about how much it made him throb to have her looking at his exposed cock, but she probably wouldn't have reacted the same way if it happened on purpose. She was his mother, after all. She might have been the sexiest mother he knew, and pretty casual and open-minded, but he couldn't believe she'd have the same kind of naughty streak he was beginning to discover in himself.
When he got downstairs, he found her in the kitchen running a cloth over a counter that already looked perfectly clean. He leaned in the doorway and watched her from behind. What he didn't notice upstairs was the outline of a scant, white thong under her yoga pants. Little wonder, considering how distracted he'd been. Her ass looked amazing, but his admiration was cut short when Marcie dropped the cloth and turned around. She almost looked surprised to see him there.
"You said you needed my help with something?" he said.
"Oh sure. I just didn't expect to see you so soon. Thought you might be busy a while longer." She was clearly trying to suppress a smirk.
Jay felt his face burn, knowing he must have looked beet red. "Oh, um...I was already going for a while," he sputtered without thinking, not wanting his mother to think he came really fast.
He caught his mother blushing too.
"You might want to keep your door closed if your father's home, sweetie," she suggested. She leaned back against the counter while her eyes drifted down to the bulge in his briefs, and then slowly back to her son's face.
"Yeah, if Dad's home," he agreed. But not if you're here, he told himself silently.
Jay was already wondering if his mother wanted another look as much as he wanted to give her one. And after what just happened, and looking at his curvaceous mother now, it wasn't going to be long before he'd be indulging in another stroke session.
"Well I hate to spoil your day, honey, but you're going to need pants for what I want you to do," Marcie told him. "I have some errands and I'd like you to drive and help out."
Jay ran back up to his room and quickly pulled on a pair of shorts, then met his mother outside where she handed him the keys to her minivan. She only had a couple of stops to make, the main one being at a large greenhouse where she bought plants, soil and pots. Jay did all the heavy lifting, and he could barely keep his eyes off her while she stretched or bent over as she made her selections. She hadn't bothered to put on a bra before leaving the house, and Jay had never been so mesmerized by his mother's full tits in his life.
There were plenty of times Jay caught other men checking out his curvaceous mother. Anger and jealousy were his first reactions, but then he'd begin to feel proud of her. It was the same reaction he always had when he caught other guys checking out Denise. At first, Jay had the impression his mother was actually encouraging strange men to look. She seemed to be constantly bending over and showing off her ass and camel toe in her revealing yoga pants or offering a generous view of her ripe, braless tits as the scooped neck of her T shirt dipped down. But after it kept happening again and again, he realized she was still doing it when there was no one else around to see but him.
Jay had never seen his mother act this way anytime his father was around. For that matter, he'd never seen her leave the house in his father's presence dressed the way she was now. It sure looked like Marcie had the same kind of adventurous streak her son had and it made him smile to wonder how much their earlier chance encounter had to do with awakening it. But it could have been an overactive imagination playing tricks on him, too. Either way, his cock was tingling heavily with sensation long before it was time to go back home.
Neither said a word about what his mother had seen earlier, but Jay felt like it was constantly hanging in the air between them. Marcie's behavior was suddenly more open than usual. At least that's how it seemed, but Jay wondered if he was only more sensitive to it because of what happened.
When they got home, Jay helped his mother carry her purchases around the side of the house to set them down on the large deck in back, close to where she wanted them when she was working on her gardening.
"Thank you so much, honey," Marcie told him after they set down the last load. "I couldn't have done all that without you."
"No problem, Mom," Jay replied.
Then his mother gave him a long, tight hug, mashing her full tits against his body. With only the fabric of their T shirts between them, Jay could feel her warm tits like never before, and the struggle to keep his cock from going completely hard was over in seconds. There was no way she couldn't feel the solid rod pulsing in his shorts, and since she didn't seem to mind, he couldn't resist pressing a little harder into her lush body.
"Maybe tomorrow you can help me get some of those flowers planted," she said while they kept holding each other.
"Um, sure," Jay replied, keeping his cock snugged against his mother's body. "I have to work half a day, though."
Marcie smiled. "You're the best, baby," she said.
Then she kissed his cheek, practically on the corner of his mouth. Finally letting him go, she turned to go into the house through the sliding glass doors from the deck. Jay helped himself to a good look at his mother's full, shapely ass as she swayed slowly into the house, the sight of the outline of her thong causing a hard dribble of precum to soak into his briefs.
He waited a few minutes before following his mother inside. When he went upstairs, he discovered she was in the bathroom with the shower already running. The door was wide open and she was bending over to remove her thong. She stood back up and saw him gazing in surprise. She just smiled and slid back the door to step into the tub.
Inside the shower stall, behind the frosted glass, Jay's view of his naked mother was severely diminished. He watched the motion of her body a moment longer, but then continued on to his room with a raging hard on straining at his shorts. He quickly dropped his shorts and briefs, then pulled off his T shirt, too. With his door wide open like before he started stroking his cock to all the images of his hot mother he'd gotten between their shopping trip and the brief look he'd gotten at her naked body.
After a couple of minutes stroking and listening to the sound of his mother in the shower, Jay got off his bed and walked back out of his room. With his raging hard on in his fist, he took those few, slow steps toward the open bathroom door and stood just outside. He watched the cloudy shape of his naked mother in the shower and slowly stroked his rod. His pulse was pounding madly as he thought of the easy chance of her noticing him. It wouldn't be like what happened earlier when she'd walked in by accident. If she saw him now it would be obvious he meant for her to see him.
With the steam of the shower, his view of his mother was even cloudier, but he could see enough to know when she stopped moving, facing in his direction. Through the misted glass her view of him was probably no better. She might not have seen the details of his bared cock, but she'd certainly see the motion of his hand and arm while his hand slid along the generous length of his excited cock.
Marcie's hands were moving over her body, but it was hard to tell if she was playing with herself or just washing. Either way, she knew her son was there and that was enough to make Jay's cock pulse with heat in his stroking fist. He stayed there for a while, but finally went back down the hall to his room, sitting on the edge of his bed and stroking himself slowly while his door hung wide open once again.
Keeping himself on the edge, Jay was careful not to jack himself too hard or fast while he listened to his mother finish showering just down the hall. There were a few minutes of tortuous silence after the water shut off, his hand carefully squeezing his rock-hard flesh, precum oozing heavily out of his cock head.
Then his mother appeared in his doorway, leaning against the frame like she meant to stay there a while. Jay's heart nearly exploded and he had to stroke extra carefully now or his cock might explode too.
"Again, Jay?" his mother asked, watching the motion of his tight fist.
He could barely think of what to say so he just nodded his head. Marcie's skin was still shimmering with moisture, and her only covering was a towel wrapped around her body. Her smooth, shapely legs were bare to within an agonizing inch or two below her pussy, and her ripe cleavage was deeply displayed where the towel was tucked into place over her tits.
"You must really miss that girl you've been texting all the time," she said. "What did you say her name was?"
"Denise." Jay's voice was little more than a croak.
He was far more excited now than the last time, knowing his mother had come intentionally to catch him jacking off. At the same time, he couldn't take his eyes off her and wished the towel would come loose and fall off to expose her outrageously hot body.
"Denise," his mother repeated in a thoughtful tone. "Is she a good fuck, honey?"
Jay nearly came on the spot. His mother had never talked that way in front of him before. She had to be aware of the effect she was having on him, and he was stunned to discover she had it in her to exploit it.
"Well? Is she?" Marcie pressed.
He could barely speak so he just nodded again.
"That's good, baby," she replied with a coy smile.
That's when the sound of his father's car pulling into the driveway reached them.
"Oh, your father's home. Remember what we said earlier? About keeping your door closed when he's in the house?"
"Sure, Mom," Jay managed to say.
Marcie then pulled her towel loose, letting it fall away from her naked body. Jay was stunned to see that her pussy was completely smooth and bald. Her tits seemed even bigger naked, if that were possible, and he was dangerously close to losing whatever control of his body he had left. His mother made a token show of drying her hair with one hand while she reached for the door knob with the other.
"Be sure to clean up before dinner, baby," she told him just before pulling the door closed.
Jay leaned back on his bed and finally pumped a hard, frothing gusher of spunk from his overheated cock that spattered the upper half of his body. He was barely finished cumming before he could hear his mother shut herself back into the bathroom, and his father coming into the house downstairs.



By the time Marcie locked herself back in the bathroom her pussy was on fire and she was so wet she was in danger of dripping sex nectar down her upper thighs. She couldn't believe she actually went through with it, flashing her naked body at her own son after teasing him all afternoon. She didn't know how she managed to show a calm exterior, but ever since she'd caught her son stroking his cock earlier in the day she knew she wanted to see him again. She wasn't even sure she could make him hard, but there was something about the way he'd stared at her from his bed when she walked in with the laundry. She could have sworn there was a spark of recognition there.
Marcie had always enjoyed the attention her looks and body still attracted, but she'd never gone so far as she had that day. Then again, she'd never seen her son look at her the way he had, and with his ragingly hard cock in his fist. When she woke up that morning, she never would have imagined the things that were going through her mind now, or the aching drip in her pussy it was all leaving her with. It was like a wall around her lifelong sense of propriety had been smashed to rubble.
Sitting on the closed lid of the toilet seat, she spread her legs and set her well-practiced fingers to work on her broiling pussy. She wished she had more time to play, and even see if she had the courage to leave the door open to give Jay a chance to catch her in the act the way she'd caught him, but Richard was home from work. Her husband would expect her to make an appearance before long, forcing her to rush through an orgasm that would only satisfy her in the short term.
With two fingers sliding in and out of her slippery hole, Marcie kept Jay in her mind and the look on his face when she pulled the towel away from her body. He might have been answering questions about his girlfriend, but his eyes had been on her and the state of his beautifully impressive cock proved how much he loved everything he'd seen. And he'd obviously wanted her to see how much she aroused him. She could tell he'd been stroking that luscious cock when showed up in the bathroom doorway. She'd left it wide open for him, after all, and she would have been surprised if he hadn't appeared.
With the steamy glass between them it was difficult to see very much, but she'd had a vivid idea of his throbbing cock in mind as her hands had run longingly over her full tits and aching pussy.
If only Jay could see her now, with one hand groping her lush, stiff-nippled tits and the other grinding and pumping fingers into her sodden slit. If only Richard hadn't decided to be on time today she'd have the bathroom door wide open. Then her gorgeous son would catch her fingerfucking herself just as she'd caught him stroking his cock.
Marcie's fingers began pumping faster into her slick hole as she thought of Jay standing in the doorway right now with his big, fat cock in his fist. She'd invite him to come closer where they could see each other better. Maybe even close enough for his cum to reach her skin when he finally couldn't hold it in any longer. The sheer heat and wickedness of the idea sent the sexy, passionate mother over the edge of her own pleasure. She quickly brought her left hand to her clit, rubbing it in hard circles while the fingers of her other hand plunged again and again into her rippling sheath.
Her peak left her breathless and she could hear Richard calling to her from downstairs. She yelled back to let him know she'd be down when she was finished "freshening up".
After wiping up the nectar from her thighs and fingers, Marcie moisturized her entire body, and finally left the bathroom. Knowing Richard was most likely already parked in his easy chair, sipping on his first gin and tonic, she took the chance of walking out naked, tempting the chance that Jay might see her. She actually went by his bedroom door, but it was still closed. The temptation to walk in without knocking was nearly impossible, but now that her husband was home she resisted and went back to her own room.
As she dropped the towel and got ready to get dressed, she started to look for just the right thing to wear to keep Jay's eyes on her as much as possible. It was promising to be a warm night, so she decided on a summer dress. The one she chose had a floral print on an off-white background. It was cut severely low, with a plunging V in front that showed off the full inner curves of her sumptuous tits as it was meant to be worn without a bra. The hem was loose and fell about mid-thigh but rode much shorter if she had to sit. With Jay on her mind, Marcie decided not to bother with panties either. Richard would probably barely notice.
The dress was two years old. And now, despite the events of the day, she felt a nervous charge as she wondered what her son was going to think of how she looked.
Marcie was used to male eyes lingering over the generous curves of her body. Until today, she would never have admitted to herself that the way Jay's friends often looked at her excited her more than when men her own or Richard's age looked at her the same way. And as perfectly wicked as it was, the voluptuous mother was at a complete loss to be able to compare the feeling her own son's brash behavior inspired in her.
She felt her heart race as she checked herself in the mirror one last time before taking a deep breath and going downstairs. By the time she reached the last stair and slowly walked into the living room her pulse was racing. Her husband was reading news articles on his tablet and didn't even look up when she went in. It was pretty much what Marcie expected from him. Nothing. But her son was sitting at the end of the couch and the stunned look on his face was priceless as his eyes followed the hypnotic sway of his mother's big tits as they nearly wobbled their way out of the dress barely covering them.
Marcie's face flushed hot with excitement and she couldn't suppress a satisfied smile when she took a seat at the other end of the sofa. The TV was on but no one was paying attention to it. Sitting in the easy chair, Richard's face was glued to his tablet screen while their son was still staring in awe at his mother's luscious tits and shapely legs. After everything that had happened, she wasn't surprised Jay was growing so bold with his sordid attention but his voluptuous mother couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so pleased or excited.
Jay was wearing a loose pair of drawstring shorts that draped over his trim, young body like silk. Marcie was pleased to see the signs of a growing cock under the fabric, and when her son surreptitiously slid his hand over the bulge and squeezed his flesh she felt her own body temperature rise to a new level.
Casting a quick glance at her husband to make sure he was still lost in his own world, Marcie then caught Jay's eye with a meaningful look as she let her own eyes drop to his cock. At the same time, she slipped her hand inside the wide-open front of her dress, cupping her full, round boob and squeezing it while her son closely studied every touch and gesture. The heat in Marcie's body was shooting straight to her pussy while she fondled herself, her nipple going thick and hard under her rolling fingers.
Jay's cock looked painfully hard in his shorts, and so clearly outlined by the light, summery fabric he was wearing. While Marcie continued to play with her nipple under her dress, she watched her son slowly lift the leg of his shorts until the fat tip of his cock was exposed. Her breath and pulse caught at the same time. He'd already shown her more that day, but that he would risk exposing his cock this way with his unwitting father in the room was beyond anything she could imagine.
She gazed at the boldly displayed head of her son's cock and imagined what it would feel like in her mouth. After a few moments, Jay pulled the leg of his shorts back over his hard dick. Marcie was disappointed, but she knew her son couldn't very well let his naked cock hang exposed with his father sitting just a few feet away.
After he covered his rod, Marcie brought her eyes up to Jay's face to see the excited grin plastered across it. She took a deep breath and then glanced at her husband again.
"How about I freshen up that drink, honey?" she suggested to Richard.
"That would be great," her husband replied, smiling without turning to look at her.
Marcie got up and took the half empty cocktail glass from the table by the chair Richard was sitting and turned her back to him. Jay was watching her closely. With a smile, Marcie pulled the sides of her dress front open with her free hand, completely exposing her sumptuous tits to her admiring son. She then walked slowly the long way around the couch while only her son could watch the hypnotic sway of her heavy tits as she made her way to the kitchen.
Emptying Richard's glass into the sink, Marcie began preparing him another gin and tonic. A mixture of excitement and liberation came over her as she took her time moving around the kitchen with her beautiful tits bouncing free. She knew her husband wasn't about to get up and come in, but the thought that her son could at any moment only heightened her excitement.
She giggled softly to herself while she thought of the way her son was quickly growing bolder and prouder of flashing his excited cock at her. The only problem was that the more she got to see of her son's cock the more she began thinking of feeling and tasting it. Without a doubt, Jay had one of the most beautifully formed, solid looking specimens of man meat Marcie had ever seen. She actually snickered quietly to herself while she was mixing Richard his cocktail and thinking that Jay's cock was so much more impressive than his father's. Not only did she feel excited by him, but she felt so proud of him too.
Marcie also wondered if Jay was beginning to feel the same way, that just looking could only go so far. Could her son actually be wondering what his own mother's body would taste and feel like? He must be. Why else would he get so hard?
With so many thoughts running through her mind, she decided to make herself a drink, too. She'd barely gotten started when she noticed her phone lying on the counter. With her heart racing, she picked it up and took a selfie of her glorious tits hanging out through the opening of her skimpy summer dress. She felt an extra jolt in her pulse when she sent it to Jay's number.
With a smile on her face, she went back to making that second drink for herself. When she was just about to put the ice tray back in the freezer, her phone buzzed with an incoming message. Seeing it was from her son, she stopped what she was doing immediately to see what his reaction was. When she thumbed open the message, she found herself staring at a photo of him lying halfway across the couch holding the waistband of his shorts up with one hand. His fully hardened cock was jutting upward against his lower abs, and in the background she could see her husband gazing at his tablet screen, totally oblivious.
Marci couldn't help giggling out loud at her son's brash behavior. At the same time, her pussy flushed with heat at the secret view of his rock-hard cock. After a couple of minutes to admire Jay's solid manhood, she took a seat on one of the kitchen chairs, pulling the short hem of her dress up around her hips and spreading her shapely thighs. She covered her smoothly shaven slit with the middle finger of her left hand and took a picture with her phone in the right. Hitting the send button, she could only imagine how Jay would react.
Tucking her phone in the pocket of her dress, Marcie finished mixing the second drink and covered her nipples again before bringing them into the living room.
"Thank you, honey," Richard said without looking up when his wife set his drink on the table beside his chair.
She went to sit on the couch again. Jay was leaning up against the other end with one leg crossed over the other in an attempt to keep the bulge of his erection from being too obvious. He was holding his phone in front of his face with a sly grin. It looked like he was typing a message, and a moment later Marcie's phone buzzed with a notification.
Tease, it simply said.
Marcie's heart leapt at her son's bold accusation. You're one to talk, she wrote back.
Seriously? I think you got to see ALL of me quite a bit today. You kept your finger in the way!
Marcie peered over at her son with a coy smirk, doing her best to keep from showing how excited she really felt. Her pussy was quivering with heat by now. She couldn't believe she was actually sexting with her own son while her husband was sitting barely ten feet away. Her heart was thumping like mad as she typed a reply.
Weren't your mother's big tits enough?
Jay was typing a response while his father put his table down and turned his attention to the TV.
No. I want more.
Marcie's pussy quivered at the implication of her son's text. She didn't know how she could possibly sit still now.
You're a spoiled brat, she texted back.
Not as spoiled as I could be ;)
Now Marcie could barely breathe, and when she chanced a look at her son he was letting the tip of his cock show through the leg of his shorts again.
"Oh, no," she said, standing up. "I can't believe I forgot a couple of things at the market. I better go now so I don't have to go back out tomorrow."
"That's fine, honey," Richard said, barely turning his face away from the TV.
"Wanna come?" she said, looking straight at Jay, her heart pounding harder than ever.
"I sure do," her son replied with a wicked grin that made his mother's pussy flush.
Jay couldn't believe what was happening. He walked out of the room keeping his back to his father while the rigid hard on he had for his mother was making a monstrous bulge in his shorts. Marcie was just a few steps behind him as they got outside and into her minivan. She didn't waste a second before starting the engine and pulling out of the driveway.
"Go ahead and take it out," she told him before they even reached the first corner. "I know you're dying to."
The young man shoved his shorts down to his ankles with a wicked leer at his mother and leaned back against the seat while he started stroking his cock.
"You've been dying to watch me jerk it again just as much," he replied. "You want to see me cum again, don't you, Mom?"
"Oh, my god, you're so spoiled."
"So you say, but if you really wanna spoil me you'll pull those gorgeous tits out and let me jack off to them."
His mother just snorted at the idea as if it were preposterous, but she quickly pulled the sides of her dress open to expose her naked melons while she drove.
"Fuck," Jay said. "I can't believe Dad wasn't dragging you off to your room the second he saw you in that dress. You're so fucking hot, Mom."
"Pfffff," his mother snorted. "That'll be the day. I don't even care anymore. Besides, there's this hot young guy I know who has a MUCH nicer cock."
"Hmm, then you should really fuck him," Jay grinned. Then he let go of his cock and reached over to feel his mother's exposed tits while she drove.
Marcie's tits felt heavy and so firm. Her nipples were hard as knots and Jay loved hearing the soft little gasps his mother made when he squeezed them tight. He lowered his head and sucked them, too, as much as he could while she had to drive.
Fortunately, they didn't have much farther to go before they could stop. Marcie was driving along a commercial strip where some of the stores and plazas were already closed for the night. She pulled into the empty lot of a large chain store and drove around behind the building so they weren't visible from the main drag.
No sooner than his mother shut off the engine, Jay was leaning across the console fondling her sumptuous tits again. When he kissed her mouth for the first time it felt like an explosion of hot excitement passed between them. Marcie's lips parted eagerly while their tongues did a writhing dance of lewd desperation within the juncture of their mouths.
And when she reached for his cock and began stroking him, Jay quickly thrust one hand under the hem of his mother's dress and began rubbing her pussy while the other kept fondling her exposed tits. Her legs opened readily for him and he discovered how wet she already was the second his fingers made contact with her smooth slit. She gasped deeply into her son's mouth as soon as he started fingering her slippery lips and her hips rocked greedily to the stroke of his large fingers.
Jay's cock felt like it was on fire as it throbbed wildly in his mother's stroking fist. He couldn't believe she was touching his rock-hard shaft and actually sucking his tongue while he felt those amazing tits he'd only admired from a distance for so long. And they felt incredible. So heavy and firm, and every time he squeezed her swollen nipples nice and tight she gave away how sensitive they were by gasping heatedly into his mouth.
When he began to slide a pair of fingers up inside his mother's hot, wet pussy channel, Marcie gasped more deeply than ever while her whole body stiffened in response. Her legs opened wider, her hips shoving forward into his hand while their kiss broke off at the same time.
"Baby, fuck, I can't believe you've got your fingers inside me," she moaned breathlessly.
"That's not all I'm gonna be putting inside you, Mom," he growled without thinking.
"Fuck, you are so spoiled," she told him again, this time barely able to utter the words without stopping to breathe between every other one.
Jay then lowered his face to his mother's luscious tits and began going back and forth between them, licking and sucking each of her hardened nipples while he continued thrusting his fingers into her hot, wet hole. He finger-fucked his mother the same way Denise always begged him to finger her, too, curling them up to make sure he was massaging her g spot. From his mother's wild, breathless reaction, he was pretty sure her sweet spot hadn't been touched in a while. Before long, she was gasping and stamping her feet while her pussy sprayed hot liquid all around his pumping fingers.
Marcie was momentarily dazed after her orgasm. Jay was amazed. Even Denise never squirted the way his mother just did.
"Damn, Mom, I can't believe you're a squirter," he said, grinning excitedly.
"Neither can I," Marcie replied, still breathing heavily. "That was the first time. Ever."
Jay pulled his fingers out of his mother's pussy and sucked her juice off each one while she watched. Then she got out of the vehicle and went around to his side, opening his door. Her tits were still hanging free through the front of her dress as she reached for his cock and began stroking it again. With his mother standing in the open doorway of the car, they started kissing again, but it wasn't long before Marcie leaned over and started licking all around her son's thick cock head while she held it in her hand.
"Oh fuck," Jay moaned as his mother explored his rigid meat with a hungry mouth.
She stroked his shaft and took him into her mouth, sucking him eagerly while her hand moved down to cup and fondle his balls. Jay leaned back and watched in a daze while his mother sucked and lapped at his throbbing rod like no one had ever done before. He'd thought Denise was great at sucking cock, but his mother could suck like a porn star.
Marci kept going until her son was pumping into her mouth with desperate thrusts. Jay was in paradise and could have kept thrusting into her incredible mouth until he exploded, but she backed off before he could send a hot geyser of sperm down her throat.
"Can your little girlfriend at school suck cock like your mother?" Marcie asked with a wicked gleam in her eye.
"Fuck no, Mom," he groaned.



Then Marcie slid open the side door and sat across the back seat, facing the doorway, with her dress pulled up around her hips. Jay was right there in a second, lowering his head between his mother's smooth thighs to lick her wet pussy. She was already dripping heavily when his tongue made those first swipes up and down her hot slit.
"Oh yes, baby, yessss," his mother moaned as he began making hungry love to her frothy pussy.
Jay lapped and sucked at her lips and clit, slashing at her swollen pearl with his tongue while he slid a couple of fingers up inside her. He was sure to keep stroking her g spot while he serviced her clit with his lips and tongue while Marcie climaxed at least twice more. The second orgasm she squirted again, wetting her son's face and the back seat of her minivan at the same time.
Then Jay pulled off his T shirt, tossing it in front with his shorts. He climbed naked onto his mother, his ragingly hard cock bobbing up and down as he settled into position. Marcie had one foot propped up on the back of the seat and the other on the floor of the vehicle.
"God, Mom, you can't believe how bad I want you," Jay groaned as he pressed the head of his cock to the slick petals of her sodden slit.
"Mama wants you even more, baby," she mewled. "Just fuck me, baby. Do it before we come to our senses."
Jay thrust forward roughly, eager to fill his mother's hot pussy with every inch of his pulsating rod. She uttered a throaty, feline growl as his thick cock ground its way into her hole. The young man was soon buried to the hilt inside her, and the two exchanged a look of ecstatic disbelief when he began to slip and slide his rigid shaft in and out of her channel.
With his cock thrusting hard and steady into Marcie's snug pussy, Jay was leaning down and eagerly covering her mouth and tits with hungry kisses. And after all the time his sexy mother had been teasing him, he didn't know how he could last much longer before exploding. Yet at the same time his mother's pussy felt so good he never wanted the feeling to end. But Marcie was just as hot for his cock as he was for her pussy, and she was rocking and grinding her hips at him while he pumped her harder and faster.
Marcie began to cum again while they fucked, her hot pussy wetting her son's skin as her climax forced the hot spray from her. That was all Jay could handle and he flew over the edge, filling his mother's pussy with cum in a wild volley of desperate thrusts.
After their climax, Jay kept his cock buried inside his mother's sodden hole as long as he could, until it finally went soft and slipped back out. He was waiting to see if she was suddenly going to regret what they did, but after a couple of minutes to recover and catch their breath, Marcie simply smiled and reminded him how much she spoiled him again.
Jay grinned. "I love you, too, Mom," he said.
Marcie cooed and smiled happily. It felt like there was a lot more to say, but it would have to wait for another time. The two of them were still sharing the high of their mutual pleasure. Eventually, though, they pulled themselves back together and Jay drove back to the house, his mother's hand resting intimately on his bare thigh the whole way.
Richard was asleep in his chair with the TV on when they got back. Smiling at each other, mother and son sat close together on the couch, cuddling like lovers as they spent the rest of the evening watching TV, with Jay's father sleeping soundly just a few feet away.
They spent a lot of the time kissing, and Jay had his hand inside the front of his mother's dress, casually fondling her lush tits as they enjoyed their evening of newly discovered intimacy. Marcie was fondly rubbing the inside of her son's bare thigh, his loose shorts bunching close to his crotch. After a while, Jay's cock started getting hard again and his mother shot him a wide-eyed looked of playful surprise while she wriggled his healthy, young stalk out through the leg of his shorts.
"God, you're horny," she whispered, stroking her son's hot shaft while her husband was practically snoring in his big chair. "And spoiled."
"It's not my fault you're so hot," he whispered back.
They sat in front of the TV a while longer with Marcie stroking her son's cock and his hand inside her dress eagerly exploring the smooth fullness of her tits. A few minutes later, Marcie lowered her head between Jay's legs and took his cock into her mouth. After the first few licks and sucks, she looked up at him.
"Oh fuck, your dick tastes just like pussy," she whispered.
Jay grinned and nodded. "Like my hot mother's pussy," he whispered in reply.
Then Marcie shifted position so she could stroke and suck her son's big, resilient cock more easily. Jay's pulse was hammering with the knowledge his father could wake up any second and catch them. He knew the man probably wouldn't, though. Once Richard fell asleep in his chair he was gone to the world at least until the wee hours of morning.
Jay loved being able to give his mother what his father couldn't - or wouldn't. It didn't matter. There were so many levels to the mother and son's love and desire that no one else would ever understand but the two of them. And then there was just the sheer excitement of the risk they were taking. When Marcie reached under her dress with her free hand to rub her pussy while she sucked her son's achingly hot cock, Jay knew she was just as turned on by the risk as he.
Despite knowing what a deep sleeper his father was, Jay made an effort to keep his gasping and groaning under his breath while his mother steadily worked his hard shaft with her lips and hand. He missed the way she'd fondled his ballsac back in her minivan, but the risk they were sharing more than made up for it.
It wasn't like Jay didn't like his father or wanted to get back at him for anything. It was that he knew he had what his sexy mother really needed. It was like they were meant for each other, like they belonged to each other more than anyone else.
"Oh fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum," Jay whispered hoarsely after enjoying her mouth and hand as long as he could hold out.
Marcie's head began to bob faster up and down her son's throbbing prick, increasing the force of her sucking. Jay knew she was more than ready to taste his creamy load, and he leaned back against the end of the couch, feeling the pleasure ripple through his entire body while his cock spurted into his mother's hot mouth.
Marcie rose back up and kissed her son deeply, forcing him to taste himself in her mouth. It seemed so dirty yet so intimate and loving. Denise had done the same thing a number of times, and it always turned him on, but kissing his own mother with the fresh taste of his own cum in her mouth was like nothing the young man could compare it to.
Not long after cumming in his mother's mouth, Marcie and Jay reluctantly parted to go upstairs and get some sleep. They shared one last, long kiss at Jay's bedroom door.
"Don't forget I'm going to need your help tomorrow after you get off work," Marcie reminded him with a coy smile. "In fact, I'm going to be needing your help an awful lot from now on."
"You're so spoiled," Jay told her with a playful smirk.
"You better believe it, baby," she replied. "And you're the whole reason why."
When Marcie turned to go, she flipped up the back of her short dress, flashing her beautifully rounded ass at her son before disappearing into her room. Jay went into his own room, took off his clothes and lay naked on top of his bed, thinking with a smile about the day's events. He wished he didn't have to work the next day so he and his beautiful mother could spend that much more time together. He started imagining all the different ways tomorrow afternoon could go, and before long he drifted into the deepest sleep he could remember.
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The whole ride to the beach with her father, Kent, Taylor could barely sit still. She'd just turned eighteen a week ago, but she still got so jittery being alone with her father. It didn't seem right at her age to feel so nervous about things like wearing her new bikini in front of him for the first time. Her mother would probably flip out if she saw it despite her being an adult now, but Taylor was a shameless Daddy's girl, so she was counting on his usual loving support and kindness. He always just told her she was beautiful no matter what.
Besides, he was the only one she really wanted to like how she looked. It wasn't anything she'd admit to her friends when they were wandering around at the mall last weekend, but it was one of the first things she thought about. The one exception was her friend, Kendra. Kendra was a huge daddy's girl just like Taylor, although Kendra's dad was divorced and hardly ever said anything when she wore something none of their other friends would get away with. In fact, since her mother had left, Kendra said her father didn't even bother trying to hide it when he checked out her boobs or butt.
Kendra even bragged to Taylor that her father got hard-ons when she tested the limits of what she could get away with wearing. Taylor didn't know if she believed it, though. The petite brunette was the same age, and they were best friends, but Kendra said a lot of wild things Taylor wasn't sure she should believe, even bragging how big her father's cock looked when he got hard in his pants.
Taylor started thinking she should probably have shown her new bikini to her father before they left the house and made sure he didn't mind her wearing anything that skimpy. She could have called him into her room and done it without her mother or older brother, Kyle, knowing. But she still would've had to put it on. Just showing it to him on a hanger wouldn't work. At least this way they'd already be there and no one would force her to change. She knew he wouldn't tell her to change, but she was a little afraid of shocking him. But when she was being honest with herself, she was excited as much as afraid.
On the other hand, Taylor didn't know how she could wear anything like that in public. When she tried it on in her room and checked herself in the tall mirror on the inside of her closet door, she saw how it left her butt almost entirely bare. There were plenty of girls who wore things like that on public beaches, but she wondered if they all felt as nervous as she did.
It was the first really nice beach day of the season, and it was sure to be crowded. At least a hundred strangers would see her. But she was counting on the fact that there would be a hundred other girls in scant bikinis and she could just blend into the crowd and no one would really notice her. Except her dad.
One problem for Taylor was being taller than a lot of her friends, and then also having a thick, round booty that wouldn't go away no matter how much she tried to exercise. Plus, her boobs were now filling C cups. She liked having big boobs, though. It felt good to play with them. Her nipples were sensitive enough to give her a wet pussy when she handled them, and she could tell a lot of people liked looking at them. She'd even caught her father sneaking peeks at them and that made her feel incredibly proud.
She looked at them in the mirror and played with them practically every day, imagining the big, strong hands of a man like her father rubbing and feeling them.
"You okay, sweetie?" her father asked suddenly.
"Huh? Oh, yeah sure. Why?"
"Just that you've been really quiet, sweetie. You'd let me know if anything was wrong, right?"
"Course I would, Dad."
"Good girl."
He glanced at her with that smile of his that always made her skin feel so warm. She smiled back and then looked forward, afraid of him figuring out what she was thinking like he did so often.
"Did you take that from your mother's closet?" he asked after another minute or two. He was nodding at the short sarong she was wearing as a cover-up, and she had, in fact, helped herself to it from her mother's wardrobe.
"She doesn't wear it anymore," she justified.
Kent smiled again. "She probably doesn't even remember owning it," he chuckled. "Don't worry. I won't rat you out. I haven't seen that T shirt before," he added curiously.
"Oh, um, I got it last week at the mall."
"Oh, right," he remembered. "Kendra was with you that day, if I recall."
"Yup. Why?"
"Oh, no reason," he replied a little cagily.
The T shirt he was noticing was a cropped T with a wide neck that fit loosely around her middle. Kendra had pointed out she could show her belly and waist without attracting too much attention to her boobs. But why was her dad mentioning her? Before she could think of a way to find out, he was pulling the car into the town beach parking lot.
There weren't too many cars yet, so they were able to get a spot close to the path onto the beach. As they carried their things onto the sand, Kent asked his daughter if she wanted to find a spot close to the snack stand, but she told him she wanted to be farther away from the thickest part of the crowd.
"Okay, sweetie," he said, putting his free hand on her shoulder. "But in a couple of hours it'll be crowded everywhere."
"Yeah, but maybe we'll be leaving by then."
"You don't want to stay all day?"
Taylor shrugged. "I dunno. I guess we can see."
"It's up to you, sweetie. We've got the whole day together if that's what you want."
Taylor smiled. It was the best she'd felt all day. She almost forgot about having to take off her cover-up in just a few more minutes when they decided on a spot. Her dad always had a way of making her feel loved, even those rare times he was scolding her. Her mother and brother she wasn't so sure about. She got along with them okay, but sometimes they could be so aggravating.
"I love that, Daddy," she replied, grinning. "Maybe we could go have burgers or ice cream later. Or we could go to a movie."
"Your choice today," he smiled. "You'll be going away to college soon and you won't be my little princess anymore, so I want us to spend us much time together as we can this summer."
"Daddy, I'll always be your princess," she insisted.
He put his hand on her shoulder again but kept it there this time as they walked far enough down the beach to be well away from other people. "I hope it's okay we stop by my office just for a bit later, okay? I only need about a half hour to finish up something from Friday afternoon."
"I don't mind."
She actually liked going into her father's office. Especially on the weekend when there was almost never anyone else there. She liked seeing that side of him, and sometimes when he was working on something Taylor imagined she was his secretary or assistant, and that she was incredibly important to him.
"Thanks, princess, you're the best."
On that, he pulled her closer so their sides were touching as they walked down the beach. It was the closest Taylor ever felt to having a boyfriend. A real one. Plenty of the guys at school wanted to be her boyfriend, but she didn't want some jerk who'd paw her body and then tell all his friends about it. Taylor might've just turned eighteen, but she knew what she wanted, and she wanted someone who loved and respected her like her father did. If she could have her way, he would be the only boyfriend she'd ever need.
They finally got to a spot they both liked, and Kent laid out their large beach blanket and set their bag down on top of it. He was already wearing his trunks and just pulled off his shirt and sat down. Taylor tried not to stare. Her dad kept in really good shape, and he had muscles just like in the pictures she'd seen of him when he was younger. Personally, she thought he was way better looking now.
She just sat down on the blanket and hesitated over taking off her T shirt and sarong. It was a relief her dad didn't seem to notice. Finally, she took off her T shirt just to see how he reacted to the top before revealing the rest.
She tried to act as casually as she could, but she could tell her father was noticing that her new bikini top was skimpier than anything she'd worn before. His eyes were going all over her boobs, but he didn't say anything. If he was surprised, he wasn't letting it show, but it made her heart beat faster when he looked at her boobs. It was impossible not to wonder if he'd like feeling them as much as her mom's huge ones.
Since no one was close enough to really see her, Taylor started to relax about wearing her new suit in front of her father. Maybe this wouldn't be as scary as she'd thought. Either way, it was worth it. She had to know if he would look at her the Kendra said her dad did.
Finally, Taylor pulled off her sarong and revealed the bottom. It was extremely skimpy, but at least it covered her whole pussy mound. Even so, she'd shaved extra carefully that morning just in case. The back part wasn't supposed to fit like a thong, but her cheeks were so big and round it kept riding up and exposing them. She didn't know how she could ever stand up in front of her father now, even though she was dying to let him see her. What she didn't count on was having the scant bikini make her feel like her ass was enormous.
Kent didn't say anything for a couple of minutes. Taylor noticed him looking at her plenty of times, but he was acting like everything was perfectly normal.
"That's a lot smaller than your last bikini," he finally pointed out. "You better cover up those tan lines with sun block. I don't want you to burn."
"Oh, um, yeah, okay."
She took a couple of minutes to put the cream on the white parts in front, but then when it came to the back she hesitated. Usually, either her mother or father would help, but this was a very different situation with most of her big, round ass hanging out.
"Ready for me to help with the back?" her father asked.
She didn't expect him to, but it was what they'd been doing for years. Taylor tried not to make a big deal out of it, but her heart was pounding. She was dying for him to see her, but she was also so worried he wouldn't like her body. It wasn't as if she were overweight, just that she had much thicker curves than her friends. Sometimes she wished she could disappear, but despite her fears, she rolled onto her stomach to let her father help with the lotion. She could feel the way the ill-fitting bikini was riding into her butt crack and knew almost all of her ass was now exposed to her dad.
He was silent for a long time, but finally she felt his hand going carefully over the newly exposed areas of skin that hadn't seen the sun before. He usually did a much quicker job, but today his hand was slow and careful. Maybe he thought her ass was fat and gross to touch. Suddenly she broke into tears. Within a second, her father was lying beside her with his hand on her back, lining their faces up so they could see each other closely.
"Princess, what's wrong?
"I'm gross, aren't I? I never should've let Kendra talk me into getting this bikini."
"Oh, my sweet little baby," Kent said in a soothing tone as he rubbed his daughter's nearly naked back. "That's not true at all."
She sniffled, but already started to feel better. "Really?"
"Definitely. You're the most beautiful girl I ever saw, princess, and I mean that."
"Thank you, Daddy." She smiled happily. "But can I ask you something?"
"Of course, baby, anything."
"Is my butt gross?"
Her father sighed deeply. "Not at all, sweetie. Actually, it's really...well, nice."
"It is, Daddy? Is it really nice?"
"It's amazing, sweetheart. But I probably shouldn't be telling you things like that."
"I like it," she purred. "It makes me feel pretty."
"You are pretty," he said.
He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, much closer to the corner of her mouth than he ever kissed her before. Then he sat up again and went back to work creaming the white portions of the girl's round ass cheeks. He didn't hurry like usual, but he wasn't being careful anymore, and he actually took extra time massaging her butt with his creamy fingers. Taylor thought her heart would explode having him touch her like that.
"Baby? Does your mother know you got this bikini?" he asked after a while, his hands still kneading and squeezing her ass even though he'd already spread the cream everywhere she needed it. His hands were driving her crazy, and if he didn't stop soon her young pussy was going to soak through her bottom.
"No, Daddy, she doesn't know. Are you gonna tell her?"
"No, baby. We can just keep this between you and me. I know you're all grown up now, but I don't think you should wear it out unless I'm here with you, okay?"
"I don't mind." She smiled. His hand felt so good she hoped he'd never stop rubbing her. She was past the point of caring if he saw her bikini get soaked with her juices. "Daddy? Can you make sure the backs of my legs are covered, too? I'm not sure if I really got it everywhere."
"Of course, baby."
He massaged her ass a little while longer, but then put more lotion on his hands and started rubbing up and down the back of one leg. It felt almost as good as when he was rubbing her ass, but then he started rubbing the inside of her legs and going up so high he almost touched her pussy. She kept hoping he would, even just by accident, but she was also relieved he didn't.
The way she was starting to feel, one surprise brush of his hand over her pussy and she might not be able to keep from moaning out loud. And no matter how hard she was trying, she couldn't help letting a couple of yummy whimpers escape. She just hoped her father didn't hear them.
Kent finally finished, and Taylor was disappointed to feel him stop rubbing her legs. She lay on her stomach a while, but before long she sat up. Her father was lying on his back. She took a minute to see if she could make out the shape of his cock through his trunks, but they were too baggy.
"I'm thirsty," she finally said.
"There's water in the cooler, princess."
"Water sounds boring," she pouted.
Kent sat up and chuckled. "How about we go to the snack bar and get something else?"
"Yes! Just let me put on my sarong."
She stood up and started to wrap her cover-up around her hips, but then her father suddenly grabbed her wrist and quickly pulled it off her. The sudden move made the girl gasp softly. Then she looked in surprise at him to find him looking at her with an expression that seemed so devious it made her nipples go hard.
"Sweetheart? Do you really want to know if you have a pretty butt?"
What he was suggesting took a minute to sink in, but then she realized her dad was actually encouraging her to walk all the way to the snack bar, past dozens and dozens of people, with her ass cheeks hanging out of her skimpy bottom. She felt her face flush hot. His idea was scary but exciting at the same time. Finally, a huge, devilish grin broke across her face.
"Yeah, let's try it," she said, trying to sound less excited than she really was. "But you better hold my hand the whole way."
"And why wouldn't I want to hold hands with the prettiest girl on the beach?" he said, taking her hand into his much larger one.
Taylor never got tired of hearing her father say she was pretty, and she walked with him down the beach with her head held high and her perky boobs pushed proudly forward. She felt like she was with the most handsome man anywhere, and as they got closer to the steadily growing crowd, she spotted a lot of men and boys turning their heads to look at her.
"See?" her father told her with a proud smile. "All those guys think you have a sexy butt."
Taylor couldn't contain her giggles at the mention of the word sexy. She couldn't believe her father even said it, especially in relation to her. With her dad holding her hand, she didn't mind knowing all those people were looking at her half naked ass. She was even getting excited from it, especially the way her father was growing bolder and bolder about the way he kept looking at her too. He wasn't even trying to hide the way he was looking down at the tops of her tits, watching them wobble as she walked.
The pretty eighteen-year-old couldn't remember when she felt this good, and it was all thanks to her awesome dad. She felt so lucky, and he made her feel so special.
"I bet some of these people think I'm your girlfriend," she told him quietly with a giggle.
"I'd be the luckiest guy in the world to have you for a girlfriend," he replied, and then he put his arm around her and walked her the rest of the way to the snack bar.
The day was turning out better than Taylor ever hoped. When they finally got back to their blanket, her father actually gave her ass a playful squeeze. She shrieked in surprise, but at the same time she was surprised at how good it made her feel.
"Now do you believe me?" Kent said as they sat back down. "You have a sexy ass, baby girl."
"Dad, it really means a lot to me that you think so. And I don't mean having you just say that to make me feel good."
The girl realized she was blushing, and her father was grinning proudly. She knew he'd never say things like this in front of her mother, but he was being so sweet and sincere that she believed him completely. Plus, there was the way he was looking at her. It made her a little nervous, but she felt excited at the same time.
"You're a really beautiful girl," he told her seriously. "And I hate to say it, but you're just so sexy, too."
"Why would you hate to say that?"
"Because it means lots of guys are going to be checking you out, and even though I'm your father it makes me feel jealous."
"Aww, Daddy, that's the sweetest thing you could ever say. And I don't care what anyone else thinks. You're the one who really matters."
"You're a sweet girl," he told her with a sigh.
A minute or two later Kent told his daughter he should probably put more sun block on her since those newly exposed areas were still so pale.
"Oh, sure, yeah," the girl replied, instantly lying down on her stomach. She had butterflies this time as she waited for her father's hands to rub lotion on her legs and ass cheeks.
This time, her father's hands were firmer than before. He wasn't just rubbing lotion over her legs and the exposed parts of her ass, he was massaging her flesh and making every nerve in her body tingle like she never felt before. She didn't try stopping the sighs and moans coming from her. All she could think about were her dad's big, strong hands rubbing inside her legs and over her cheeks. It was making her smooth young pussy feel so hot, and she never wanted him to stop.
He even slid his fingers under the edge of her bikini bottom and kneaded her whole butt cheeks, and when he did she couldn't help moaning out loud. It was one of the most amazing things she ever felt.
"Do you like having your father massage you like this, sweetheart?"
"Oh, yes, Dad. I love it. I wish you could do it all the time."
"I wish we could too, baby. But maybe we could find some special time to ourselves for nice things like this before you go away in the fall."
"Oh please, Dad, yes. I'd love that. Your hands feel so good."
"You feel really good, too, princess."
But then he stopped, and Taylor looked up at him with a pout. "Why are you stopping?"
"The beach is getting more crowded, honey. And this is something we should keep just between us."
Taylor sat up, feeling disappointed until she saw what her father had in his baggy swim trunks. His dick was big and hard and making a huge bulge. She couldn't help gasping in surprise and staring.
"Is that because of me?" she asked, amazed.
"Yes, baby, I'm afraid it is. Sorry."
"Oooh, don't be sorry. I can't believe you think I'm that pretty. Can I see it, Daddy? Please?"



Her father smiled and rolled his eyes comically. He looked around to make sure no one was watching them, and then he subtly grabbed the leg of his suit and pulled it just high enough to let the head and first couple inches of his cock show. Taylor gazed at it in awe. She reached out to touch it without asking, but her father quickly pulled the leg of his trunks down.
"Not here, sweetie," he said. "Maybe we'll have a chance later at home."
Taylor had no choice, but she was still burning up with the idea of touching her father's cock. After a while, they packed up their things and went to the car so they could stop at Kent's office. Taylor had all but forgotten about stopping for burgers. Her mind was completely on her father's excited dick and the way she felt when he was playing with her ass. By the time they reached his office building her pussy felt so hot it was driving her crazy.
Already, the father and daughter duo had crossed into new territory in their relationship, and they were laughing and talking the whole way. When they got to Kent's office, Taylor playfully sat on her father's lap behind his big desk and put her arms around his neck.
"If I were your secretary would you let me sit on your lap?" she giggled.
"Hmmm, only on days you wore your bikini to work," he replied with a laugh.
Taylor laughed. "You're the boss, so I'd have to wear anything you told me."
"Hmm," her father smiled deviously. "What if the boss told you not to wear things, too?"
The girl's eyes grew wide and so did her grin. "I'd have to do whatever you say, boss."
"You're hired." And with an eager look in his eye, the girl's father pulled her sarong loose. She lifted her ass off his lap so he could pull it free. Then he dropped it on the floor and tucked his hand between her legs, gently kneading the inside of her thigh. Taylor gasped slightly, but her heart was racing with excitement and her pussy was getting that warm, buzzy feeling she had on the beach when he was massaging her.
"See? I'd be a good secretary for you and do whatever you say."
"You're doing a perfect job so far, but what if the boss ordered you to take off your T shirt, too?"
The girl gave her father a naughty smile and quickly pulled her T shirt off over her head. The way he was looking at her now was making her heart race even more. His eyes were going everywhere and she didn't feel at all embarrassed. Just incredibly excited. It was one thing to wear her new bikini on the beach, but sitting on her dad's lap in his office was completely different. Her father had a look of true amazement in his eyes as he studied the girl's shape and curves, and it made Taylor feel beautiful. At the same time, his cock was starting to get big and hard again, and she could feel it nudging against her barely covered ass.
"You're definitely the sexiest and most beautiful secretary your dad's ever had," he told her.
"Thank you, Daddy," she replied, even though her voice wasn't working right at the moment and it came out more like a whisper.
"You're perfect, princess."
He then kissed the tip of her boob through the material of her bikini top and brought his hand from between her legs and started touching the other one, rubbing her nipple through the fabric with his fingers. Taylor thought her heart was going to explode with excitement. She could barely speak now, and she didn't want her father to stop what he was doing for anything. Her imagination was going wild as she wondered how far he was going to go, but as long as he just kept going she didn't care.
She wanted everything. His dick kept getting bigger and harder against her butt, and she couldn't help thinking about that glimpse of it he gave her back on the beach. She was dying to see more, and touch it the way she'd wanted to. Now that they were in the privacy of her father's office, she was hoping he would let her play and explore like she always dreamed. She wanted to ask again, but the way he was kissing and playing with her boobs now, even through her bikini, was making her squirm.
Suddenly he pulled his face up and looked at her. His hands went behind her and started to untie the string holding her top in place.
"Baby, if you were my secretary I'd want to see those beautiful tits."
Taylor could hardly believe her father said it out loud. It seemed impossible to breathe as he pulled her bikini top off and dropped it on the floor on top of her sarong, fully exposing her pert boobs.
"My god," her father whispered.
He looked so amazed as he stared at the girl's naked tits, scooping them up into his big hands and feeling them up with a firm grip. Her nipples never felt so hard, and the dainty little slit between her thighs was burning up.
"Oh, Daddy," she sighed. She was so happy and excited to have her father finally exploring her sensitive young boobs. He was just as excited if the way his big dick was pulsating against her butt was any indication.
The next thing she knew, her father was pulling her face toward his, and he kissed her mouth, surprising her by how gentle and yet forceful he was all at the same time. The excited eighteen-year-old could feel so much love and desire in the way her father kissed her. It felt like more than a kiss, like he was taking ownership of her tender, young mouth. At the same time, his hand was exploring her exposed boobs. When he started playing with her nipples she thought she was going to explode.
The girl's pussy was on fire and beginning to soak through her skimpy bikini bottom. She couldn't sit still, squirming in her father's lap as she ground her ass against the rock-hard bulge in his swim trunks. And it seemed the more she whimpered and squirmed, the deeper he kissed and the more aggressive his roaming hand was getting. After a while, his hand moved down from her tits to between her thighs. His fingers rubbed at her aching pussy mound through her bottom, forcing her to gasp straight into his mouth. But it wasn't long before his fingers were moving her bikini aside and rubbing the wet, swollen lips of her pussy.
Taylor was in heaven. She never imagined her hottest fantasy would ever come true, but every second going by was better and better than any dream she could have had. When her father slipped the tip of his finger inside her creamy hole she had to pull her face back from his and pull in a huge gasp of air. She stared at his face and saw an intense expression she'd never seen before. Then she looked down between her legs to watch his finger play at her dripping slit. The sight had her mesmerized.
Her father's impossibly hard dick was pressing up into her ass the whole time, and she was dying to see it again and to finally get to touch and feel it, but what he was doing to her pussy felt so good she never wanted him to stop.
Suddenly there was a knock at her father's office door. They looked at each other in total surprise, and without thinking, Taylor slid off her father's lap and tucked herself under his desk. Whoever was at the door knocked again and called to Kent from the hallway. He pushed his chair up to his desk as far as he could go with Taylor hiding underneath. Fortunately, he had the kind of desk that went all the way to floor in front.
Kent finally called to whomever it was to come in. It was one of his coworkers named, Rick. From under the desk, Taylor could hear Rick ask Kent if he felt okay.
"You look kinda flushed and sweaty," Rick said.
"Oh yeah, I'm fine," her father replied. "I'm still just a little hot and sweaty from the beach."
Taylor wanted to giggle out loud, but she knew she had to be careful. Her father and the guy named Rick started talking about work things while she found herself facing that hard cock in the leg of her father's shorts. While the men were talking, the girl could only stare at the way her dad's cock head was peeking teasingly at her from where the leg of his trunks fanned out from his leg. Not sure if she'd ever get an opportunity like this again, the eager eighteen-year-old reached into her father's shorts leg and felt his dick.
Kent coughed suddenly, and Taylor figured he was trying to tell her to stop. But she didn't. If he really wanted to stop her he could've reached under the desk and brushed her hand away without raising any suspicion. And then, when she started stroking her fingers up and down his hot, silky feeling shaft, he actually pushed forward a little in his chair, giving her more room to play and explore.
Taylor was beside herself with excitement. Not only was she getting to explore her father's hot, excited dick, but the fact that he was trying to keep up his end of a conversation with his coworker was making her pulse race. She couldn't wait to tell Kendra about everything.
She pushed the leg of her father's shorts as high up his thigh as she could get it. He did some subtle shifting in his seat to help her, until she had most of his swollen shaft sticking out of his trunks. She was enthralled by the sight of that big, thick rod, and couldn't be more pleased to know she was the one it was hard and swollen for.
Kent was trying to get rid of Rick, but the other man just kept talking, with Kent grunting short responses. Taylor could've spent the whole rest of the day under her father's desk touching her father's amazing cock. After rubbing and feeling his hot shaft for a while, she leaned closer and did something she'd always wanted to. She licked the head of his cock and loved it. Her heart just seemed to keep beating faster and her pussy was hot and oozing honey until it was wetting her upper thighs.
Her father's body went rigid when she licked his cock, but he still didn't do anything to stop her, so she explored his delicious shaft with her tongue until there was clear liquid oozing from the tip. Taylor loved tasting her father's precum. She kept licking his dome until the urge to pull him into her mouth was more than she could resist.
With her lips around the first couple inches of his throbbing cock, the teen began sucking and rolling her tongue under his flesh. She knew she had to be perfectly quiet, but she kept sucking and swirling steadily while she stuck her hand inside her bikini and fingered her needful pussy at the same time.
Taylor loved the feeling of her father's excited cock in her mouth, and she was going to make sure he knew she was more than happy to suck it for him anytime he wanted her to. She was so eager and excited to be sucking a man's cock for the first time, and her favorite man in the whole world for that matter, that she lost track of time. Her father and Rick kept talking, but the girl had no idea what they were saying.
Then, Kent's cock suddenly began pulsing and thick wads of man cream began gushing into Taylor's mouth. She almost gasped out loud, but she kept sucking her dad's big dick while his spunk continued squirting. She backed away when she thought he was all finished, but two more wild spurts shot from his fat dick right into the girl's face.
The teen was dizzy with excitement, and now she couldn't wait for Rick to leave so she could be alone with her man again. Fortunately, she didn't have long to wait. Rick finally left Kent's office, and Kent pushed his chair back and peered down at his daughter with an amazed expression.
Taylor realized she still had wet cum on her face, and she swiped at it with her tongue while she looked back up at her father with an impish grin. She realized she must have done a really good job since it took him forever to get his voice back. In the meantime, she planted a big, wet kiss on the tip of her daddy's spent dick and tucked it back into the leg of his shorts.
"Did you like it, Daddy?" she asked excitedly, but still keeping her voice low in case Rick was still somewhere close.
His dazed expression was all the answer she needed, and she giggled with satisfaction as he pushed his chair back to give her room to crawl out from under his desk.
She sat back down on his lap and snuggled up against him while he put his arm around her and held her close.
"That was amazing, baby girl," Kent said.
"Mmm, yes it was," she agreed. "I think I'm gonna really love being your secretary."
Her father laughed. "I could stay here with you like this all day, but we better get home before your mother starts to wonder what happened to us."
"Ewww, I don't wanna go. I just wanna stay with you all the time."
"I'd love that too, princess. But I'm afraid we have to wait until we can have some more private time together. We'll do it as soon as we can, I promise."
"I hope so, Dad, and I hope it's really soon cuz my pussy feels like it's on fire now."
He laughed and rolled his eyes comically, but the girl could tell her father was already deep in thought, even as he picked up her clothes and handed them to her to put back on. She knew that look on his face as well as she knew the back of her hand. She would have given him her bald, wet pussy to know what he was thinking. In fact, she was hoping that was exactly what he was thinking.
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Debby sat in her father's summer session history class at the local community college where he'd been a professor for the past ten years. The eighteen-year-old leaned back against her seat, fully aware of how good she looked in a loose, white miniskirt that set off the deep tan of her smooth legs. Her legs were crossed and her skirt was riding dangerously high on her svelte, bronze thighs. It made the sexy girl smile every time she caught her handsome father stealing a look at her legs. She was impressed that he could do that and still seem to keep his mind on his lecture, even though there were at least four other girls in the class doing the same thing. And even though the professor's eyes drifted toward the others sometimes, they always came back to Debby.
She was also wearing a brief, black sports bra with spaghetti straps that hugged her tits snugly, letting a generous amount of her smooth, young cleavage to show. Her one concession to modesty was the pale pink blouse she was wearing over the bra which was knotted together just under her boobs. Her long, chestnut hair was flowing loose around her shoulders as she made doodles in her notebook, pretending she was paying attention to her father's lecture. She heard most of what her father was saying, but she was more focused on the way his lean, toned body moved as he paced around the room.
Only one or two of Marin's colleagues knew Debby was his daughter. He wanted her to be seen as just another, regular student in class.
Her eyes were also constantly dropping to the crotch of the man's snug jeans in deep appreciation of the generous package inside them. Although she'd never seen her father's cock in the flesh, so to speak, she had firsthand knowledge of how big and hard he could get. The idea of turning him on so much that he'd get hard right there in class made the hot-blooded teenager's pulse race. After an unexpected incident a few nights ago at home, Debby discovered she had the capability of making her father's cock hard as a rock, and it had been nearly impossible to think about anything else ever since.
Martin and Amanda, Debby's stepmother, had been hanging out with another couple they were friends with at home and were having a few drinks. Debby had only gone in to join them a couple of times, spending most of the evening in her room. But a little later in the evening as they were all getting a little tipsy, the girl went in and sat on her father's lap. She'd only been wearing a tight pair of booty shorts and a T shirt. She caught Amanda flashing her dirty looks when she thought no one was looking, and within a couple of minutes, the teenager felt her father's cock steadily growing long and hard against her perky ass.
Debby had squirmed and ground her ass against her father's hard cock as much as she could get away with in front of other people. And she stayed there until her pussy started to get wet. Then she got off her dad's lap and went to her room to finger her throbbing slit, wondering if anyone could tell how hard he was after she got off his lap. His cock had felt so big she didn't know how he could ever hide his bulge.
But now, as she sat in her father's classroom, Debby was impressed that Martin actually made history sound interesting, unlike the teachers she was used to. They had all been excruciatingly boring, but her father was so much better. He was much better looking, for one thing. He wasn't even forty years old yet, even though he still looked much younger. The newly graduated eighteen-year-old was already looking forward to when she started college classes on her own in September.
Debby wondered if she'd still think her father was so interesting if she weren't in love with him. But she was, and the reason wasn't just his good looks or amazing cock, but the way he was. Even those rare occasions when he was mad at her, he managed to make her feel like she was special and still the most important thing in his life. All of her friends told her how lucky she was, and she just smiled and agreed, never admitting her true feelings. They'd definitely think she'd lost her mind if they knew how she really felt about him.
It had always been like that, but now that Debby had the looks and body that turned men's heads wherever she went, she could tell how Martin was noticing her, too. She loved every second of his attention and all it could make her think about was taking their relationship to a whole new level. She didn't care if he was her father and hopefully outfits like the one she was wearing now would make him want to do more than just look.
The girl realized she'd been spoiled having had her father all to herself for most of her life. Her mother had died when Debby was so young she could barely remember her. But two years ago, Martin got married again and his daughter had to find a way to share him with her new stepmother. Debby was as nice to Amanda as she had to be, but in private she called her stepmother that dirty blonde whore who stole my dad.
Debby had been able to hear her father and Amanda having sex plenty of times. The blonde wasn't shy about the noises she made in their bedroom and Debby could easily tell her dad was keeping her very happy that way. And after feeling his big rod against her ass the other night, she was determined to make him feel better than Amanda ever could.
Martin's suggestion that his daughter sit in on his classes that summer to get an idea of what college would be like couldn't have been more convenient. She didn't want to have to spend too much time stuck at home with Amanda, and it meant she could have a lot of time with her father.
There in Martin's class, Debby kept crossing and uncrossing her legs as she sat in front, hoping he would catch a look at the skimpy lace panties she had on. She looked around the room and assessed the other girls in class. She knew she looked as good as any of them, if not better. It made Debby smile with satisfaction to see how her father's eyes were constantly returning to her. He must have glanced at the cleft between her ripe, C cup tits a hundred times.
Martin had helped himself to just as many looks at his daughter's creamy legs, too, but with the class coming down to the last few minutes, Debby decided to play hardball. She uncrossed her legs and opened them as wide as she could get away with in public, but it was still wide enough to give her father a teasing view of the slim gusset of her panties. She held her position with a pounding heart, waiting to see if the handsome professor would chance a glimpse between his daughter's thighs.
When Martin finally glanced between his daughter's thighs, it was the first time he paused in his lecture and actually seemed like he lost his train of thought. Debby didn't know how many seconds her father was staring at her panties, but it was long enough to make her pussy flush with heat. He finally lifted his eyes to her face, and she gazed back at him with a triumphant smile.
The girl's father attempted to keep going for a few more minutes, but Debby could tell he was struggling to hold on to his train of thought. She knew him well enough to know when he was talking about one thing while his mind was on something else. She almost giggled out loud. No one on the campus knew she was the professor's daughter. This was the third day she'd gone to campus with her dad. He'd said it would be better if she just tried to blend in like she was just another college girl getting more credits over the summer. So far, it seemed like no one assumed anything different. For some reason she couldn't explain, their little secret made her nipples harden with excitement.
Martin finally ended the class ten minutes early, and Debby knew it was because his concentration was completely blown. The fact that she could cause that just from flashing her panties at him made her pussy flush with heat.
Debby's pulse was going faster while the students gradually filed out of the room. As usual, there were a couple who stopped to ask Martin questions. Debby got up and acted like she was just waiting her turn. When the others finally left and they were finally alone in the classroom, Martin seemed unusually quiet as he tucked his papers into his messenger bag and then slung it over his shoulder.
"Are we going out to lunch again?" Debby asked. So far, he'd taken her out to lunch every day she'd gone with him to classes. He had one more class in an hour and a half, and then they'd go home where her stepmother would be in the way.
"I don't know. Maybe," her father replied with a serious look. "I need to speak with you in my office before we do anything else."
Suddenly, Debby couldn't help feeling like a schoolgirl who'd done some bad to make the teacher mad, and it only made her pussy feel even warmer. It wouldn't be the first time she'd been alone with her father in his office, but after spending the past ninety minutes trying to tease him every way she could think of this could be a completely different experience. If he was mad or upset about her behavior then it must be working.
The excited girl wondered followed her father to his office without saying a word, but with her mind spinning wildly. Her nipples were hard as little rocks with every step they took through the long hallways of the building. Debby began wishing she wasn't wearing the blouse so her father could see the way they were poking into her sports bra. She didn't even care if he ended up yelling at her. It might even be kind of hot. If he was going to yell at her for flashing her panties in class, then it would be completely fair to point out that he was looking.
By the time they reached Martin's office, Debby's heart was racing with excitement. He held the door for her like a gentleman, but then locked it once they were both inside. He went behind his desk and sat down while Debby remained standing, waiting to see what he was going to say.
Martin just sighed and took his time trying to form whatever words he was going to say. The anticipation drove Debby crazy, and when the first thing out of her father's mouth was a long sigh she thought she would just explode.
"Am I in trouble, Dad?" she finally asked, feeling her face flush hot. "Did I do something wrong?"
Martin nodded. "You know perfectly well what you did. And that it's not just one thing, but a lot of things. Your behavior lately has been very troubling."
"Troubling? I'm sorry, Daddy," she said. "I didn't know I did anything to make you mad."
"Well, you did. Maybe not mad, exactly. But I'm very concerned and I just don't know what to do with you."
"Well, you're my dad. You can do anything you want with me," she said with a tremor in her voice.
Martin nodded again. The look on his face left no doubt that he caught her not-so-subtle suggestion. Then he breathed another deep sigh.
"You're not too old to be punished, you know," he told her.
"Punished? Why would you want to punish me?"
"For one thing, just coming to class dressed like that."
"Geez, Dad, it's not like I'm the only one," she protested.
"You're the only one I'm concerned about," her father replied. "And you're the only one who spread her legs and flashed her panties."
Debby took a moment to summon all her courage. The nagging ache in her nipples and pussy should have helped, but as she stared into her father's eyes she just wanted to melt.
"I only did it cuz I thought you'd like it, Daddy," she said meekly.
Martin sighed again. "That's the problem. I did like it. But it's wrong, and you can't be doing things like that, especially when I'm in the middle of a class."
The nervous girl couldn't hold back a smile. Being in trouble didn't seem to matter in the least now that she knew her father liked seeing up her short skirt.
"You liked me sitting on your lap the other night, too," she pointed out.
"That was completely out of line," her father replied sternly.
"But you really liked it, Dad. I could tell. And I did, too, so what's the problem?"
"Seriously? That was completely inappropriate. And if that's not bad enough, I'm still in trouble with Amanda because of it."
"Why, Daddy? We didn't do anything wrong."
Martin frowned. "I shouldn't even tell you this, but I was still aroused later when we went to bed, and Amanda knew it wasn't because of her."
Debby gasped loudly. Her face flushed all over again with excitement. "That's amazing. I'm sorry Amanda got mad, but it was just natural, right? It's not like we did anything that bad."
"It was very bad," her father admonished her. "And between your behavior then and today, don't go thinking you're too old now for a spanking."
Debby let that sink in a moment. Her father had never spanked her once, and she couldn't help wondering if punishing her was what he really had in mind. Either way, feeling him touch her ass for whatever reason was all she could think about now. As far as she was concerned, he could smack her ass as hard as he wanted.
"Okay, Daddy. If that's what you think," she said softly.
She moved over to the side of his desk, placing her hands on the edge and bending over far enough to let her ass arch out and lift the hem of her skirt up higher
Martin got up slowly. Debby could see the evidence of his bulging cock in the front of his jeans. She started to imagine him pulling out his big shaft and spanking her with his cock, which only made her giggle uncontrollably.
"Is something funny?" he asked sharply.
"No, sir," she replied, lowering her head and waiting to see what he was going to do next.
Martin was a tall man, towering over his daughter as she bent over his desk. He had the same color hair, but kept it short, and his body was broad and muscular without being bulky. Debby felt his reach behind her and lift the bottom of her skirt up around her waist, exposing the pert cheeks of her ass in the thong that barely covered her pussy mound. The girl's entire body trembled as her father's large hand slipped over the inside of her warm thigh and began moving upward, ever so slowly.
"Daddy, you're killing me," she rasped, barely above a whisper.
The tips of his fingers barely brushed the edge of her aching mound as his hand moved higher, finally cupping one, bare cheek of her ass. He just let his hand rest there a moment or two before he started to squeeze and knead her flesh.
"I didn't even know you owned panties as slutty as this," he told her, his voice husky.
"You should come into my room more often," Debby suggested hopefully.
"Hmm, I suppose I'll have to. Just to see what kind of slutwear you keep hidden away. You shouldn't keep secrets from your father, young lady."
"I won't, Daddy, I promise."
Debby's pussy started pulsing with juicy heat while her father continued to fondle the bare cheek of her ass.
"In that case, explain why you were flashing your panties at me in class."
"Cuz I wanted you to like them."
"Hmm, and why was that so important to you?"
"I...can't say."
Debby felt a sharp, sudden swat across her ass by her father's open palm. It came completely by surprise and was hard enough to make her eyes water. The smack stung, yet it felt amazing and her pussy was beginning to leak juice into the gusset of her tiny panties.
"No secrets from Daddy, remember?" Martin growled.
"But, Daddy..." Her weak protest was met with another hard, sudden smack across her ass. Then another before she had a chance to catch her breath.
"Okay, okay," she finally surrendered. "Ever since I could feel you get hard for me I just wanted to get you hard again."
"That's dirty," Martin told her. "But at least you're being honest."
"Yes, Dad."
He then swatted her ass firmly across each cheek several times, raising a hot sting to the surface of her fine, young skin. Debby felt like her ass was on fire now, and she was afraid her cunt juices were on the verge of running past her thong and wetting her legs. She never realized how good being smacked on her ass could feel. Chancing a sidelong glance at the front of her father's pants, she could see that his bulge was even bigger and harder than before.
Seconds later, Martin yanked his daughter's panties down, pushing them all the way to her ankles. Then he spanked her even harder, so many times she lost count. The sting of her father's hand was so delicious she actually came just being spanked. When the volley of open hand strikes finally stopped, the girl's flesh was burning with sensation. Her breathing was deep and ragged, and one glance at her father's pants showed he was rock hard and straining for freedom.
Before she had a chance to catch her breath, Martins fingers were slipping and sliding over his eighteen-year-old daughter's pussy lips. He rubbed them firmly but carefully, and before long one of his fingers slid into her hole and started stroking her slick inner sheath.
"Oh, my god, Daddy, don't stop," she whimpered helplessly.
"This is part of your punishment, baby girl," he announced. "This is what you get for teasing me."
"Oh, yes, please, punish me, Daddy," the girl mewled in heat.
Debby moaned deeply and ground her hips against the invasion of her father's finger. It felt so deep and thick, especially since the only other fingers ever to go in her pussy were her own or those of other girls she was friends with. If his finger felt this good, she couldn't imagine how his rigid cock would feel.
"I think you like it when Daddy punishes you, baby girl," Martin said, his voice nearly breaking with his heavy breathing.
"Yes, Daddy, oh god, punish me," she moaned, her ass arching further outward to meet her father's thrusting finger. It felt like magic while her lush, young body rocked with trembles. The most delirious feeling of satisfaction flushed through her. Her pussy flushed hard and rippled with spasms of pleasure as another orgasm took control, her own father's finger sliding faster and faster.
Debby was lightheaded and barely through the finish of her climax when her father spun her around and pulled her to him. He kissed her deeply, hungrily. His lips were warm and wet and his tongue quickly slid into her mouth. His hand slid between them and he soon pushed his finger back into her pussy while his free hand slid behind her and caressed the luscious curve of her ass underneath her skirt.
Debby was shivering so hard with pleasure she didn't think she'd ever stop. She felt the grinding hardness of her father's cock against her body as he pulled her as close as he could. Then she felt another finger slide into her along with the first. She felt so full it made her dizzy, and when the pads of both fingers started to rub against her g spot she thought her knees would buckle out from under her.
The ripples of yet another climax quivered through the girl's helpless body. She couldn't believe how good her father could make her feel. No wonder her stepmother acted like such a possessive bitch most of the time. When her eyes could focus again, she found him looking into her pretty face with an expression she'd never seen before. She'd never even seen him look at her stepmother that way. Not even close.
Finally, Martin pulled his fingers out of Debby's sodden pussy. In a daze, she turned and leaned back against his desk, barely realizing her well-worn panties were still on her father's office floor. She gazed at the huge bulge in his jeans. The ability to breathe or speak seemed to leave her as she watched his fingers grip the tab of his zipper and pull it down. He then unbuckled his belt and pushed his pants to his ankles. His hard, enormous cock was now perfectly outlined in the fabric of his snug boxer-briefs.
Debby had never seen anything like it. She whimpered out loud when he pushed his briefs down toward his pants, allowing that hot, imposing shank to bob and weave in the open. She stared in awe, never fully believing she'd ever really get to see the man's cock up close and so intimately personal.



She was in a daze as Martin took her hand and guided it to his thick, throbbing rod. Her fingers curled instantly around his shaft, eagerly gripping the silky heat of his rod.
"Stroke it for me, baby girl," her father told her in a low, husky tone.
"Yes, Daddy. Anything you want."
Debby's hand started to stroke along the rigid length of his swollen shaft. It was much bigger than the other two dicks she had stroked, and she wasn't sure she was doing it the way he liked until his moans of pleasure inspired her to keep stroking.
"Is it good, Daddy?" she asked eagerly.
"Oh yes, baby," he groaned. "So good. Don't stop. Just keep pumping it like a good girl."
As she kept stroking, precum started to drip out of her father's massive cock head. Debby made sure to get plenty of his cream on her fingers and made his shaft good and slippery as she rubbed it up and down. She gripped him tightly, amazed at how hard she could hold his dick without making him wince. But when she looked at his face all she could see was a look of passionate ecstasy. He was hers. She was sure of it and it made her feel powerful. It was as if he belonged to her instead of her selfish stepmom.
"I'm getting close, sweetheart," he announced breathlessly.
He had her sit up on the side of his desk with her skirt pulled up around her hips, exposing her smooth, young pussy. Then she went back to work stroking his cock, cupping his large ballsac in her other hand. She loved that he was shaved like she was and how smooth he felt all over.
While she steadily stroked his cock, Martin untied the knot holding her blouse together in front of her sports bra. He pulled it open and then pushed the bra up over the tops of her prominent tits. Then he fondled her firm bulbs, tweezing her hard nipples while he began pushing his hips and fucking his cock into her snugly gripping hand. If he'd only been standing a few inches closer, his cock would be pumping into her pussy. She wished he'd just shove her legs open wider and fuck her, but she'd never had anything as big as his cock inside her before.
He started kissing her again, pulling and twirling even harder on her swollen nipples. She never loved being touched and handled so much as the way her father was doing it. The thrusts of his red-hot cock into her hand felt so intense and powerful. She finally brought her other hand from his balls to his shaft, wrapping both of them together around his granite girth.
Then he was grunting heavily, and spurting jets of hot cum began shooting out of her father's massive cock, spattering her bald pussy and inner thighs. She heard herself shriek excitedly when she felt his cum splash on her slit. The only thing that could have felt better was if he were squirting it deep in her pussy.
She was completely fascinated with his explosive eruption, believing she must have made him feel as good as he made her. After he finished, he wrapped his arms around her tightly and kissed her hard.
"Oh, baby girl. You're so beautiful. Just amazing. I love you so much," he told her.
Debby had never felt so good in her life.
When he finally let go of her, he reached to the floor and picked up her skimpy panties, making a half-hearted attempt to use them to wipe her pussy clean. After that, he tucked the panties into his pants pocket instead of giving them back to her.
"Sorry, sweetheart," he said. "It looks like we're gonna have to skip lunch today."
Debby giggled happily. "No problem, Dad," she replied. "This was MUCH better."
Martin's next and last class for the day started in ten more minutes. The two of them hastily pulled themselves back together and made it to the classroom just in time. Debby sat through the whole session smiling as she watched her father lecture. Every time he turned his back, she noticed the slight lump in his back pocket, realizing he still had her panties.
That evening after dinner and a couple of hours watching TV with Martin and Amanda, Debby went to her room, her mind filled with thoughts about her experience with Her father. He had made her feel better than she ever imagined, and he hadn't even fucked her. She didn't like thinking of him lying in bed with her stepmother, but she was going back to campus with him the next day and he would be all hers again.
Butterflies warmed her tummy as she thought about his hard cock and the way it had throbbed in her hands. She would never forget the way he'd kissed her as long as she lived, and she couldn't wait to be alone with him in his office again to experience his needful kiss once more.
She slid out of her clothes without getting up, giggling softly when she remembered her father still had her panties. Naked, she lay back and spread her legs, reaching between them and dragging her fingers over her slit, remembering the way her father's much larger fingers had made her feel. She fingered her pussy and replayed the entire afternoon in her mind, moment by moment until two more orgasms left her breathless and sleepy.
In the morning, Debby woke up tingling. Her ass still felt tender from the hard spanking she got in her father's office the day before, yet she couldn't wait to feel the sting of her father's broad hand again. Then she remembered the night before at dinner that he said he had to be on campus early that day for a meeting, so she got up immediately and started getting ready.
She went down the hall to shower, and when she came out she could hear Martin and her stepmother having a heated discussion behind their bedroom door. Usually, when she paused to listen at her father's bedroom door it was to hear them having sex, but this morning was very different. It didn't take Debby long to realize Amanda had found the panties Martin had kept after their session in his office.
"And what the fuck are you doing with them in your pocket?" Debby could hear Amanda demanding to know.
"I, uhh, found them on the floor of the car," he lied.
"Hmm. What were they doing there?"
"I don't know. I just found them there and picked them up. I guess I just forgot I had them.
"And I guess you have no idea why they reek of wet pussy, either," Amanda said skeptically.
Martin just groaned impatiently. "Give them back," he said. "I'll just put them in Debby's laundry basket where I'm sure she was planning to put them. Problem solved."
"That girl has a very unhealthy crush on you," Amanda told him.
The argument kept going that way while Debby padded quietly down the hall to her room. Unhealthy crush, my ass, the girl thought while she decided what to wear. Pulling on a lace, neon pink thong, she wondered if she'd still be wearing it when they got home later that day. Then she put on a short sun dress she usually just wore for a beach cover. The hem was flowing and loose, but even shorter than the skirt she'd worn the day before. The top had spaghetti straps and was cut low with a row of buttons down the front. Without a bra, and leaving the top button undone, it showed off her ripe tits beautifully.
She worked on her hair and makeup as quickly as she could and went downstairs. Even if she hadn't heard them arguing Debby would've caught the chilly attitude between her father and stepmother. When Amanda saw how the girl was dressed she rolled her eyes dramatically and muttered something. Debby was sure her stepmother had just called her a slut, but she didn't bother asking her to elaborate.
It was a relief to finally get in the car with her dad and head toward campus. Martin was quiet for the first few minutes, still upset from starting out the day with an argument. Debby finally broke the silence and admitted she heard some of what they were talking about.
"I hope I didn't get you in trouble, Dad," she told him.
"Don't you worry," her father reassured her. "Amanda's just..."
"A bitch?"
Martin just laughed. It made Debby feel good to see his mood lighten up, and she couldn't wait to lighten it up even more.
"Did you put my panties in the laundry like you said?" she asked with a coy smile.
Her father returned the smile, then fished into his pocket with one hand and pulled out Debby's panties from yesterday. "Not yet," he grinned deviously. Then he held them to his face and inhaled deeply, making his daughter's face flush with warmth.
"I bet you're going to like the ones I'm wearing today even better," she teased.
Martin wanted to see them, but Debby laughed and said she was waiting until she could flash him during class.
"We'll see about that," her father said with a cryptic smile.
Feeling bold, the girl reached over and started rubbing her dad's crotch while he drove. By the time they pulled into the faculty parking lot, his cock was rock hard and bulging in his pants.
When they got to Martin's office, Debby asked who his important meeting was with. Martin took a moment to lock the door.
"It's with you," he told her.
Debby's heart skipped. He was being serious, and now he was coming toward her with a serious look on his face. But there was a devious gleam in his eyes that made her heart race. Her pulse beat even harder when he leaned over and kissed her, his hands going straight to the buttons on the front of her dress.
Her father's tongue was sweeping into her mouth when he reached into the open front of her dress and cupped her tits in his large hands. He squeezed her orbs firmly, pulling and turning her nipples while they kissed. Debby felt his cock through his pants until he was just as hard as he had been in the car on the way over. She fumbled eagerly at his belt and zipper until she finally had that magnificent cock free and in her stroking hands.
Her pussy was already soaking through her tiny thong by the time her father broke off the kiss. He was looking at her like she'd never seen before, with a hard gaze that made her clit throb.
"Are you gonna spank me again, Daddy?" she asked, aching to hear him say yes.
He squeezed her pretty tits and looked her over carefully. "I should, since you upset your stepmother dressing like a slut again today."
Debby giggled at the pleased gleam in her father's admiring eyes.
"But maybe we'll save that for our lunch break," he went on. "There are a couple of things I couldn't stop thinking about all night and that's why I called a special meeting this morning."
"You were thinking about me?"
"Oh yeah," her father grinned, leaning over to suck each of her nipples.
Debby couldn't have been more pleased or excited. "What were you thinking?"
"I'll show you," he told her, pushing her dress down off her shoulders.
She helped him push her dress all the way off, leaving her in nothing but the bright, lace thong she put on. He took a long moment to look at her and run his hands over her sweet body before moving behind his desk. He unbuttoned his shirt and lowered his pants before sitting down in his chair.
Debby followed him and leaned against the desk. Martin told her to sit on the desk and plant her feet on the arms of his chair. He leaned in close between her open legs and started licking her around the edges of her panties. All the girl could do was sigh with pleasure. Her pulse jumped even higher when he pulled the wet gusset of her panties out of the way and started licking her excited slit.
"Oh god, Daddy, yessss," she moaned when her father's tongue began stroking up and down her tangy pussy lips.
His agile, wet tongue flicked and lapped at her slit, fluttering over her clit and delving into her snug little hole. Debby was beside herself with pleasure, as much from the way it felt as from being able to look down and watch her own father devour her pussy like it was candy.
"Oooooooh, Daddy," Debby huffed deeply, "I can't believe you were thinking about eating my pussy."
Her father just grunted in response and continued lapping and sucking the girl's creamy slit while pushing a finger up inside her at the same time. Between his tongue and finger, Debby was soon arching her hips at his face and creaming onto his hungry mouth in climax.
After she came the second time, Martin backed away and pulled her soiled panties off her legs.
"Another souvenir," he grinned, twirling them on his finger. He sat back and gazed at her while stroking his cock.
"What else were you thinking, Dad?" she asked, eager to see what else he had in mind.
"I was thinking about the prettiest girl I ever saw sucking my cock."
"Oh? And who's the prettiest girl you ever saw?"
Debby didn't even wait for a reply before she slid off her father's desk and knelt on the floor between his open knees. Wrapping her hand around his thick, solid shaft, she took a moment to just admire his cock before leaning in to slide her tongue around the head.
Martin's sigh of pleasure gave Debby the courage to lick and explore his inflated cock with her mouth and hand together. She stroked and licked and sucked on his rod until he was groaning breathlessly. Her pussy squeezed and ached with excitement as she realized how much she could please her sexy father.
She lost track of how long she spent stroking and sucking the man's rock-solid cock. Even the thought of making him cum in her face was far at the back of her mind. She just wanted to suck and play with that beautiful rod all day.
But then he was pushing her off and guiding her back to her feet and back onto his desk. He stood up and held his cock between her legs, rubbing the head up and down her slippery sex lips.
"Did you like having Daddy cum all over your naked pussy yesterday, baby?" he asked her.
"No, Dad. I loved it," she said. "But this time you're gonna cum inside my pussy, right?"
"Mmmm, you get an A plus, baby girl," he snickered, pushing the head of his cock past her lips and into her hole.
Debby pulled in a sharp breath when she felt her father's fat cock head plug into her pussy. And as he pushed harder, sinking his throbbing shaft into her body, inch by inch, she realized nothing they'd done up to now had felt as good as this.
She looked at him in a daze while he ground his stalk completely into her clasping fuckhole. Then he started sawing back and forth, driving his cock in and out of her with long, forceful strokes.
"Dad," she whispered, barely able to draw a breath. "Fuck."
Soon he was kissing her harder than ever and pounding his red-hot prick into her creamy slit. Every time she decided he felt too big, she found herself thinking their bodies were perfectly matched. Made to fit together.
With his swollen rod pumping steadily, Debby felt her pussy contract and squeeze while the orgasms rippled through her body. He took firm hold of her hips, his fingers digging into the meat of her body while he mashed his bare chest against her bouncing tits and fucked her with all his might.
Suddenly he was pounding his rigid prick into her body harder than ever. She could even feel the eruption of wet warmth deep in her pussy when he came inside her with a deep growl.
Debby felt high the whole time they were putting their clothes back on and getting ready to get to their first class of the day. Nothing could ever feel as good as being loved and fucked by her incredible father. She knew would claim him back from her stepmother. Someday, somehow. It didn't matter how long it would take.
A little later, once the class started, Debby barely heard her father's lecture. She was smiling at the delicious feeling of the way her freshly fucked pussy ached. She lost track of how many times she caught him sneaking looks at her pussy when she flashed him, and she wondered if he could see the dribbles of cum that were oozing out and tickling her slit.
She had been thinking the day before was the best day of her life, but now she was thinking today was. She could only imagine how good tomorrow would be.



        Her Daddy's Choice

        Tom wants to remarry, but his daughter has other ideas.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/her-daddys-choice

Title: Her Daddy's Choice

Author: James_Steele

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Tom wants to remarry, but his daughter has other ideas.

Tags: daughter, anal play, oral sex, father, rimming, incest, bald pussy, daddy/daughter, handjob, cunnilingus




Larissa could hardly breathe. Her face went burning hot in an instant, and her eyes filled up with moisture as she sat across the table watching the smile quickly fade from her father's handsome face. His announcement that he was planning to ask Stacy to marry him was meant to be happy news, but it wasn't. For her, it was the worst possible thing he could have said. Not that his news surprised her very much, but it was the last thing she wanted to hear.
The eighteen-year-old brunette could barely move. She just stared at him wondering how he could be so clueless. Obviously, this dinner at a much fancier than usual restaurant was not the special occasion she'd been hoping for. It was supposed to be their time. One of the sweet dinner dates her father took her out on every few weeks ever since her mother had left them five years ago.
This was their first father/daughter date night since school ended last month, and Larissa had imagined a much different kind of celebration now that she was free for the summer. She'd even put on a special dress just for him, with a daringly short, ruffled hemline. She knew her father loved looking at her legs even if he never said so. He loved looking at her boobs, too, even if they weren't as big as Stacy's.
Whenever she caught her father looking at her in that certain way he always pretended not to, it made her young skin feel warm to the touch and her heart always raced a little. It made her feel beautiful and important. He didn't even know how much she went out of her way to encourage him to look, always wearing outfits at home that showed off the girl's finest assets.
Then Stacy had to come along. Larissa hated that the blonde was so pretty, too. The young brunette knew she was pretty enough, but she felt like her glasses made her look like a nerd. Still, there was something in her father's eyes for her that he never had for Stacy. So, when he asked her out to dinner the day before, Larissa was hoping it was because her father knew it was time to take their relationship to a new level. She'd gotten so excited thinking about it that she disappeared into her room and spent the longest time rubbing her pussy while imagining herself and her dad finally becoming the lovers they were always meant to be.
Now he was saying he was going to marry that air-head. She'd be Larissa's stepmother and she was barely even ten years older.
After taking care of her father day in and day out for the last five years - cooking meals for him, cleaning the house, waiting on him when he was sick - he was just going to give himself to that slut he'd barely known for six months. The girl had kept quiet about her father's girlfriends for his sake. Her mother had broken his heart and she knew it made him feel good to go out with good looking younger women. But eventually Larissa came to the conclusion that she didn't trust any other girl to love her father the way he deserved. If even her mother could leave him, what would some other woman do? Even Stacy.
But now Larissa felt like everyone in the restaurant was staring at her. She couldn't form words and the room felt like it was closing in on her. Suddenly she started crying and shot up from her seat to run out of the restaurant without a word.
~~~~~~
Tom sat at the table in shock as he watched Larissa run up the sidewalk past the restaurant windows. He couldn't comprehend his daughter's reaction to his announcement. Why wasn't she excited for him? Didn't she want him to be happy? What if she decided go away to college? He couldn't imagine she wanted him to be alone.
The man was crestfallen. He only wanted to make his beautiful daughter happy, too. He didn't want her worrying about him when the time came for her to leave the nest and make a life of her own. Maybe it was because of the way her mother had walked out years before, but there was never a more loving or devoted daughter than Larissa. How could he not want the best for her?
It seemed natural for a girl to feel some jealousy over a situation like theirs, but Larissa's reaction was totally unexpected.
Tom hurriedly fished a wad of cash out of his wallet and threw it on the table as he rushed out of the restaurant after his distraught daughter. He had to know what was wrong. It killed him to think of hurting his sweet, precious girl in any way, and he knew he had to do whatever it took to see that sweet, loving smile on her face once again.
He rushed up the sidewalk in the same direction Larissa had gone, but she wasn't anywhere in sight. He walked all the way around the mall the restaurant they'd been in was part of, but she was nowhere to be found.
Tom went into the mall, but it was crowded with people so he pulled his phone out of his suitcoat pocket and started calling his daughter's number. As he wandered through the mall, he hit the girl's number at least five times, but she wouldn't answer. He sent her texts asking where she was and what was wrong, but she didn't answer these, either.
Finally, he remembered that he had Larissa's number included on his phone location app. The little blip on his phone screen was moving slowly down a street a couple of blocks away from the mall. It looked like she was headed in the direction of where he'd parked the car.
He sighed with relief and headed out of the mall, working his way through the streets toward the car. His relief was quick to fade, though, as he followed the route of the little, bleeping dot on his phone. It would be easier to find her now, but he was still full of angst over her reaction to his announcement. The time it took to catch up with her gave him time to think of how he could make things right again, but by the time he found his baby girl leaning against the back of the car he hadn't come up with a single good idea.
Tom spotted his daughter before she spotted him. The street lights were just beginning to come on, and the girl was leaning against the car with her head down. Her skirt was bunched behind her, and she probably had no idea how it was pulling her ruffled hem even shorter than it was meant to look. Tom paused where he stood for a moment and took a long look at his daughter. He'd always known she had pretty legs, but the way they looked in the shortest skirt he'd ever seen her in was amazing.
He supposed just about every father would think his daughter was beautiful, but how many had to fight against the heat of the most unmentionable kind of desire? His love and need for her was powerful and confusing. He'd thought for sure that a girl like Stacy would help him forget those feelings and urges, but that was an obvious failure.
Tom never imagined his daughter might feel the same kinds of things, but there didn't seem to be a better explanation for the way she ran out of the restaurant. He started walking again, drawing closer to her. When she noticed him coming and looked up, he realized she was crying. She looked like a beautiful girl who'd just gotten jilted by her lover.
The man's heart sank as he slowly covered the last few paces toward his daughter. He didn't know when he'd ever felt this low, having hurt the one person he loved more than anything or anyone. It was a massive crash compared to the mood he was in just before telling the girl about his intentions toward Stacy.
"Baby, I'm so sorry," he said, putting his arms around her and pulling her close.
She folded her arms up and let him cuddle her into a cocoon with his much larger body. He ran his fingers over her soft hair, kissing the top of her head while she snuffled against his chest. Her bare legs were rubbing up against his through his pants. It made him wish he could feel her sweet skin on his own, but despite everything there were some lines they could never cross. He could never let her suspect how he'd silently observed her transformation into a ripe young woman with a very unfatherly amazement. Sometimes he was afraid the depth of his love and admiration for her was plain as a bolt of lightning.
But only one thing seemed important now, and that was to soothe the girl's terrible upset.
He leaned back far enough to take her glasses off. Then he kissed the tear streaks running down her face and wiped off her glasses with his tie. She was looking straight into his eyes when he placed her glasses back on her head.
"I didn't mean to upset you, sweetie," he said. "I was hoping the news would make you happy."
"Oh, Dad, you must think I'm terrible." She started sobbing again and buried her face against her father's shirt.
"Shhhh, sweetheart, don't ever say that," he told her in the most soothing tone he could. He stroked her soft hair, still smelling of shampoo, and pulled her into a tighter hug. "You're my one and only angel. Nothing could ever change that. You're the love of my life. Didn't you know that?"
She looked up at his face and started to get teary again. This time he wiped them away with his thumbs.
"Then how could you marry Stacy?" she asked.
Tom sighed and hugged the girl tighter. He became even more aware of her bare legs rubbing up against his, and he was beginning to fear his tingling cock was going to start getting hard against her body. There would be no way his daughter wouldn't feel his arousal considering the way they were holding onto each other, yet neither one of them was in any hurry to let go.
"Well I can't exactly marry you, can I?" he replied, wishing exactly the opposite.
"Yeah," Larissa replied. "Stupid, right? Except we kind of already are, if you think about it. Haven't I been good to you since Mom's been gone? I've tried so hard to be."
"Oh baby, no one could ever be better than you. Your mother was never even close. I've been so much happier since it was just you and me than I ever was with her. Or even Stacy."
"Maybe I haven't been good enough," she said. It was almost a whine.
"Listen carefully, baby girl. Your mother and Stacy combined couldn't be half of what you are to me."
"Then how come you don't love me as much as them?"
Tom looked into the girl's eyes with a stab of pain wracking his heart. "How could you even think that, angel?"
"Cuz you never wanted me like them."
She slipped her leg in between his, slowly running her bare thigh up between her father's. The girl couldn't have made the point more obvious, and the rush of heat Tom had been mentally staving off came rushing straight to his tingling cock. These indecent feelings for his young daughter had been nagging him for so long now, and they had only been getting worse. He should have just suppressed them when they first started, but he never thought it could get this bad.
"Jesus," Tom groaned with a deep sigh as he felt his hands slide down behind his daughter to feel her warm skin just under the short hem of her skirt. He instantly discovered she was wearing a thong under her skirt as his palms came into contact with the smooth, round cheeks of her ass. "You know that's not possible, baby."
"Yeah. Right."
She pushed her thigh all the way up to her father's crotch, the top of her leg tentatively rubbing against the bulge under his pants. At the same time, Tom couldn't stop feeling the silky warmth of his daughter's ass and hips, so much of her warm flesh left open to his touch by the skimpy cut of her panties. Her skin was too perfect to ever let go of. His cock was quickly swelling to its full size and she was urging him harder and harder with her leg.
"Baby," he groaned, "this is what I've always wanted...but we can't. We just can't. I know you understand how wrong it is."
Yet his hands seemed to be ignoring his words as he squeezed and kneaded his daughter's ripe, round ass with a firm grip.
"Yeah," she replied, "but what if I just don't care?"
Tom hesitated. "That would be bad, sweetheart. Really, really bad," he finally protested without any heart behind it.
"I could be good enough if you let me, Daddy. Better than Mom or Stacy. Just let me, Daddy, please. Let me show you."
"That's impossible, baby, you know that," he told her as he slipped his fingers under her thong and dipped them into the cleft between her cheeks.
"Aren't I good enough, Daddy?" she mewled as she dropped her leg from between his and placed her hand over the bulge in his pants.
"Oh fuck, sweetie, of course you are. But...but..."
"Oh my god, Daddy, your cock feels even better than I thought it would."
"Fuck," Tom growled. He was completely powerless to push his daughter's hand away from his throbbing cock. At the same time, his fingers were working their way lower between the girl's ass cheeks, searching for that sweet slit hidden down between her thighs.
Then Tom spotted a group of people coming down the sidewalk in their direction. He was relieved and frustrated at the same time. He let go of Larissa and backed away from her as much as he didn't want to, yet knowing it was the sensible thing to do. The idea of being seen groping his own eighteen-year-old daughter in public was more than he could deal with, despite the fact that it made his cock pulse even harder.
To make matters worse, there was a look of disappointment on Larissa's face. Tom pulled his jacket closed in an attempt to hide the prominent bulge in his pants while he unlocked the car and opened the passenger door for her. Larissa had spotted the people coming down the sidewalk and giggled softly.
"Fraidy cat," she teased as she slipped past her father to get into the car, she let her hand brush over the hard on under his pants and made a show of lifting her beautiful legs and flashing her tiny panties as she got into her seat.
Tom gnashed his teeth and closed the door, going around the car to get in on the driver's side. He took a sigh of relief, but his daughter's hand was back on his cock bulge before he finished exhaling. She sat with her legs splayed open as far as she could get them in the car, but with her skirt being as short as it was it was enough to reveal the gusset of her panties and the smear of wetness soaking into them.
"We can't be doing this, sweetheart," he told her without making a move to remove the girl's hand from his cock.
"I know," she replied, her gaze trained on the large bulge in his pants where her fingertips were tracing back and forth over the shape of his hardness. "But I don't care."
Tom groaned softly and put his hand on the girl's bare thigh. Her skin was perfectly soft under his fingers as they dug gently into her warm flesh.
"You shouldn't say things like that, baby," he told her. "This is hard enough as it is."
Larissa snickered briefly. "Yes, it is, Daddy. And it's getting even harder."
Tom couldn't help chuckling a little, but the feeling of his sweet daughter's hand rubbing over his rigid cock was consuming all of his capacity for rational thought. He moved his hand higher along her thigh. As long as they'd gone this far, it didn't seem that much worse to just slip his hand far enough to touch the gusset of her panties. It would only be for a few seconds, yet he'd remember the moment for the rest of his life.
He was looking at her silken thigh as his hand slid to her panties, his fingers pressing against the yielding puff of her soft mound. The fabric was damp with her juices. She uttered of soft gasp when he touched her, her own hand tightening into a snug grip on his hard cock through his pants.
Tom realized he'd just crossed a line he couldn't uncross, but the fact that they were still only touching each other through their clothes seemed to give him a false sense of not having gone too far. Even though they had. They really, really had.
But all he could do was press and rub against his cooing daughter's pussy mound a little harder.
"See, Daddy?" she purred. "I can be good enough, can't I? Even if you're marrying Stacy I still want you. I don't care. I'll be better to you than her."
"Baby, all I said was that I was thinking about asking her. I haven't actually asked her yet."
Tom almost regretted admitting that much, but when he saw the look of happy excitement light up his pretty daughter's face he quit caring about anything else. As he began rubbing small circles over her panty-covered mound, a steady leakage of girl honey started to saturate the thin fabric.
"Please promise you won't do it, Daddy. Don't even ask her and she'll never know the difference. She could end up leaving just like Mom did, but I never would."
Her hand moved more and more eagerly over Tom's hard bulge as she spoke, stroking him until precum was oozing into his briefs.
"Baby, what about college?" he asked.
But his mind wasn't really on his words. He was staring at the puffy V between her sweet, bare thighs while his fingers slowly hooked around the crotch of her thong and pulled it aside to expose her slit. Before he even had a chance to touch his daughter's delicate petals, Larissa rocked her hips with a loud sigh, urging her father to rub that wet, naked pussy.
"I don't have to go away just for that," she said.
Tom was barely aware of what they were saying. He was staring spellbound at his daughter's pussy, unable to resist sliding his fingertips over her damp lips. The long, deep sigh she uttered when he touched her slit went straight to his core and made his heart beat faster. He could never admit how many times he'd dreamt of feeling his pretty baby's pussy, but she probably already had a very good idea. When he thought of the number of times she'd flashed her slit at home he knew they all couldn't have been accidents. But now, seeing how easily she responded to his fingers was beyond anything he could have predicted.
"Oh god, Daddy, yes, touch it deeper," she cooed. "It's yours, Daddy. All yours."
"You shouldn't say that, baby," Tom protested weakly. But as he smeared her juices over her slippery sexlips, he couldn't resist pushing his middle finger in between them and delving in the syrupy warmth of her tight hole.
"Yessssss," the girl moaned, shoving her hips forward. "But it's true, Dad. It's all yours. Always."
Tom began stroking his finger in and out of her slick hole, curling up on the instrokes to swipe at her g spot. Every time he touched it she pulled in a deep sigh and moaned, rocking her hips to encourage him. He was barely aware that she was losing control of her hand on his cock, even though she was still trying to rub his aching bulge.
He slipped a second finger into her pussy along with the first, and her moans became deeper and raspier. The intense look of love and lust on her face began to change something inside him. Tom began to feel like he deserved that look, as if he'd earned it over the years of loving and protecting her like no one else in his life. At the same time, he realized how much he always loved the way she took care of him more like a wife than a daughter. He probably shouldn't have let her treat him that way for so long, but she made him happy the way no one in life ever had.
Now he had the pad of his thumb grinding over her pebble-hard clit while he sawed his fingers in and out of her sodden pussy.
The sweet, shapely mounds under her blouse heaved up at the buttons every time she breathed in deeply. He'd only ever seen them in a bra. It wasn't as if Larissa had incredibly big boobs, but they were full and had a shapely bounce that made them seem bigger than they actually were.
She barely seemed in control of her own body now while Tom massaged the sweet spot inside her. She writhed and twisted this way and that, her eyes going wide open.
"Oh, Daddy, I love that! I love you!" she mewled.
"No one ever touched you like this, did they, sweetie?" he asked as she watched her ride the waves of pleasure rushing through her.
Her face scrunched up into a grimace of pleasure as she bit her bottom lip and shook her head.
"Good," he said. He knew his daughter had done some experimenting with a couple of her girlfriends when they stayed overnight at their house. He'd paused and listened at her bedroom door to more than he ever should have, but he couldn't help it. His were probably the biggest fingers the girl had ever had inside her creamy little hole, and he was spellbound watching her moan and squirm. He rubbed harder and faster at her g spot, and suddenly she was pushing back against her door with all her might, her body tautly flexed as an orgasm rippled through her. Tom nearly came in his pants when he saw the spray come squirting from his daughter's delectable young pussy.



"Oh my god," Larissa sighed after the intense wave had passed.
Tom pulled his fingers out of her and sucked her sweet juices off them. His cock was throbbing wildly in his pants, but he knew he had a responsibility to put a stop to this insane behavior. While Larissa was still dazed, he started the car and headed for home.
When they got home, they decided to order pizza and watch a couple of movies on the couch since dinner had been such a bust. They hadn't said anything about what happened in the car, but Tom could tell his quiet daughter was thinking about it just as much as he was.
She went upstairs and took a shower while he followed her up and quickly changed into a pair of sweatpants and a T shirt. Then he went back down and waited for the pizza delivery. It was good to have a little time to let things cool off before anything more serious happened. Tom knew it was common enough for fathers and daughters to harbor intense feelings for each other, but acting on them was another story. What had happened between them in the car could only be the result of the girl's reaction.
Larissa came back down in an oversized T shirt that left her smooth, pretty legs mostly bare, with her pert tit buds proudly lifting the fabric in front. It was easily apparent she was braless, and Tom could barely keep his eyes off the perky nipple dents in her shirt.
After the pizza arrived they started a movie and ate from the coffee table as they sat close together on the couch. They were soon cuddled together, with Tom's arm around his daughter while her bare legs angled against the side of his leg. Larissa eventually pulled the blanket draped over the back of the couch over the two of them, and they snuggled into an even tighter cocoon.
Tom started to wonder if Larissa was paying any attention to the movie. He was barely following it at all as his mind kept going over everything that happened before they came home. He also realized how much he liked the way things felt right then and there, with his pretty girl tucked up against him as close as she could get. It just felt so sweet and natural, and he'd never gotten that same feeling with Stacy or Larissa's mother.
Nor had he ever felt such a sweetly delicate pussy. She was so tender and smooth as silk. And with the movie running, his mind was on how wet she'd gotten and the way she'd squirted when he fingered her sweet spot. He remembered how her skin felt so smooth he wondered if she'd purposely shaved especially for their daddy/daughter date night.
With a sigh, Tom's hand drifted under the blanket Larissa had pulled over them, sliding off her shoulder and down to her bare hip where her skin was exposed below the bunched-up hem of her T shirt. She had her feet up on the edge of the couch, raising her knees toward her face and pulling the blanket up like a tent. Her skin felt so soft and warm he couldn't resist letting his fingertips graze lightly.
Larissa made a soft coo of approval as she snugged up even tighter against her father's much larger body. Her hand was soon on top of his thigh and dropping over the inside of his leg. While he was rubbing the outside of her leg, her hand was much quicker to drop onto his crotch and begin rubbing at the rapidly growing bulge of his cock.
The girl's exploring touch felt too good to make her stop, even through his sweatpants. It felt so good that all of his rational misgivings started to melt away. They were in the cozy privacy of their own home now, and it felt like the most natural thing in the world for the father and daughter couple to share such loving intimacy. It had never felt so sensual or peaceful with the girl's mother, and as much as Tom liked Stacy, he knew she would never make him feel the same way, either.
Before he knew it, the first movie ended and Tom got the second one started. His cock was completely hard by now and his sweet, young daughter kept rubbing and stroking his shaft through his sweats. Before long, she used her free hand to push his down between her thighs and onto her bare pussy.
"Please, Daddy. Touch me back," she whispered.
"This is really bad, sweetheart," Tom whispered back with a smile.
"No, it's not," she cooed softly.
Her mound felt so warm and perfectly smooth, and she was already as wet as she had been in the car. She whimpered and moaned softly while his fingers began to stroke and spread the slick petals of her pussy. Her clit was swollen and his finger traced circles over it while her moans grew deeper.
"Make me cum again, Daddy," she cooed. "And this time let me make you cum, too. Please?"
Tom groaned softly and slid one of his long, thick fingers into his daughter's slippery pussy. She mewled like a kitten at the soft invasion of her tender hole, and within a few seconds her hand slipped inside her father's sweatpants to take hold of his hot, throbbing cock shaft.
"I want it inside me, Dad," she told him, half moaning. "Then I'll be yours for real."
Tom pushed his finger deeper into the girl's pussy, curling toward her g spot while he leaned over and kissed her. She was ready and eager for her father's kiss as her lips opened instantly and their tongues swirled together. Tom kissed her as eagerly as she kissed him back, and he knew he would take his willing baby girl to his bed before long.
But then the sound of Stacy using her key to come into the house forced father and daughter to break off their deep kiss much sooner than either of them wanted. She came in through the side door and through the kitchen. Tom started to pull his finger out of Larissa's pussy, but she grabbed his wrist with her free hand, holding his hand right where it was. He could easily have pulled away, but the blanket was still tented over their laps with his daughter's knees raised. He couldn't help feeling a deep jolt of excitement having his finger secretly in his daughter's pussy while his girlfriend walked in and said hello to them as if everything were completely normal.
The motion of Larissa's hand on her father's cock slowed down a little, but she kept stroking him, being careful to keep from making any suspicious movements under the blanket. From the way Larissa's pussy was creaming heavily around his lightly stroking finger Tom could tell his daughter was just as excited by the situation as he.
The blonde was dressed casually in ass-hugging yoga pants, and when she took off her coat she revealed braless, free-swinging tits under a cropped T shirt.
"Pizza?" Stacy noticed as she sat down on the empty other half of the couch. "I thought you two were having one of your little date nights."
The blonde's sarcasm as she said date nights was unmistakable. She'd never made an effort to hide her attitude about Tom's devotion to his daughter. He should have been more aware of it before, but he could now see how it would never have worked out.
He secretly pushed his finger deeper into his daughter's pussy, his cock throbbing wildly in her greedily gripping hand.
"We decided to have our date at home tonight," he told the blonde, not bothering to mention the unfortunate scene at the restaurant.
"How cozy," Stacy replied. Her attempt to sound polite was thin, along with the skeptical look she gave them.
"We are," Larissa told her, laying her head against her father's shoulder with a coy smile.
Stacy's look almost turned into a sneer until she finally just rolled her eyes and looked away while Larissa smiled even wider. Tom was reluctant to say anything, being afraid his tone of voice would give away the pleasure his daughter's hand was giving him under the blanket. Precum was oozing steadily from the bloated head of his cock now, and the girl was slicking it all up and down his shaft. Her father was concerned about her making too much motion under the blanket, but so far she was being careful and it felt much too good to make her stop. He never would have imagined how hot it would feel to have his daughter secretly stroking his hard cock while his much younger girlfriend was sitting on the same couch right within arm's reach.
"Do you guys always sit that close?" Stacy asked, briefly turning her head to Larissa.
The younger girl squirmed cozily, as if she could snuggle any closer to her father. Tom kept his finger in her pussy the whole time, slowly stroking it in and out of her creamy hole as deeply as he could without raising Stacy's suspicion.
"Of course," the darker haired girl responded. "He's my dad. We always snuggle."
"You're lucky to have such a nice dad," the blonde said. "Mine was never like that."
Stacy's tone was on the verge of sounding spiteful, like she was jealous of her older boyfriend's daughter.
"Sorry," Larissa replied, sounding sincere.
"Whatever," the blonde said. Then she got up and went into the kitchen.
Tom's cock was throbbing with heat, and he was incredibly impressed with the way his daughter kept stroking him while she was talking to Stacy.
"You're a naughty girl," he muttered softly.
"Oh? Do you want me to stop?" the girl giggled quietly.
"Fuck no," her father growled.
Then Tom pulled his finger out of his daughter's wet pussy, brought his hand out from under the blanket and pushed his wet finger into the girl's mouth to suck on her own juices. Larissa's eyes widened in surprise, but she eagerly sucked the cream off her father's finger. Then, just as quickly, he pushed his hand back under the blanket and went back to fingering the girl's slick, sodden pussy.
"Daddy, I want to make you cum," Larissa whispered, her hand never skipping a beat as she stroked her father's enormously hard cock.
Tom thought for split second he should discourage her from doing anything riskier than they already were, but he was aroused far beyond anything he'd ever felt before. His only response was to sneak a quick, deep kiss before Stacy came back. Then Larissa started to push down on his sweatpants, working to get his cock free of them and wrap her hand around his hot flesh. All Tom could do against his better judgment was shift his weight to help.
With his sweats pushed below his balls, Larissa was now stroking her father's cock more freely. Tom made sure the blanket was still up on her knees and tenting enough to cover what the devious girl was up to. He'd always liked adventurous sex, but he'd never done anything as risky as he had that night with his own eighteen-year-old daughter.
When Stacy came back in with a glass of wine, Larissa was slowly stroking and holding her father on the edge like she'd been doing it for years. And Tom now had two fingers slipping and sliding into his daughter's well soaked pussy. They kept this up until the blonde finished a second glass of wine and finally dozed off on the other side of the couch.
The moment Stacy nodded out, Larissa quickly grew careless, stroking her father's cock harder and faster. If Stacy had opened her eyes at that point she would easily see what was going on under the blanket. But it felt too good and Tom didn't have the will to get her to stop. He just ground his fingers into her g spot and kept rubbing until her whole body stiffened and she had a lip-biting orgasm right there.
The girl just stroked her father's cock harder and faster, until the blanket covering them was flapping up and down to the motion of her hand. Tom turned to her and whispered what a naughty girl she was being just before his cock spasmed in her fist and started gushing cum into the blanket and all over her hand. It was the hardest Tom had ever cum from a handjob.
Tom pulled his sweatpants back over his cock and whispered to Larissa that it was time to go upstairs, saying they could let Stacy keep sleeping. Later on he'd come back down and wake her up. Larissa shot her father an unhappy frown. But when Tom turned to wait for her, his daughter was pulling the blanket over Stacy, carefully arranging the wet spot with his cum as close to the blonde's face as possible. It was practically under her nose. Larissa flashed her father a triumphant grin, and all he could manage was a smile in return.
Then the pair crept quietly up the stairs, and Tom followed his daughter straight to her bedroom. The girl started to close her door, but her father stopped her, wanting to leave it ajar.
"I want to be able to hear Stacy if she wakes up," he explained. "She probably won't wake up anytime soon after having that wine, but we shouldn't take any chances. I don't want her coming upstairs while we're doing things we're not supposed to."
"Like giving you a handjob on the couch?" his daughter said with a giggle.
Tom smiled at her. "Exactly."
"Or we shouldn't let her catch us being naked together in my bedroom," she said with a gleam in her eye.
"Absolutely not," her father replied with a grin as he watched his daughter quickly peel off her T shirt. He took a deep breath when he saw her fully exposed body. She was so petite yet her curves were so ripe and smooth. Her tits were round and perky, standing out to look bigger than they seemed when she was dressed.
Larissa almost looked shy as her weight shifted from one foot to the other while her father gazed at her body. His eyes never left her while he pulled of his own shirt and pushed his sweatpants down to the floor. His cock was already growing thick with need for her again. Just being naked together was bringing a fresh wave of sensation to his cock. The gleam of anticipation in her pretty eyes was just as arousing as the sight of her sweet, young body and Tom's cock was beginning to lift in response.
Larissa looked at her father's growing cock and let out a giggle. "I think you like me naked, Dad," she said happily.
"More than your father is supposed to, young lady," he said, trying to sound stern.
His eager daughter just giggled again and reached for his cock with both hands, rubbing his growing shaft and balls. Tom covered the girl's proudly bared tits with his large hands and leaned over to kiss her. Their tongues swirled together inside their open mouths as they explored each other's body with roaming hands. Larissa's nipples were hard with excitement and she moaned her pleasure into her father's mouth while he rolled and twisted them between his fingers.
Tom started to slide a hand down toward the girl's smooth pussy, but she was backing away to sit down on the edge of her bed. Yet she never let go of her father's cock as she stepped backward and sat, forcing him to step up to her.
"I've been needing to do this, Daddy," she purred seductively.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned as she leaned forward and took the head of his organ into her wet, pliant mouth.
Tom stood watching his daughter eagerly suck his cock, pulling him in and out of her hot mouth while he quickly swelled back to a fully throbbing erection. She was fondling his balls with one hand and stroking the base of his shaft with the other while her soft, wet lips stroked the upper end of his shaft. Her lips and tongue flashed and swirled over the ridge of his knob, driving his raw pleasure to new heights, drawing a heavy flow of precum out of his swollen head.
"You've done this before, haven't you?" he asked, half growling and not sure he wanted an honest reply.
The girl stopped sucking and looked up at his face with an impish gleam in her eyes.
"Maybe," she said, grinning. "And if I did, which I'm not saying I did, but if I did, maybe it was only for practice."
"Hmmm," her father groaned skeptically. "So what's this? More practice?"
"Oh no," she shook her head. "This is real cocksucking from the girl who loves more than anyone."
"I love you, too, baby," he told her. "And I do love the way you suck your dad's cock."
"Mmmm, it's so tasty, Daddy."
On that, the girl took her father's cock back into her mouth and continued working over his saliva-slick shaft with her lips and hand. Tom was completely taken over by the pleasure of her well-practiced mouth. He let his daughter show off her intensely pleasing skills until he couldn't keep himself from thrusting into her mouth, shoving his cock deeper.
After taking her father's cock thrusts into her mouth for a couple of minutes, Larissa finally pulled off and started licking his balls. She bathed them completely with her tongue, and then started sucking them while she pumped her hand up and down his heat engorged shaft.
Tom was amazed by his daughter's eagerness to please him, but even more so that she was pleasing herself just as much. But he finally pushed her back so she could lie on her bed while he took her ankles in his hands and guided her lets wide apart. He leaned over her body and kissed her welcoming mouth while feeling the perky fullness of her tits, the underside of his swollen cock rubbing against her wet slit.
Larissa arched her hips and ground her pussy against her father's cock with eager greed, but Tom started to kiss his way down her body. He stopped to spend a long time lapping and sucking each of her protruding nipples before grazing lower. Finally, he lapped his tongue along her flushed slit in an upward swipe, making sure to get at her pussy lips and clit all in one motion.
The girl moaned with pleasure and humped at her father's mouth, eager for more. Tom was just as eager to give it to her. He pushed her legs farther apart and up higher at the same time. When he went back down for the next lick, he started at her newly exposed asshole, letting his tongue flutter against her rosebud a moment before traveling up her slit to her swollen, pink pearl once more.
Larissa's entire body squirmed on the bed while a kittenish growl escaped her throat.
"Oh my god, Daddy," she said, fighting for breath, "did you really just lick my asshole?"
"Yes, baby, I did," he replied with a devious chuckle. "And I'm about to do it again."
"Ohhhh, fuck," the girl cried.
Keeping her legs high and wide, Tom went back to licking the girl's rimhole, flashing his wet tongue at her tight ring while she lost the ability to form complete words. He brought one hand to her pussy, mashing his thumb between her slippery cunt lips and into her hole, massaging her inside while he lathered her asshole with his tongue.
Once he had the girl's rim well lathered with saliva, he brought his thumb from her pussy to smear her cream over her bud along with it. Then he started to push a finger into her ass while lashing her clit with his tongue.
Larissa was huffing loudly in her fight for breath and her body was trembling with excitement as her father hungrily sucked on her clit and finger fucked her ass at the same time. His cock was pounding with heat while he took his baby girl through two body-shaking orgasms.
Afterward, he climbed over her, posing himself between her wide-open thighs and nudged the fat dome of his cock against her pussy lips. Larissa was staring at him with a dazed expression, her pudgy tits heaving on her chest as she pulled in deep breaths.
"Are you gonna fuck me now, Daddy?" she managed to ask weakly.
"Yes, baby," came his sure reply.
A dreamy smile came to the girl's pouty lips as her father pushed the head of his cock past her slick petals and into the creamy heat of her fuckhole. She whimpered and gasped as his long, thick cock sank deeper and deeper into her tight channel. It seemed like forever before his throbbing rod finally filled her sweet young slit to the brim.
"Baby? Did you ever practice fucking like you practiced sucking?" he asked, beginning a slow slide in and out of her slick pussy.
Larissa pouted and shook her head. "No, Daddy. Only ever with my fingers."
"Good girl," her father growled. "And I hope you know no one else is ever going to have this pussy after me."
"Oh god, Daddy, yes. Fuck. Please."
Tom began fucking his thick cock into his daughter's pussy deeper and harder, gradually adding more force and speed while she rocked her hips to meet his thrusts. He couldn't remember being inside a pussy as tight as hers, and the hot, hard strokes of his solid cock were sending waves of pleasure throughout his entire body.



He leaned over and kissed his girl hard and deep, savoring her mouth and tongue as long as he pleased before moving down to her tits and sucking on each of her nipples. Having her nipples sucked and nipped at made Larissa moan deeply and grind her cunt even hard onto her father's driving stalk. She rippled and squirted with at least two more orgasms while he desperately hammered his body into hers.
He finally lost himself, pumping the girl's slit for all he was worth while his cock erupted with hot, creamy gets of cum deep inside her.
As Larissa's moans died down and she lay back in a trance, catching her breath, Tom was aware there were still feminine moans of pleasure coming from behind him. Still hard, he was slipping his rod slowly in and out of his daughter's pussy while turning to look over his shoulder.
Stacy was leaning up against the open doorway. Her top was pushed up over her tits, and she was twisting her erect nipples while her other hand was thrust into her yoga pants, obviously shoving fingers up into her pussy. She'd obviously been there long enough to finger herself to an orgasm that was practically simultaneous to the father and daughter's.
Tom angled his body slightly, just enough so Larissa could see Stacy just coming down from her climax. The girl's eyes go wide with surprise as she sees her father's girlfriend with her big tits hanging out and her hand grinding into her pussy.
"Oh my god, Daddy, she saw us," Larissa cried. "That's so hot!"
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Nicole was in the garage leaning against the side of her husband's car while Noah buried his adoring face in the abundant flesh of her enormous tits. Her nipples were fully aroused as her son's best friend moved from side to side, taking turns to suck on each of her nipples while his fingers pressed deeply into the meat of her pliant globes. The eighteen-year-old's impressive cock was throbbing with heat in her hand, precum already oozing from the head while she lathered the slick flow over the length of his rod.
Noah had her thin, off the shoulder blouse down below her braless tits within moments after they snuck into the garage. Even though this was far from the first time for them, he never got tired of worshipping the older woman's monumental tits. With nipples as sensitive as Nicole's, she was always pleased by the boy's eager attention. Nor did she ever tire of the way his hot, young cock never failed to rise and swell with need.
The curvaceous, thirty-nine-year-old brunette had also put on a short white skirt, not bothering with panties because she'd known Noah would be coming to visit. Her pussy was wet before they even made it into the garage. He'd come over on the pretense of seeing Luke, Nicole's son, and Noah's best friend since they were in school. But the whole time the young college guys were hanging out, Nicole and Noah were constantly shooting knowing looks at each other, waiting for their chance to be alone.
Nicole and Noah had started fucking within a month after Luke left town for college. Even though her son was gone from the house, his friend still found excuses to stop by and hang around with his pretty, voluptuous mother. Without Luke around, Noah became much less guarded about the way he looked at Nicole, and she discovered she liked it much more than she should have. But with her husband hardly ever home and Luke away, she found Noah's attention helped keep her from missing Luke as much as she did. And then there was also the fact that Noah made sure she got more pussy licking than she could ever remember.
They usually used Luke's room if his father wasn't in the house. Otherwise they'd sneak into the basement or garage. Sometimes they even chanced going outside and finding the darkest area of the backyard if it was late enough. Or if it was earlier and Charles, Nicole's husband, was at home, Nicole would invent an errand and ask Noah to come along and help, since Charles never wanted to help his wife with anything.
They were in the garage tonight because having Luke back home made it harder for them to get away. Noah had to spend a reasonable amount of time with Luke, yet Nicole could tell he was just as eager as she was to get her alone. Charles was home as well, which only made it harder.
At least Luke had been a little tired from driving all day to come home, so he went upstairs to crash early. And with Charles drinking scotch in front the TV, he started nodding off in his chair. Nicole and Noah were able to quietly sneak into the garage where the young man had her luscious tits out of her blouse within seconds.
Now her swollen nipples were soaking wet from Noah's saliva, and his cock was growing slippery from Nicole slicking his own precum up and down his throbbing shaft. Even though they were both sleeping, knowing both her son and husband were in the house had the horny wife and mother was anxious as well as excited by the risk. She wanted that hot, young cock plowing hard into her dripping pussy, but at the same time she thought she should finish off Noah as quickly as possible and send him home.
Her young lover's cock was hard as iron and throbbing with heat within her groping fingers. She got him to turn around with her so they switched places, leaving Noah now leaning against Charles' car. Nicole then sank down to her knees on the cement floor, her full tits still jutting out over her misplaced top, and held Noah's big, dripping cock to her face. She reached out with her tongue and licked up the precum coating his fat knob. Wet heat rippled through her pussy as she took the throbbing pole into her mouth and started sucking.
Noah groaned. His breath went deep and raspy while his best friend's mother worked his cock with her lips and hand in tandem. She cupped his balls in her other hand and sucked his delicious shaft hungrily. Nicole had always loved sucking dick as much as anything. It was one of her favorite things to do. She loved the feeling of a hot, pulsating cock filling her mouth and the feeling of control that came over her while she was pleasing that flesh between her lips.
Other than Charles', Noah's cock was the first one she'd had the opportunity to pack into her wet mouth in far too long. For that matter, it had probably been over year since the last time she'd had her own husband's dick in her mouth. Until she started her secret fling with Noah, she'd almost forgotten how much she loved it, and her son's friend was an incredible subject for her favorite hobby. He went weak in the knees whenever Nicole took his raging hard on into her mouth, and tonight was no exception.
Noah's groans grew deeper and more ragged while Nicole worked at his swollen pole. She sucked and pumped him faster, also hoping to finish him off quickly. The challenge of getting the college age boy to cum as fast as she could excited her, making her pussy flush with creamy dew. She put both hands on his firm, young ass and began plunging her mouth onto his solid rod with long, wet strokes, taking as much of his big shaft as she could. Noah gripped the back of her head and thrust.
"Ohhh, Mom," he groaned in the heat of the moment. "Yessss, Mom, suck it."
Nicole was so stunned by Noah's slip of the tongue that she very nearly stopped sucking. Could he really be imagining his own mother sucking his cock? But he was obviously lost to the pleasure of her eager mouth and had no idea he'd just called out to the wrong mother. The thought of Noah imagining his own mother sucking his cock made Nicole's pussy ripple with excitement. She began bobbing her head back and forth faster, sucking hard and swirling her tongue until Noah moaned long and hard and released a hot load of spurting cum into her mouth.
Noah kept pumping into her face until he was completely spent and breathless. She finally let go of his cock and stood back up, the idea of him imagining fucking his mother's mouth still vivid in her mind.
"That was amazing," he told her, still catching his breath.
Nicole gave him a smile. She wasn't about to let him know he'd called out to his mother while she was sucking his cock.
"You have an amazing cock, baby," she said. Then she kissed him, giggling to herself knowing he could taste his own cum in her mouth.
It wasn't as if Nicole and Noah's mother looked so much alike, but they were the same type in general, both being ripely curvaceous brunettes. It was hard not to wonder if the vague resemblance had anything to do with Noah's interest in her in the first place.
After they pulled themselves back together, they kissed a little while longer and Noah left to go home. Nicole pulled her blouse back over her tits and went quietly back inside. Charles was snoring in his easy chair with a half-finished cocktail on the table beside. He'd be there all night unless his wife woke him up and urged him to lumber up the stairs to bed.
Still wet and horny from her tryst in the garage with Noah, Nicole took a seat on the sofa where Charles could easily see her if he woke up and opened his eyes. Knowing how unlikely that was, she pulled the top of blouse down and the bottom of her skirt up around her hips. She spread her thick, shapely legs and began stroking her fingers along the wet lips of her smoothly waxed pussy. The other hand rose up to her big, exposed tits, running over them, fondling her flesh and twisting her erect nipples.
She sighed softly and gazed at her comatose husband. Somehow, it just made the lingering taste of her son's eighteen-year-old friend's cock in her mouth that much sweeter. Opening her legs wider, she slid a finger into her wet hole and began stroking it in and out. After a few thrusts, she added a second, shifting her hips to aim her open pussy directly at her sleeping husband.
Nicole started to wish she hadn't been so anxious to make Noah cum and send him home. As much as she loved sucking cock and filling her mouth with hot cum, her pussy was sodden and aching with need. Thinking of Noah calling out to his mother just before he came was making Nicole's pussy ache and quiver with rare intensity.
She knew Noah's mother, a pretty, curvy blonde about the same age as her. Nicole wondered if she had any idea her son had dirty fantasies about her. Also, how long had Noah been harboring such unmentionable feelings for his sexy mother? How many times had he stroked that big, young cock over the first woman to ever love him?
Nicole's breath was coming deeper and more erratic as she ground her fingers into her slippery hole. Curling them up into her g spot, she even wondered if Noah ever admitted to Luke that he got hard for his own mother. And what would Luke think if he only knew? And what kind of ideas did he have about his own mother?
With her fingers now stroking hard and deep in her dripping cunt, Nicole was beside herself with aching. Yet somehow she managed to pull her fingers from her pussy and stand back up on feet that were barely steady. Leaving Charles to sleep in his chair, she quietly took the stairs and went down the hall to her son's room. She took a deep breath before opening the door, then stepping into his room to find him asleep under a tangled sheet.
Quietly closing herself into her son's bedroom, Nicole stood by the door and pulled her top off completely, dropping it on the floor nearby. She fondled her sensitive tits firmly as she watched her son sleep, tweezing her thick, swollen nipples while the wetness of her pussy just kept spreading onto her upper thighs. After a couple of minutes to gather her courage, she went over to Luke's bed and sat down carefully on his mattress. With one hand going back to play with her nipples again, she pinched up the sheet between her fingers and slowly pulled it down his body.
Her sleeping son was lying on his back with one leg out straight and the other cocked off to the side. He was only wearing briefs, and the bulge in the crotch looked so full and impressive. Very carefully, she placed her hand on his firm upper thigh just within a couple of inches of his crotch. It felt like his body heat was going right up into her hand. She waited and watched him for any sign of waking up. She didn't know what she'd do if he did, and also that there was a good chance he would, but it wasn't enough to make her stop.
Nicole carefully slid her hand the few inches from her son's leg onto the bulge in the crotch of his briefs. Her heart started to race as she touched him, even through his briefs. She began rubbing him very gently, letting her fingertips explored the shape of his flesh under the fabric. After a short while she could feel the stirring of growth. Luke sighed, but didn't wake up completely, yet he shifted his hips and opened his legs a little wider.
Luke's cock steadily continued to get bigger while his mother's hand caressed him. The shape of his head and shaft gradually became more defined as the growth of his organ started to stretch at the fabric of his briefs. Nicole's pulse seemed to keep increasing at the same rate her son's cock was growing under her loving touch.
Before long, she pulled the elastic waistband of Luke's briefs down to let his cock out in the open. He wasn't even fully erect yet and already he was bigger than either Noah or his father. His mother's heart skipped with excitement. He moaned sleepily while she let her fingers explore the swelling flesh of his beautiful cock. She felt herself fill up with pride while her pussy flushed with heat.
Nicole curled her hand around her son's rapidly growing cock and started stroking him, causing him to swell harder and faster. He groaned and stirred, and when his mother peered up at his face she discovered his eyes were halfway open. He was watching her stroke his cock, sitting there topless on his bed, preparing to give him the hottest surprise of his life.
"Mom, what are you doing?" he asked in a groggy moan.
"I'm stroking your beautiful cock, baby," she replied softly.
By now his impressive dick was fully erect and throbbing with heat in his mother's stroking hand.
"Yeah, I can see. I just...ummm..." He was still half asleep and barely seemed to be registering the full impact of what was happening.
"Do you want me to stop?"
"Mmmm, no, please don't."
"Then pick up your butt for me so I can get your briefs off."
Luke did as his mother asked and she slipped his briefs down his legs, and finally all the way off. When she reached for his cock and started stroking him again, he still looked sleepy but more aware. Nicole was conscious of him watching as she slid her hand up and down his thick shaft. He was so hard and silky, throbbing harder and harder within her snug grip. Her pussy was broiling with need while she stroked him. The longer she gazed at the long, fat pole in her hand the more mesmerized she became.
It wasn't long before her hand was moving faster on the young man's shaft, bringing a drippy flow of precum from his prominent dome. She was conscious of the heavy sway of her large tits caused by the jacking motion of her arm. It was so pleasing to see her sleepy son paying as much attention to his mother's smooth, round orbs as the hand that was skimming up and down his throbbing prick. The steady drip of his youthful precum was heavy enough to start lubing his rigid flesh, allowing his mother's hand a nice, slick glide up and down.
Luke's moans of pleasure only inspired his passionate mother to give him as much of her love as she possibly could. She started playing with her naked tits as she continued stroking him, kneading her lush mounds and playing with her thick nipples. Her son's eyes opened wider, gazing in awe at the last woman he ever expected to see doing these things to him. Nicole laughed silently, imagining what he must be thinking.
"No, baby, you're not dreaming," she told him. "Just relax and enjoy what your mother is doing to you."
Her son responded with a deeper groan. Then Nicole leaned over and started licking around his precum covered cock head. She avidly lapped at his knob until finally enclosing the whole tip of his fat rod in her mouth. Suddenly the groaning stopped and she caught him staring at her with his jaw hanging open. After swirling her tongue around his head for a while, she dropped further onto his shaft. She began stroking her wet lips up and down his rod and his groans of pleasure started again, coming deeper and longer than before.
Cupping his smoothly shaven ballsac in her hand, Nicole began a steady up and down sucking motion on her son's cock, running her other hand over his naked chest. It was the first time in her life she'd ever sucked more than one cock in the same night. That was almost as exciting to her as having her own son's rock-hard tool in her mouth and realizing this was the fantasy running through Noah's mind when she sucked him off in the garage.
As close as Luke and Noah were, Nicole couldn't help wondering if they had ever admitted their forbidden thoughts of their own mothers to each other. It made Nicole's pussy drip even harder to imagine Noah's mother sucking Luke's cock while he imagined just what he was getting tonight.
Her son's growing arousal inspired Nicole to suck on him harder, faster, deeper. Her hand moved from his balls to the base of his shaft, stroking him along with the up and down suction of her hot mouth. Bit by bit, Luke's body was squirming and writhing against the mattress. He clutched at his mother's dark brown hair with one hand and began pumping back at her face.
Luke's response to his mother's hungry sucking grew more and more intense until his whole body went stiff and his huge cock pulsed hot streams of cum into her mouth.
Nicole's heart nearly exploded when she felt her son's cum blast into her mouth. He gave her an immense load while she eagerly sucked and took down her throat into her tummy.
She kept her son's cock in her mouth until his hardness gradually started to fade away, then she rose back upright and looked at him with a smile, her bare tits quavering under his gaze. The sleepy look he'd had before was returning to his handsome face, but now it was mixed with an expression of disbelief.
"Welcome home, baby," his mother said with a smile.
Then she leaned over and kissed him long and deep on his mouth. Afterward, she got up off his bed and picked up her top, but didn't put it back on. With a quick, backward glance, she left her son's room and walked down the hall to her own room wearing only her skirt.
Charles was still downstairs, as she'd expected. She took off her skirt and got into bed alone and naked, her pussy dripping wet and begging for attention. She spent the next hour fingering herself with her legs spread wide while she relived the back to back blowjobs she'd given her son and his best friend. After giving herself five orgasms, she was finally able to drift off to sleep.
***
Charles had come up and gotten into bed at some point, but he couldn't have been there very long before he was up and getting ready to go to work. He was already downstairs by the time Nicole got up. Her mind was spinning with the events of the night before. She threw on one of Charles' large, white Oxford shirts and buttoned only half of the front, leaving most of her cleavage exposed and knowing her pussy would be visible if she moved in such a way as to pull apart the two halves at the bottom.
Her husband gave her warm kiss on the cheek, barely noticing the way she was barely dressed. He already had his travel mug ready to go.
"I'll be late tonight," he told her. "We're getting ready for the trip to Finland to meet with those tech people."
"Oh right, of course." She'd almost forgotten he was leaving the next day on a week-long business trip. It wasn't that she was anxious to get rid of him, but a few days apart would be good for them both. A chance of pace never hurt anyone.
Charles was out the door seconds later and getting into his car. By the time he was out of the driveway, Nicole was pouring herself a cup of coffee and trying to decide what to have for breakfast. It wasn't easy to concentrate on much, however, other than the cocks she had sucked the night before, not to mention who those cocks belonged to.
Yet it was Luke who was most on her mind. Having gone into his room and sucked him off last night now seemed like it had all been a dream. As exciting as her affair with Noah was, it barely compared to the excitement of crossing the line with her own son. She found herself caught between wishing he wouldn't sleep much longer and not knowing how she could look him in the eye. But Luke came into kitchen before she was halfway through her coffee.
At first there was an awkward silence while Luke went to the coffee maker to pour himself a cup. With Nicole leaning back against the counter just a couple of feet away from the coffee maker, she caught her son sneaking looks at the exposed parts of her tits. Just feeling his eyes on her that way was enough to make her nipples swell with warmth.
"Did you sleep well?" she asked cautiously.
"Yeah, really well," he replied, his eyes still on her tits more than her face.
They stood by the counter without making a move to bring their coffee to the table. Nicole was trying to read his expression, but with his eyes half-glued to her cleavage it wasn't easy. She also kept glancing down at the bulge in his briefs, remembering how perfect his cock had felt and tasted. As much as she thought they should probably sit down and talk about what happened, she was even more eager to hold her son's beautiful cock again.



"You must have been really tired," she finally replied, cautiously.
He nodded, not moving away. "Yeah, I had this wild dream, though."
His mother smiled with coy satisfaction. "I hope it was a good dream."
"Mmmm, it was incredible. As a matter of fact, you were in it." He looked up at her face briefly and then back at her open shirtfront.
"Why, honey, are you saying the girl of your dreams is your own mother?"
"I thought you might have figured that out a long time ago," he said, nearly shocking her into silence.
It took a moment for Nicole to let it sink in, but then she smiled and reached for the bulge the crotch of his fully packed briefs.
"Maybe it could be a recurring dream," she purred suggestively. It was a matter of mere seconds before his cock responded to her sensuous fondling, quickly growing thicker and longer through the thin material of his underwear.
"That would be so good, Mom, because it was the best dream I ever had."
Nicole couldn't think of a reply when Luke reached into the open front of her shirt and began feeling her smooth, warm tits with his large hand. His grip felt so strong and sure as he ran his hand over each of her fully rounded globes. Her nipples responded quickly to the grasping of his fingers, almost as quickly as his cock was swelling to stretch his briefs.
Suddenly he kissed her mouth and she instantly opened her lips to allow his tongue immediate access. His hands became more aggressing squeezing her big, weighty tits when his tongue swirled through her mouth and tangled with hers.
She then pushed his briefs down below his balls so she could get her hands around his fully swollen cock, stroking his shaft while he unbuttoned her shirt all the way. He pushed the shirt off her shoulders and she let go of his cock long enough to let it fall off onto the kitchen floor. Just as eagerly, Nicole lifted up on Luke's T shirt. He quickly took the shirt hem out of his mother's hands and ripped it off over his head while she pushed his briefs the rest of the way down.
They stopped for a few seconds and just stared at each other, as if they could barely believe they were mother and son standing naked in the kitchen together, Luke's cock jutting out so hard and hot. Then they moved back in for another deep, hot kiss at the same time, their arms going around each other's body. Nicole's heart raced at the feel of her tits squashing into her son's bare chest as much as the feel of his red-hot cock trapped between their bodies.
Luke's hands clutched and squeezed his mother's ass firmly, pulling her tighter against his throbbing cock. Nicole's slit was oozing with slick honey. It was dripping and beginning to smear her smooth upper thighs. Then her son brought one hand around from her ass and pushed it between them, reaching between her legs to feel her aching slit.
Nicole moaned into her son's mouth, even though her own was filled with his tongue, and widened her stance to give his hand more room to stroke at the slippery lips of her pussy. He brought his other hand back to her tits, fondling them while he pushed a finger up inside her hole. His mother's legs felt weak in response to bold invasion of his finger. As he began slipping his finger in and out, Nicole reached for her son's cock with both hands, stroking his hot length while they kissed each other harder and deeper.
Neither of them seemed to want to stop, but their kiss finally broke off and Nicole led Luke by his cock toward one of the kitchen chairs. She took a seat and was about to take his huge rod back in her mouth when he surprised her by lowering down to the floor and pushing her shapely thighs open wide. Looking up at his mother with an eager grin, Luke then pushed his face between her legs and licked her smooth, wet pussy. Nicole responded with a sharp gasp and pushed her ass closer to the edge of the seat.
She could barely believe the sight and sensations she was experiencing as Luke began laving her entire slit with his tongue, teasing her sex lips and clit, and eventually slipping a finger back inside her slick hole. The finger pumped rhythmically into her pussy while his tongue flashed and flickered all over her lips and clit. Hot waves of pleasure rippled through her body while her tits wobbled heavily in reaction to her deep gasps and moans.
Nicole couldn't take her eyes off the image of her own son eagerly lapping at her cream-oozing hole, driving his finger and tongue at her like she was made of candy. Luke soon pushed another finger into her pussy, fucking her with both while he sucked her throbbing clit between his lips. Before much longer, she felt that telltale quivering in her body that rapidly swelled to an orgasmic crescendo. She wrapped her ankles around the back of her son's head and ground her aching pussy at his face, closing her eyes while she gave in to the exquisite feelings rushing over her.
"Fuck, Mom, you taste so good," Luke growled as he finally pulled his face a few inches from her pussy.
Nicole opened her eyes and looked at him, feeling dazed yet wanting more. She was still breathing hard from her climax and couldn't form words right away. That was when she noticed Noah standing in the doorway that went from the kitchen into the garage. He was staring right at them with an expression of intense astonishment, and there was a big, ripe bulge in the front of his pants that he was squeezing with his hand.
Noah and Nicole made eye contact, but neither one said anything to give away the fact that he'd obviously been there long enough to get a wickedly hard cock over the scene that was unfolding. It wasn't unusual for Noah to come into the house without knocking or calling out. It was practically his second home. Nicole wouldn't have expected him to show up this early, especially having sent him home with a satisfying blowjob just the night before. But now Luke was home so he had two excuses to be there.
Nicole probably should have been more careful to make sure the kitchen door had been locked, but seeing her son's friend rubbing his aroused cock through his pants after watching Luke make love to his mother's pussy was surprisingly exciting. After the way he'd called out to his own mother the night before, Nicole realized Noah had to be aching with incredible need now that he'd seen an actual mother and son enjoying exactly what he'd been dreaming of for himself.
"That was amazing, baby," she told him, glancing at Noah and then back at Luke. "But I want your cock now. I've been needing it so bad ever since I snuck into your room and sucked it last night."
Nicole felt a tingle over her naked skin as she was speaking as much to Noah as to Luke. She wanted the other boy to know what happened after he left last night. She wanted him to know he was witnessing Luke and Nicole's first time.
Making sure to block her son's view of the doorway, Nicole got up and urged Luke onto the chair. His eyes were so intently glued to his mother's naked body that it was an easy job to keep his attention away from where Noah was. But when Nicole had a chance to glance over at the doorway it was empty. She knew Noah was just hiding and waiting for another chance to peek into the room so watch what was coming next.
Turning her back to her son, Nicole straddled his hips and rubbed her warm ass against his cock shaft for a while. Luke started to moan and explored his mother's shapely nakedness with both of his hands. He grasped at her ass cheeks and spread them. Then he slid his hands around her body and gripped her tits, squeezing them firmly and rolling her hot nipples tightly between his fingers.
Nicole was starting to moan again, too, and Noah's face appeared in the doorway as he chanced a cautious peek into the room. Nicole gazed at him directly while she reached down and held the tip of her son's rigid cock to her pussy. Breathing deeply and keeping her eyes on Noah's, she began to lower her pussy onto Luke's thick rod. His stone-hard flesh gradually filled her dewy hole while Noah stared at them in awe.
The curvaceous mother felt dazed just from the feeling of her son's cock sliding into her pussy for the first time. Seeing the way Noah was staring right at her well stretch slit as she sank down toward Luke's balls only made her pulse race even harder.
With Luke's hands cupping and feeling her tits, Nicole began rising up and down his cock. Noah moved all the way into the doorway and unzipped his pants while he watched them. He had his fully erect cock out of his pants within seconds and started stroking it. Nicole rolled and ground her hips as she rode her son's hard rod, keeping her eyes on Noah's cock, watching him stroke himself while she fucked her son.
"Oh fuck, I love you, Mom, that feels so good," Luke groaned, pulling hard on her nipples. "Your pussy is fucking amazing!"
"Baby, you fill me up just right," the lady moaned.
She rode Luke's cock steadily, gradually plunging harder and faster, gyrating her hips to milk his rod as hard as she knew how. With Noah pounding his cock harder and faster with his fist, Nicole started to cum with a feline yowl of pleasure. She started to cum again almost as soon as the first orgasm had finished.
"Oh fuck, Mom, you're gonna make me cum," Luke groaned.
"Do it inside me, baby. Cum nice and deep and hard up Mommy's pussy."
Luke's deep breaths and groans suddenly went ragged while he was jabbing his throbbing cock upward into his mother's hole. Nicole cried out and started to cum yet again while Noah suddenly started spurting cum all over the floor in front of where he was standing.
Nicole kept rising up and down her son's cock, gradually slowing her pace. Her mind was spinning as she realized he'd just filled her pussy with so much hot, young cum. And seeing Noah standing in the doorway still holding his cock with cum dripping off the head only made it all the more real. But then he disappeared into the garage again, and Nicole finally dismounted her son's cock and turned around to face him. Luke looked half dazed yet with a satisfied smirk on his face.
"That was amazing, Mom. Fuck," he told her with a deep sigh.
Nicole straddled his lap, facing him this time, putting her arms around his neck with her tits hovering within inches of his face.
"I think you like your mama's pussy," Nicole said with a smile. She was still feeling high from so many orgasms, not to mention the warm dribbles of her son's spunk tickling her pussy lips.
"I love my mama's pussy," Luke smiled. "And everything else she has."
He scooped her large tits into his hands and sucked each of her nipples into his mouth in turn.
"Enough to want more, baby?"
"Much more."
"Oh god, baby, I love you so much."
"I love you, too, Mom."
They spent a few minutes kissing like the new lovers they'd just become, with Luke fondling his mother's warm, sensitive tits.
"Why don't you go upstairs and get the shower running, and I'll be up in just a minute, okay, baby?"
Luke agreed with an eager smile. Nicole got off his lap so he could get up, and he grabbed her body and held her tightly while he kissed her again before leaving the kitchen to go upstairs to the bathroom.
Once her son was out of the room, Nicole padded naked into the garage where Noah was leaning against her car. He still had his cock out of his pants, and he was still hard and stroking his rigid meat with a firm grip.
"Holy fuck," he said when he saw Nicole walk in naked. "That was the hottest thing I ever saw."
Nicole couldn't help smiling. She felt sexy and powerful. Proud of herself and also of her hot, horny son. It was an amazing sensation, and it only felt stronger with every step she took toward Noah, until she was standing in front of him and replacing the hand on his cock with hers.
"You might like to know that what you just saw happened because of you ... kind of," she told him as she began stroking his wet cock.
"Me?"
"If you hadn't called me Mom when I was sucking your cock last night I never would have snuck into Luke's room and sucked his, too."
"Oh fuck," Noah groaned. He was so hard it was like he hadn't even cum just minutes before.
"It's ok. It's just ... I don't know ... so hot and beautiful. I know you want to fuck your mother, and I think you should find a way to let her know."
"I want to so bad."
"I don't blame you. Your mother is hot. And she loves you more than anyone. Just imagine your mother doing this for you..."
On that, Nicole sank down to her knees and took the young man's pulsating cock into her mouth and started sucking. His entire cock was still wet with fresh cum, and Nicole sucked and slipped her lips along his hard shaft hard and fast. She knew Luke was upstairs waiting for her to join him in the shower, so she had to finish Noah off as quickly as she could. Considering how turned on he was after watching her fuck her own son, it probably wasn't going to take very long.
"Oh god, Mom, suck it. Suck my cock. It feels so good, Mom."
Now that Noah's secret was out of the bag, he just talked to Nicole like he was talking to his mother, obviously imaging it was his own mother sucking his dick and not his best friend's. He was throbbing and hard as a rock. Nicole kept working his cock with her mouth with only the thought of making him cum as fast as she could in mind. Within a couple of minutes, Noah was clutching the back of Nicole's head and thrusting into her mouth while another load spurted across her tongue.
She kept sucking and swallowing ever drop of spunk Noah had, but the moment he was finished, she stood back up and kissed him deeply but quickly.
"Now go home and tell your mother how pretty she looks today. And be sure to let me know how things work out. I have to go, baby. Luke is waiting."
Noah was putting his cock away as Nicole went back into the kitchen and picked up the clothes she and Luke had left strewn across the floor. Then, without looking back to see if Noah was gone, she headed for the stairs where the one she wanted most of all was naked and waiting.
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When Chance woke up, the first thing he noticed was the empty space beside him in bed. It was disappointing not to find his precious Riley within reach and slumbering peacefully, but he didn't think she'd be far away. He indulged a few minutes thinking about the way she felt snuggled up to him the night before as she drifted off the sleep. He'd been transfixed by the sight of his sleeping angel and lost track of when he finally fell asleep himself.
When he got up, he quickly pulled on a pair of boxer briefs and a T shirt. Then he went out to find her in the main salon of the suite. She was standing in front of the broad window looking out. All she had on was one of his T shirts. He loved seeing her wearing something of his, and the idea that she felt at home enough to help herself to an item of his clothing gave him a warm feeling inside. It felt like love.
As he crossed the room to join her, he was pretty sure she could hear him approach, but she didn't turn to look until he was right behind her. He put his hands on her curvy hips and kissed her neck.
"I love you so much," he said, in lieu of a good morning.
She immediately turned to face him and he pulled her into a hug, holding her close in the front of the enormous window overlooking the city. Her face came to rest against his chest while she circled her arms around his body.
"I keep thinking I'm going to wake up and find out all of this is just a dream," she said with a sigh.
"It is a dream, but it's real, babydoll."
"Promise?"
"I promise, baby."
"Always?"
"Always. And then some."
"I know this will probably sound crazy, but ..."
"You can tell me anything, my love."
Riley took a deep breath and then pulled back her head and looked her father in the eye.
"I used to daydream about meeting you. Like, all the time. I used to ask Mom questions about you, but she always just blew them off like it didn't matter. It made me feel like I didn't matter, but I just ... I always felt this connection to you - like I was always more connected to you than her - and I had this feeling in my heart like I knew I'd get to meet you."
Chance was too happy to have Riley in his arms to let his anger at Jill affect him now. He smiled and brushed the backs of his fingers along the side of her face. He kissed her pretty lips lightly, but the kiss quickly turned deep and achingly desperate as their mouths opened and their tongues swirled together in a hungry dance. His hands went to her rounded hips and grazed over her soft, warm skin as they slid under the T shirt.
There was an uncontrollable stirring of heat in Chance's boxer briefs as his cock began to grow thick. Eventually, the kiss finally broke.
"We can keep our eyes on the present and future from now on," he told her. "We belong together, and we always have. I'm your father and you're my entire life, and nothing is ever going to change that."
Tears fell down Riley's cheeks and she buried her face against his chest again and held on to him as tightly as she could. Chance kept his hands under the shirt, bringing them to the base of the girl's spine, just above the swell of her ass cheeks. His cock continued to swell against her warm body.
"I know we're not supposed to feel it like this," the girl said quietly. "It's supposed to be wrong."
"It's supposed to be, but it's something deeper for us. We don't fit any mold. We fit together, and that's all there is to it."
Riley didn't say anything for a while. She just held on tightly to her father while his cock grew completely hard until it was throbbing in the snug clench of their bodies.
"I keep thinking about those people who saw us on the beach last night," she finally said.
Chance expected her to say something more, but she fell silent.
"I think about them too," he said, letting her know it was okay to talk about it.
"Did you mind that they saw us?" she finally asked.
"No," he answered almost immediately. "If anything, I felt proud anyone could see how much I love the most beautiful girl I've ever seen. And if I'm being honest ... it was really exciting."
"I was so embarrassed I wanted to shrivel up and die," she told him. "At first, anyway. But then I started to feel like you did. I'm glad you told me 'cause I was thinking that's really bad. Yet inside I was just screaming my daddy loves me."
Chance pulled his hands up to her face and held her so she had to look at him. "I love you more than anything. Nothing about you could ever be bad," he told her adamantly. Then he kissed her again. There was nothing soft or gentle about the kiss this time, and by the time it broke apart, Chance had his hands under the girl's shirt exploring her flawless skin. The rigid shaft stretching his snug briefs was rubbing conspicuously against her body. Her hand slipped between them to feel his trapped hardness as they stared at each other.
"I love how we can just touch each other like this," she said. "Whenever or whatever way we want."
"I feel the same way, babydoll," he replied, sliding his hands up under her shirt to feel her smooth, warm tits. Her flesh felt so warm and pliant, and her nipples were quick to swell under his loving touch. He caught her tight nubs, each in turn, between his fingers, rolling and pinching them as she whimpered softly into his mouth. Then he could feel her hand exploring the shape of his excited cock through the thin material of his briefs. Her groping fingers only made him harder, until precum was soaking into his briefs. Within a few moments, the girl's hand slipped inside them to caress the throbbing flesh of her father's aching shaft.
She pushed his briefs lower and took his hot prick into both of her soft, searching hands. Chance could never get enough of his pretty daughter's eager touch, and his cock was soon dripping precum over her fingers. He backed away from kissing her to pull the oversized shirt up and off, leaving her completely naked as they stood by the large window. Riley knelt down and pulled her father's briefs all the way off while he pulled off his t shirt, too.
Riley stayed down on her knees, taking hold of her father's rigid cock and looking up at him with wide, adoring eyes. Chance was in paradise gazing right back down at her, watching her rub his pulsing stalk against her soft, pretty face. The sight of her moist tongue slipping out of her mouth to lick up and down the length of his hot shaft held him spellbound. The burning love in her eyes only grew deeper and more intense while she bathed his entire cock and ballsac with her tongue. Only then did she take him into her mouth, her full, supple lips stroking along his throbbing shaft as her head began to bob back and forth.
Chance groaned deeply, weaving his fingers into his daughter's silky hair. As beautiful as she was, she seemed even more so with her lush lips wrapped around her father's swollen rod.
"I love you, babydoll," he groaned breathlessly, beginning to push himself deeper into his daughter's hot, wet mouth.
Riley moaned her agreement around her father's aching cock, caressing his balls as she sucked on him with all of her hungry affection. Chance held on to her head, watching her and pumping gently back at her wet mouth. He glanced over at the window to see a slight reflection of the two of them in the glass. At that time of day, it wasn't a strong image but enough to give Chance a good idea of what he and Riley looked like to someone observing from off to the side. It made him think of them being seen together on the beach.
Chance gazed longingly at his daughter's pretty face. Her eyes were closed and her brow was knit in concentration as she sucked her father's swollen cock. He loved her so much and for so many reasons, but he now knew he loved her for the way she'd gotten more excited knowing someone had seen them together. It didn't matter they'd have no idea they'd watch a man making love to his own daughter on a public beach. It was enough that he and Riley shared their mutual knowledge just between themselves.
As he looked back at their reflection in the glass, it almost felt as if he were watching himself in a video yet the sensation of that beautiful girl's hot, wet mouth was sending waves of pleasure through his entire body. He watched the reflection of her head moving back and forth, her moist, supple lips stroking over the thick, pulsing meat of his hotly aroused shaft. Nothing had ever felt so perfect, and the sight of them in the glass was something the loving father would never forget. He was participant and witness all at the same time, almost as if he'd been one of those people on the beach watching them fuck.
For some reason he couldn't explain, it made him feel as if the girl was his that much more, as if witnesses made their bond that much deeper and more real. Like witnesses to a wedding. It also made his raging cock pulse with desire that made his body shudder. He wondered if Riley would feel that way if she could see them joined cock to mouth the way he did right then in the glass.
The floor the suite was on was high enough that it was unlikely anyone could spot them, but even the slim possibility made Chance's pulse beat that much harder. He could have stood there all day, letting his pretty daughter make love to his cock, but he put his hand on her face and told her to look at the windows.
Riley pulled her mouth off her father's cock, still holding him by the base of his shaft and turned toward the windows. When she saw their reflection her face broke into a beautiful smile.
"Oh my god," she said, barely above a whisper. "That's how we look."
"Mmmm," her father agreed. "I've never seen a girl look so beautiful before."
Riley blushed, but her gaze never left their image in the glass. "Your girl. Right, Dad?"
"My girl. Forever, baby."
Fascinated, with her face beaming with happy contentment, Riley kept staring toward the glass and began to stroke his cock with her hand. Her eyes were nearly glazed as she watched. Soft giggles and sighs rose from her throat as she fondled the large erection in her hand.
Unfortunately, the reflection was becoming fainter as the angle of the sun gradually changed. Chance took his naked daughter by the shoulders and urged her up to her feet. He led her toward the sofa where he sat down, his rigid cock standing thick and throbbing between his legs as he guided her onto the couch with him. She straddled her father's lap, facing him. Her skin felt warm and soft as she arched against his cock. She reached down with one hand and stroked him while he pulled her face toward his and kissed her sweet mouth.
Their tongues swirled together while Riley held her father's cock steady and angled her wet pussy onto the tip. She mewled into his mouth as she lowered herself onto his shaft. Chance moaned back into hers as he felt the wet heat of her sheath slide further down, eventually swallowing up his entire hard on. His rigid flesh throbbed with needful heat while his daughter began to rise up and down his cock, her sweet tits giving an inviting bounce with the motion of her body.
Chance gazed at his daughter in awe while she rode him, his hands roaming over her thighs and hips, moving behind her to grasp onto the thick, round cheeks of her ass. It was amazing how the girl's body could be as thick and curvy as it was yet still feel so firm and smooth. And the up and down stroke of her hot, creamy pussy along his shaft was exquisite, especially when he stared into her face and realized this was his own, loving daughter, and that he would never need anyone else. He knew no one could ever love him the same way.
He brought his hands from her ass to her gently bouncing tits, cupping and squeezing them as she fucked him. Her nipples were tight and swollen, and he sucked them in turn, finally sliding one hand behind her to search for her puckered rimhole. He rubbed on her starbud, massaging the taut ring while she ground her hot pussy up and down his cock harder and faster, her breath going deeper along with her moans.
"Oh god, Daddy...that's so bad," she cooed breathlessly.
Chance smiled, feeling proud of the way her body responded to whatever way he touched her. Then his finger delved further, rubbing up around his soaking wet cock and around the tight pussy lips stroking up and down it. He bathed his finger in the drip and flow of their mixed juices, finally dragging it back to her rimhole. He spent more time massaging her pliant rim, but now his finger was coated and slick with their honey. Pressing the tip through the soft resistance of her asshole, he pushed his finger deeper, probing her snug chute.
The girl's eyes lit up, gazing at her father in awe as she realized that both of her holes were now filled, cock deep in her pussy while his finger sank into her ass.
With nothing but that thin membrane in between, Chance could easily feel his cock deeply ensconced in his daughter's pussy. She held onto his shoulders and rode him harder, arching her back to push her ass outward and give his finger better access to pump into her hole. He gave her ass a rhythmic finger-stroke in time to the up and down slip and slide of her grasping pussy along his pulsating cock.
He couldn't tell how long it went on. The two of them kept looking at each other. With their mutual need to gasp for breath there were no words to exchange. But there was no question they were both completely given over to the mutual pleasure rippling through their bodies.
When she started to cum, Chance couldn't hold back any longer. He didn't even try. He just ground his hips back against his daughter's and let his cum spurt deeply into the girl's gyrating body, filling her with his seed while she whimpered and fought for breath, her pussy squeezing hard around his thrusting pole.
Chance couldn't imagine ever getting over the intense feeling of filling his daughter's pussy with cum. Either the physical or emotional ones. And when he saw the smoky, ecstatic look in Riley's eyes every time it happened, he knew nothing else could ever match it.
She ground her hips in circles for a few moments even after they both came, as if she wanted to milk every drop of juice from her father's cock. But she finally pulled off his pole and snuggled up to him there on the sofa. They spent a long time kissing and fondling each other, until Riley finally lowered her head and began licking their combined taste from her father's cock and balls.
Chance sighed and stroked her beautiful hair. He didn't want to move for the next hundred years. But then his phone started to ring and vibrate on the end table by the sofa. He wasn't going to answer it, but he glanced at the screen and saw the call was from Arnie. Riley looked up at her father and grinned.
"It's okay, Dad," she said. "Go ahead and talk. I'll be quiet as a mouse, I promise."
And with the sweetest grin her father had ever seen, the loving girl put her head back down and continued to lick him clean.
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The phone vibrated in Del's pocket in the middle of the staff meeting. It was just heading into the second hour of the meeting where half the management team was struggling to stay awake. It never failed. The weekly meeting every Friday after lunch took up to two hours to cover a half hour's worth of business. Del was already thinking about taking off once the meeting was over when he slipped his phone out of his pocket to furtively check the message that just came in. The moment he saw the photo of Lauren the skin on the back of his neck went sweaty and he looked around to make sure no one else could see what was on his phone screen.
Lauren was Del's nineteen-year-old daughter, and the selfie she just sent him wasn't exactly risqué, but it was much more revealing of her heavily curvaceous body than she'd ever sent him before. She was sitting on her carpeted bedroom floor in front of the full-length mirror. Wearing a pair of form-hugging booty shorts, her knees were raised and slightly tilted to the side, showing off the thick, shapely undersides of her thighs. Her skin looked satin smooth and already tanned a light shade of cinnamon.
On top, Lauren was wearing a clingy, white T shirt that was cropped a couple of inches below her enormous, round boobs. The shirt was so tight and thin as to make it obvious she wasn't wearing a bra underneath. Her long, light brown hair was loose and flowing down over one shoulder but pulled aside to keep the conspicuous swell of her tits in the forefront of the photo.
The girl was normally highly self-conscious of her pneumatically voluptuous body so it was a rare occurrence to see her dressed the way she was in her selfie. And it was just on the edge of being suggestive enough to make Del wonder why she would've sent the photo to her own father. He suspected she must have meant to send it to someone else. But who? She wasn't going out with anyone, as usual, so she must have meant to send the shot to one of her friends.
Del furtively scanned the conference room. No one was paying any attention to the fact that he was paying more attention to his phone than anything else. Taking one more long look at his ripe, curvy daughter, he tucked the phone back in his pocket. Less than a minute later the phone vibrated again.
Checking the new message, he found another selfie from Lauren. It was almost the same as the first one, except in this one she had her finger hooked under the bottom hem of her shirt and was pulling it up just high enough to expose the smooth, round undercurves of her extravagant tits. Del's face felt like it was burning as he stared in awe at this rare view of his luscious daughter. Her pretty face had that usual look of uncertainty as she gazed at into the camera.
The second shot made it obvious she'd meant to send the pictures to some other number. Knowing his daughter, Del realized she'd most surely die of embarrassment the second she realized her mistake.
The meeting droned on for another twenty minutes. Del spent the whole time sneaking more looks at phone, fighting the urge to let his cock go hard and deciding how to reply to the messages. Even if the pictures were meant for someone else, he couldn't just ignore them. He'd always tried to be open and honest with his only daughter. But then again, there was the possibility she might feel better if he just pretended he never saw them.
Del hustled out of the building as soon as the meeting was over. When he got to his car, he sat in the parking lot and looked at the pictures again. He spent most of that time gazing at the second one where Lauren exposed the undersides of her magnanimous tits. With a resigned sigh, the girl's father slipped his hands between his legs and rubbed his growing cock through his pants.
With his cock fully swollen, he rubbed the long, tube-like bulge and started wishing his daughter would send another picture where she'd pull her shirt up to her neck and expose her tits completely. But he still savored the surprising, cock-hardening views she already sent. The most he saw of his daughter's body nowadays was when she was hanging out in the evenings after her shower in an oversized T shirt and panties. She went without a bra at such times, and the heaving sway of her enormous tits and the occasional sight of her swollen nipples always drove his pulse higher.
Lauren had unknowingly given her father countless erections. He usually excused himself and went to the bathroom to stroke out a hot load of cum while he tried to imagine the girl's exceptional charms fully naked. And as long as he kept his dirty thoughts to himself, Del didn't see any harm in it. He couldn't help it. His daughter was such a pretty girl, and her body was simply outrageous, even if she'd always felt self-conscious about her size. He often wondered if other father's with daughter's like her went through the same frustrations.
Yet Del loved his daughter more than anyone in the world. Far more than he'd ever loved her mother. He would've done anything for her. At the same time, he had no control over the way her succulent body affected him. Sometimes he gazed at her in awe when she didn't know he was looking, completely amazed his own daughter could be so hot and sensuous without having a clue.
Or did she?
With the new pictures on his phone, this was the first time he'd ever touched his cock with anything other than a mental image of his daughter in mind. Sitting in his car, his cock kept getting harder and harder, precum beginning to soak a spot into his pants.
Yet he couldn't just sit there in the company parking lot jerking off to pictures of his daughter so he finally put down his phone and drove away. He thought about going to the gym to work out his frustrations, but he'd already been there three times that week. His hard on was also being extremely stubborn since he couldn't get the images of Lauren out of his mind. On the way to his house, he pulled into the city park and pulled over in a well-shaded, secluded spot.
Holding his phone in one hand, Del unzipped his pants and fished out his hard cock with the other. He flipped back and forth between both pictures as he stroked his shaft. It came to him that maybe he wanted his daughter so much because he couldn't have her. But it didn't really matter. He just wanted her, and he wanted her badly. He just needed to keep his feelings hidden.
With the second picture that showed the bottoms of her tits on his screen, Del stared and pumped his cock furiously until his cum was spurting all over his steering wheel and the front of his shirt. It was the most intense orgasm he'd had in couple of weeks. As he sat there half dazed behind the wheel of his car he could barely believe what he'd just done.
After putting his cock back in his pants, Del used his tie to wipe his cum off the steering wheel. He figured he had the rest of his drive home to think of something to tell his daughter about sending the pictures to the wrong number, but then his phone buzzed before he could start the car. It was another message from Lauren, but there was no picture this time.
Omg, Dad, I'm so sorry! Meant to send those to Roxanne! We went shopping today.
Don't worry, sweetheart, he wrote back. I was pretty sure you had the wrong number, haha.
I'm so so sorry. So embarrassed now.
Don't be, honey. You look amazing in them.
Seriously?
Definitely. Can I save them?
Really?!
Yeah.
K, she wrote back, including a blushing little smiley face.
You could send me pictures anytime. I always love to see my pretty baby girl.
Omg, Dad, I'm not pretty. I'm so fat!
You're seriously beautiful, sweetheart. Just trust me on that.
Of course you'd say that. You're my dad.
Del just sent her a smile emoji, trying to be cautious about saying more than he should. For some reason, it was easier to text a conversation like this than have it face to face. Having to look into his daughter's deep, brown eyes always turned him into mush.
After a minute or so of no messages, he finally texted: Father or not, trust me, baby, you're seriously hot.
The second he sent the message he regretted telling his daughter she was hot. He should have just said she was beautiful. That would have been a better word for a father to use about his own daughter. Lauren sent back another blushing smiley, with another text a few seconds later.
There does happen to be one more, but I don't think I should send it.
Why?
It's bad. It was Roxanne's whole idea.
Maybe you should let me see, then. I can tell you if it's bad.
The conversation went silent for a couple of minutes. Del was sure he went over the edge trying to encourage his daughter to send a picture she thought was "bad". He tried to decide if he should call her or just start the car and drive home, but his phone buzzed again before he could. The third picture was similar to the others, but in this one she'd pulled the bottom edge of her top just high enough to expose her nipples. Her nubs were thick and hard, set at the center of large, caramel colored areolas. There were inverted V-shaped tan lines gracing her big, lush tits hinting at a bikini her father had never seen her wear in front of him.
Despite the cum from his orgasm still being wet on his shirt, Del's cock was already stirring with new sensation while he stared at Lauren's latest picture. The sight of her swollen nipples was nothing short of mouth-watering and the longer he stared at them the more he was aching to suck and taste them. He wanted to run his tongue all over the smooth flesh of her prominent orbs and listen to the sound of her loving sighs and moans. Already rubbing his cock through his pants again, he found himself trying to imagine what kind of sounds his daughter uttered when she was aroused.
He almost wished he hadn't encouraged Lauren to send the last picture. It only made him want her more and more by the second, and the more he wanted her the more impossible it seemed to be able to stop. He was even beginning to feel like he was entitled to her. She was his daughter. Why shouldn't she naturally belong to him? It seemed downright profane that anyone else should ever be able to savor his own girl's sumptuous body.
He squeezed his cock and stared at his daughter's monumental tits, forgetting how much time was slipping by. Then his phone buzzed again. Another message from Lauren.
I'm sorry. I knew that would be too much.
Del plugged in his earbuds and quickly hit his daughter's number, realizing he should've replied faster. Her phone was still ringing by the time he swiped back to her third picture, and he was admiring her bared nipples once again when she answered.
"Oh my god, Dad, I'm sorry," she said without even saying hello.
Del sighed. He didn't even begin to know what he should say.
"Don't be sorry, sweetheart," he told her. "You're...just...so beautiful." It wasn't like he could just come out and tell his own daughter she had huge, gorgeous tits that he was dying to slap around his cock.
"Really, Dad?"
"Most definitely."
"It wasn't too weird?"
"Surprising. Kind of shocking even. But not weird, sweetie. I, um, feel really glad you shared that with me. Just because you're my daughter doesn't change the fact that you're a very beautiful girl."
"Really? I can't even tell you how nervous I was."
"I can imagine, honey. You know your first two pictures came in while I was in the weekly meeting."
Lauren giggled. Del was happy to hear her relax a little. "Sorry," she finally said, "I hope it wasn't too distracting."
It was Del's turn to laugh. "Are you kidding? That was the best part of my whole day."
Then it got quiet on his daughter's end. "Really?"
"Definitely," he told her. "Um, sweetheart, has anyone else seen these pictures?"
"No, Dad. Just you."
"Me and Roxanne, you mean, right?"
There was a pause. "Oh shit. Um, no, Dad. You're the only one."
"I thought Roxanne was the one who got you to take them."
"Well she did, kind of. We went shopping for all this new stuff today and she was needling me to take some hot selfies to send this guy she thinks I should go out with."
Del listened to her voice and gazed at her picture at the same time. He couldn't resist resting his free hand over his cock and rubbing as it was already beginning to grow thick again. A hot wave of jealousy suddenly came over him when he thought of her friend trying to get her interested in some guy who could never love her the way he did.
"So you took those to show some guy Roxanne wants to set you up with?"
"Oh my god, no! I don't even like him. I just...um..."
"What, sweetheart?"
He could hear her take a deep breath. "I just wanted to show them to you. I lied about sending them to the wrong number."
Del's cock surged with heat as that started to sink in.
"You mean you meant to send them to me all along?"
"Yeah, Dad. Kind of. Do you think I'm a total freak now?"
"Oh, no, sweetie. That would be hypocritical."
"It would?"
"Yeah. Since I really like them. All of them."
"Oh. Wow."
"Yeah, sweetie. Maybe we should have this conversation in person," he suggested.
"Oh god, I think I'd die."
"I don't think so, sweetheart," he chuckled. "Why don't you put on one of the new outfits you got today and I'll take you out to dinner?"
"Um, Dad, that might not be appropriate."
"Neither were those pictures, but they're beautiful and you're amazing. So make your old man happy and dress up really nice and we can talk this over at dinner. It's not every day I get to go out with such a luscious young lady. I'll take you somewhere stupidly overpriced and show you off."
Del disconnected the call before the girl had a chance to refuse. He then made a quick call to make a reservation at the restaurant where his company sometimes wined and dined important clients. He almost didn't get a table that late in the day, but when he mentioned the company's name they gave him a table without a second thought. After that he set the phone aside and drove toward his house.
The driveway went along the side of the house to the parking lot behind. He didn't bother putting the car in the garage since he was planning to go back out before long and just walked across the backyard and into the rear door leading into the kitchen.
He called out for Lauren but didn't get a reply. If he hadn't known better he would have thought the house was deserted.
Del and the girl's mother had split up a few months before she started her first year of college. Now that the academic year was over, this was the first time Lauren had spent more than a weekend or holiday at her father's new house, yet she'd chosen to spend the summer with him instead of her mother. The girl's choice had made him happy, but he never imagined what it was going to be like to have a voluptuous nineteen-year-old college girl on his hands all summer.
He went upstairs to his room quickly, wanting to get his cum-stained shirt changed before his daughter saw it. Her bedroom door was closed, and he was sure she was in there and avoiding him as long as she could.
Del took off his shirt and tie, tossing the shirt into the laundry hamper in his bathroom. The tie would have to be dry cleaned after he used it to wipe up all the cum he'd spurted in the car. But then he just tossed the tie into the waste basket. It was time to go out and get some new ones anyway. He finally put on a dark, short-sleeved jersey and a light grey linen suit. Putting on a suit right after work, especially on a Friday, wasn't what he normally wanted to do, but he had a special place in mind for dinner with Lauren.
When he went back into the hallway, the girl's bedroom door was still closed. Del stood there listening a few moments and couldn't hear a sound. He finally gave a soft knock.
"Lauren?" he called. "You're not going to stand me up for our dinner date, are you?"
A moment passed before the girl replied. "I don't think I can go anywhere like this. Especially with you." She spoke so quietly her father had to strain to hear her.
"It's only me, baby girl. Your dad, who loves you no matter what."
"That's kind of the problem." Her words were practically muffled this time and Del wasn't even sure he heard her right.
"I'm coming in, sweetheart," he warned as he turned the doorknob.
Lauren started to protest but her father had the door open before she could say another word. She'd been sitting on the edge of her bed but stood up as he went in. Del was momentarily paralyzed when he saw his daughter dressed like he'd never seen before. The dress she had on was better suited to a night at a club than dinner at an expensive restaurant. It was skin tight and very low cut with a viciously short hem. The material was a pale turquoise that set off the girl's tan and stretched around her curves like a second skin.
Her nipples were erect, and the dress stretched so thin over her tits that her areolas were faintly visible through the fabric. It was clear she wasn't wearing a bra. It wasn't the kind of dress a girl would wear a bra with anyway, and despite the size and heft of Lauren's tits she didn't need one. She stood there nervously, unable to look her father in the eye for more than a couple of seconds at a time as he gazed at her in awe.
"You look amazing, sweetheart," Del told her when he was finally able to catch his breath.
She blushed and smiled happily, but still looked down at the floor. "Look, Dad," she said, "I know you wanted to see what else I got today, but there's no way I can go out in this. Definitely not to some really nice restaurant."
Del stepped closer. Lauren looked so ripe and voluptuous his hands were practically trembling when he reached up to place them on her shoulders. He was dying to run his hands all over her extravagant curves but he was already in danger of sprouting another hard on. It was bad enough just to be standing that close to her with her lush, shapely tits straining the front of her dress.
"Baby, you look more perfect than anything I've ever seen. Let's just try it this once. Besides, we've got a lot to talk about, don't we?"
"If you say so," she said, still looking down and blushing bright crimson.
He kissed her cheek, daringly close to the corner of her mouth, considering that she was his own daughter. And he gave her a not so brief hug, mashing his body into the warm swell of her tits with his hands barely grazing the upper edge of her ass. She hugged him back tightly, but he broke it off before he ended up going hard against her. He just took her by the hand and led her downstairs and out to the car where he opened the door and didn't take his eyes off her while she got into her seat.
The ride to the restaurant was mostly silent, with both of them knowing they'd already crossed some kind of hazy line but not knowing how to begin talking about it. They made a little bit of small talk but even that had a distracted quality about it.
Del's pulse started racing as soon as they got out of the car to go into the restaurant. Leading Lauren toward the door in a dress that could easily be considered slutwear, he could hardly believe he was about to march her through a Friday night crowd of affluent diners.
When they got inside, there were a lot of good looking, well dressed women of all ages, but none were nearly as striking or curvy as Lauren. As they were led to their table, Del felt a strange mixture of excited pride and fatherly protectiveness. Part of him knew a father's natural instinct should be to make his daughter cover her obvious sexual attributes - especially a girl built like Lauren. The other part felt like any man would to see so many people turn their heads to get a look at the desirable vixen who was there for him.
Del had never thought too much about showing off women he'd gone out with. Not that he'd never been pleased about going somewhere with a beautiful girl who turned a few heads, but Lauren was quickly changing the way he thought about a lot of things. He realized he how proud of her he really was, and showing her off to a roomful of strangers was getting to him more than he expected. There was also the fact that she was so self-conscious, even embarrassed, of going into public dressed the way she was.



By the time they reached their table, Del's cock was already feeling hotter and thicker. It was a relief to slide into the booth seat where the growing bulge in his pants was well hidden from view. Lauren slid in with him at the same time, and the two ended up sitting side by side.
They spent some time looking at the menu, but Del could barely concentrate. He finally set it aside and watched his daughter study hers, wondering if she was feeling as distracted as he. He studied her face, taking in the lines of her prettiness that never failed to get to him. Then his eyes drifted, settling on the plunging front of her dress where her full, shapely tits were nearly falling out of it.
Del gave his cock a squeeze under the table and admired his daughter's tits without a second thought. Lauren took a deep breath, pushing her boobs out further, but her father didn't miss the blush that was covering her face.
"Dad," she whispered without looking at him. "You're staring at my boobs."
She was blushing to the point her eyes were welling up, but the look on her face betrayed the pleasure her father's attention was giving her.
"I have news for you, sweetheart," he replied quietly. "So is everyone else. I've been staring at them pretty much constantly since my afternoon meeting. They're amazing. Besides, I got the idea you don't mind me looking."
"God, Dad, if you don't stop looking at them like that my nipples are gonna pop."
"Promise?"
Lauren's blush deepened while a smile formed on her supple lips. "I can't believe we're doing this," she said in a hushed tone.
"Neither can I, but I'm really glad we are."
Lauren slid closer to him in the booth, which only gave her father a better view down the well stretched top of her dress. When the waiter came back to take their order he couldn't keep his eyes off the voluptuous coed snuggling up to her father. She barely looked at him while Del felt a mixture of jealousy and pride all at once. As a father, he wanted to jump up and grab the guy for staring at his daughter's half exposed tits. But as a man, he was proud and enamored with the girl he was with.
By the time the waiter left them alone, Del's cock was beginning to heat up with excitement, but he was also consumed with curiosity. "So that whole thing about Roxanne telling you to send your pictures to some guy was just an excuse?" he asked carefully.
Lauren blushed and wouldn't look him in the eye. "Not exactly," she mumbled.
This only made her father even more curious. "So let me see if I understand," he said. "She teased you into taking the pictures, but then there wasn't a guy she thought you'd should send them to?"
"Also not exactly."
"Hmmm. Then there was a guy."
Lauren just nodded, still without looking up. Del couldn't help feeling a sharp pang of jealousy. He had to remind himself this was his own daughter. No matter how much she aroused him or how much any father might think no one is good enough for his daughter, feeling this possessive of her had to be the dumbest thing he'd ever done.
"Yes," she admitted quietly.
"And Roxanne got you to take those pictures for him?"
"Kind of. I mean, it was her idea at first, but then it was kind of fun."
"I see," her father said cautiously. "But then you just sent them to me instead, huh?"
"Umm, that's where it gets a little funny."
"A little funny?" he said suspiciously.
She didn't answer and just kept looking down. Del was determined to find out the rest, but he couldn't help staring down the top of her dress at the big, smooth orbs partially tucked inside it. She finally just nodded without saying anything.
"I'm not sure I understand," he pressed.
"Oh my god, this is so embarrassing," she replied.
Del started to feel bad for pushing her to say something she didn't seem to want to. He put his arm around her and pulled her close in an affectionate cuddle.
"It's okay, baby," he said. "You don't have to feel embarrassed about anything around me, okay?"
She wrung her hands in her lap for a minute and finally said, "It's you, okay? The guy is you, Dad."
The girl's statement made Del stop. Despite the highly unusual afternoon and evening so far it was the last thing he expected to hear. At the same time, his cock was quickly growing in his pants even though so many more questions were running through his mind.
"Does Roxanne know you sent those pictures to me?"
When the girl nodded yes, her father's cock pulsed harder even while he knew it was a dangerous idea.
"Before you say anything, she's the only one who knows how I feel. She's known a long time and I only told her because she told me some things about her and her dad."
Del didn't know when he ever felt more shocked and aroused at the same time.
"What about them?" he asked.
Lauren hesitated. "They're, umm, fucking."
"Damn," he muttered.
Then the waiter was delivering food to their table and the conversation cut off. He was barely interested in food now, but the two of them nibbled at their orders in silence for a little while. Eventually, Del took his daughter's hand and brought it under the table, placing it over the bulge of his rigid cock. She gasped in surprise, but her hand quickly formed over the shape of her father's bulge and started rubbing him lightly.
"And you got thinking we could have that kind of relationship?" he asked.
"Yes," she said, barely more than a whisper.
Del's cock was throbbing with excitement. He slipped his hand between his daughter's thick, warm thighs and felt her skin, pushing his hand up toward her pussy. As long they kept it under the table cloth, no one could tell what they were doing.
"You know that's a crazy idea, right?" he said as he pushed his fingers under her panties to feel her damp, perfectly smooth slit.
Lauren gasped softly, squeezing her father's cock through his pants.
"Does that mean it's a bad idea?"
"No, baby. It's nobody's business but ours."
"I can't help it. I love you, Daddy."
"I love you too, baby. So much."
He slipped his finger into his daughter's wet hole, fingering her as deeply as he could under the table. Lauren chewed on her bottom lip while he patiently fingered her until she uttered a muffled gasp and her pussy clenched at his finger with her climax.
By now their food was cold and Del signaled for the waiter. He took care of the bill as quickly as he could and escorted his beautiful daughter back outside to the car.
"Dad, you almost made me scream right in the middle of the restaurant," she told him after they got in the car.
Del smiled and started the engine. He pulled the car out of the parking and headed for home, but on the way he got an idea. Lauren looked at him curiously when he rerouted onto the freeway and headed into the city center toward the five-star hotel where his company put up people they did business with. She didn't say very much, but every time Del reached between his daughter's legs she dutifully spread them open and leaned back while he slid his fingers under her panties to finger her.
He didn't make her cum while they were driving, only keeping her wet and on the edge as much as he could. She reached over and felt his cock through his pants, keeping her hand there for most of the ride, but when they pulled into the parking garage they had to pull themselves together to go inside.
Del led his daughter toward the hotel lobby. He could tell she wanted to ask him what he was up to, but she didn't say anything and just followed his lead. When they got to the front desk, he booked a room under Mr. and Mrs. Lauren couldn't contain a slight gasp when he did, which drew a skeptical look from the clerk. Then they both showed their ID's. The clerk had asked to see Del's, but not Lauren's. They just wanted to show off that they had the same last name.
"I can't believe we did that," Lauren said when they got in the elevator.
Del laughed. "I don't really believe it, either," he replied.
When they got into their room, Del called for room service to send up some finger food and a bottle of champagne. Once it arrived, he poured two glasses and stood with the girl while they sipped their champagne and looked out the huge windows at the nighttime cityscape.
Del could hardly believe they were there. He put his free arm around his curvy daughter's waist, letting his hand rest on her hip. Lauren leaned into her father's body and he let his hand drop to the bare part of her thigh in back, sliding it up to her full, warm ass under her dress. Spreading his hand over her thickly rounded ass cheek, he affectionately squeezed and kneaded the girl's firm flesh. He caught the coy smile in her sidelong glance and squeezed her ass a little harder.
He could also see their reflection in the window mixed with the city lights at night. Del put his glass down and stood behind her. He reached around her and pulled the stretchy top of her revealing dress down to expose her heavily succulent tits. He caught her smile as he watched her reflection in the glass and then cupped her smooth globes in each of his hands.
Lauren sighed with pleasure, her nipples quickly responding to her father's fondling hands. Del's cock was quickly rising again, pressing into his daughter's shapely ass while he watched himself handling her tits in their reflection. He could see his daughter's eyes were twinkling with excitement.
"That's so hot," she said breathily. "It's like seeing us in a video."
The idea only made Del's cock pulse even harder against her ass. He kissed her neck and shoulders and continued feeling her warm tits, but finally moved his hands back toward where her dress was now bunched under her orbs. He pushed it lower, making it stretch over her curving hips as he pushed the skimpy garment all the way down her legs, leaving her in nothing but the tiny thong panties she was wearing underneath.
He stood back up and continued feeling her tits with one hand while cupping his hand over her barely covered pussy with the other. Her fabulous filled with a deep breath as he pressed his fingers firmly into the yielding pout of her mound. Her panties were wet wherever he touched them since she'd been oozing dew into them since the restaurant.
"Oh god, Daddy," she sighed, rolling her hips to grind her pussy into his grasping hand.
Del pulled at the flexible material of his daughter's thong, revealing her smooth mound. Then he squeezed his fingers firmly along her slit. The window reflected the image right back to them: a father's large hands caressing his daughter's tits and pussy at the same time. One glance at the girl's eyes in the window told Del she was just as fascinated as he was.
He fingered the girl's sensitive slit until she was moaning and rocking against his hand, but he stopped short of pushing a finger inside her. Instead, he took a moment to push her panties off and then admiring her naked reflection.
Stepping to her side, Del told the girl to undress him.
"Yes, sir," she replied with a smile.
They were both watching the reflection while Lauren unbuttoned her father's shirt, then pushing it off his shoulders and letting it drop to the floor. She then knelt on the floor and began opening his pants, finally pulling them down along with his briefs. His enormously swollen cock bobbed and swaggered in her pretty face, and as soon as he stepped out of his pants she wrapped her hand around his shaft and started stroking him.
They both turned to look at the reflection of a young, incredibly voluptuous daughter kneeling on the floor as she skimmed her dainty hand along the aching shaft of her father's cock. Del sighed with pleasure. Lauren's stroking felt incredible on its own, but was heightened by their image in the window.
"Baby, that's so good," he groaned softly, savoring the girl's careful touch.
"That makes me happy, Dad," she smiled up at him. "I want you to like everything so much you'll just want more."
Del groaned, amazed by the sight of his daughter leaned close enough to begin licking the head of his cock, her tongue early exploring all around the ridge of his dome. She skimmed her hand toward the base of his shaft and ran her tongue thoroughly over the still exposed length of his cock. He couldn't take his eyes off her. Then she took his thick rod between her lips and sucked him in deeply, swirling her tongue while most of his shaft disappeared between her moist lips.
Her head began moving back and forth as she sucked his cock along with using her hand. Del's breath went deep and ragged from the raw pleasure of his daughter's hot mouth. He watched her directly for a while, then looked at their reflection in the window and watched her suck his cock in profile. It was almost like having a porn star for a daughter. He couldn't resist taking hold of her head and thrusting his cock back at her mouth.
After taking as much of Lauren's cocksucking as he could, Del finally pushed her off his cock and reached for her hands to guide back onto her feet.
"You're amazing," he said. Then he kissed her deep and hard. One hand was moving over her tits while the other slid between her legs. She was still stroking his cock at the same time, and he started backing toward the bed.
After his daughter lay back on the bed, Del spent a long time kissing her and fingering her wet pussy. She was soon rocking her hips, his fingers pumping rhythmically into her hole. He kept his fingers inside her as he began kissing his way down her body, pausing for a long time on her big, bare tits and sucking her swollen nipples into his mouth.
He finally made his way to the girl's wet, waiting pussy and began lapping his tongue around her clit and over the lips stretched around his pumping fingers. Lauren's tits heaved as her body filled with deep, sharp breaths. Her moans grew deep and husky while her father eagerly pleasured her dripping pussy with his fingers and mouth.
The girl's body shivered through at least two climaxes before Del pushed her legs up high enough to expose her puckered rimhole. Pulling his fingers out of her pussy, he massaged her rosebud a while before slipping one of his fingers into the snug grip of her asshole. The finger was thoroughly lubed with her pussy flow, and Del started to ease it in and out of her hole, gently fucking her ass with it while he continued lapping at her clit and fuckhole.
"Oh my god, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," Lauren growled in response to her father's finger slipping in and out of her rim.
With his finger in her channel and her clit trapped under his mouth, Lauren's body rocked and shivered with another orgasm. Then Del backed off and positioned himself between his daughter's thick thighs. Gazing down at her, Lauren was the most amazing thing Del had ever seen. Her thick curves were ripe and just perfect to his eye. The shape of her pussy made his pulse beat harder by the second.
"Spread it for me, baby girl," he told her, his cock jutting straight forward and hard as a rock.
Lauren did just as he asked, reaching between her legs and spreading her slit open with her fingers. Del's cock was raging to be plunged deep inside that delectable hole.
"Good girl," he groaned. "Now take my cock in your other hand and let me watch you push it into your pussy, baby."
"Oh my god, Dad, are you always this dirty?" she gasped.
"Only with my beautiful daughter," he grinned.
Lauren giggled briefly, but then she took hold of her father's fat cock in her other hand and stuffed the blunt tip into her fuckhole. She was looking up at him with wide eyes, and when he started to push his long, thick cock deeper into her pussy she started to moan deeply.
Del started to pump his shaft in and out of his daughter's hole steadily, gradually picking up more and more speed as she rolled her shapely hips against him. He couldn't get enough of the way her weighty tits heaved almost violently to the lunging thrusts of his cock. After fucking her from an upright position for a while, Del leaned over and took her luscious globes into his hands, sucking at her nipples while he pumped his hips at her body as hard as he could.
Lauren was moaning and gasping, grinding her pussy greedily at her father's driving cock as she cried out through two more successive orgasms. Del's mind went blank as he felt the rippling clasp of his daughter's velvety slick pussy. When the cum burst and spurt from his cock deeply into her clutching hole he could feel the sensations of pleasure racing through his entire body.
They spent a long time kissing afterward, Del's cock still tucked inside the girl's luscious body. Finally, he got up and brought their champagne glasses to the bed.
They went to sleep in a cozy spooning position, and Del woke up to the feeling of his daughter's mouth on his cock. He was hard as a tree by the time he opened his eyes, and the beautiful young girl was gazing up at him lovingly, her supple lips encircling his cock, sucking and stroking his shaft until he filled her mouth with cum.
Del had room service deliver breakfast while Lauren got dressed and spent some time texting her friend, Roxanne.
"Are you sure it's a good idea to tell her about us?" Del asked cautiously.
"If anyone understands us it's Roxy," she smiled back. "She's really excited for us."
After that, Del called back down to the front desk and told them he wanted the room for the whole weekend. Lauren listened to him make the call with wide, excited eyes.
"I don't even know what to say," she sighed. "I never had a handsome lover take me away to a fancy hotel for the weekend before."
"I should hope not," Del countered with a frown. "But then, you never had a lover like your father before, either."
Lauren snuggled up beside him. "I'll never need anyone else," she said. "But I will need something else to wear if we're going to spend the whole weekend."
"In that case I guess we'll just have to go shopping. But as long as we're here in the room, you really don't need anything to wear at all."
Lauren was smiling from ear to ear. Then she took her dress back off, letting her father enjoy seeing her naked. Besides, it didn't look like they were going to go out anytime soon.
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It took a minute before Ryan realized the girl who caught his eye walking through the doors from baggage claim into the arrival area was his eighteen-year-old daughter, Charli. The beautifully built, raven-haired Asian girl was wearing a little fedora cocked at an angle, pulling a rolling suitcase and striding confidently through the doors in a black pencil skirt that looked too short to be practical for traveling in. She was also wearing a matching black jacket that almost made the outfit look businesslike, except for being so revealing, especially with the charcoal grey tank top underneath that showed off a very tantalizing valley of cream-smooth cleavage.
Charli just laughed at the stunned expression on her father's face and hurried the rest of the way to where his feet felt like they were nailed in place. Ryan knew he was busted. He just hoped his striking daughter would let it pass for a normal father's surprise at seeing the way his little girl had changed since they'd seen each other. She'd always borne a much bigger resemblance to her Southeast Asian mother than Ryan, but she was more beautiful than her mother had ever been on her best day.
"I missed you sooooo much!" she cried, immediately throwing her arms around him.
Ryan was so happy to see his beautiful girl for the first time in two years that he forgot to feel embarrassed by his initial reaction. He just threw his solid arms around her and hugged her back as tightly as she was hugging him.
"I've missed you, too, Charli-girl."
But then, Ryan couldn't help feeling overly conscious of the fact that Charli wasn't wearing a bra under her outfit, and her full, pliant tits were squashing against his firm body as they hugged. But he'd missed her like he'd never missed anyone in his life and the two just stood there hugging for a long time while scores of people bustled around them.
With their arms around each other, Ryan pulled his head back so he could look his daughter in the eye. It didn't seem possible she could be even more beautiful, but there she was, smiling right back at him.
"I can hardly believe you're really here. I almost didn't even recognize you when you first came through the door," he said.
"I could tell," she replied with a giggle and a knowing look in her eye.
"You look incredible," he said, too flustered to think of anything else.
Charli smiled, obviously pleased. "If you think so then I don't care what anybody else thinks."
The girl threw herself into another close hug, pressing her face against her father's broad chest. Ryan was half relieved. His daughter had taken the compliment just the way he meant it, which was the last thing he wanted. At least the hug gave him a minute to compose his addled brain after being caught checking out his own daughter. He hadn't meant to, but he couldn't help that she had everything that appealed to him. She was just his type. When he realized it was her it was too late to take it back.
It wasn't that Charli had changed that much in the two years since Ryan had seen her. It was true her tits and ass were fuller and rounder, and her legs a little shapelier, but the biggest changes were more in her fashion sense and the bright, confident way she carried herself. He'd never seen her in anything as boldly revealing as the outfit she was wearing now. He took a deep breath and told her how much he missed her five or six more times before they broke the hug.
"Let's get you home so you can rest up from the trip," he finally told her.
He offered to take her suitcase, but she brushed him off, saying it was no trouble, and she kept rolling it alongside her as he led her out of the building toward the parking lot across from the arrival gate.
"You didn't bring much with you," he pointed out.
"Oh, I shipped a couple of boxes, and then, um, I kinda figured you'd take me shopping for other stuff. Like the old days."
Ryan grinned happily. Taking his daughter to the mall and spoiling her rotten as she damaged his credit cards couldn't have sounded better. Her mother had always chided him for doing that, but Ryan's ex had always chided him over the time and attention he always lavished on their only child. Charli had always been a classic daddy's girl, and the two had been as close as any father and daughter could ever be.
When they got to Ryan's SUV, he opened the hatch. Again, Charli refused his help, deftly picking up her suitcase and pushing it into the back of his vehicle. The way she handled the sizeable luggage proved she was even stronger than she looked. He'd taken out the far rear seat, expecting to need room for more luggage, and as Charli bent over to shove the suitcase all the way forward, the hem of her tight miniskirt easily lifted over her firm, shapely ass.
He didn't mean to, but Ryan could see his daughter wasn't wearing panties. And when she arched her body forward, not only could he see her bare, hairless pussy, but her tight, perky looking rimhole also appeared between her firmly formed ass cheeks as they parted just enough to let it show. His breath caught in his throat. He quickly moved directly behind her, his first thought being that he should block anyone else's view.
This was a whole other league from the way he'd looked at her coming through the arrival gate doors. Suddenly his whole body flushed with heat. He might have been able to recover from a sudden flash of her pussy, even though it was the freshest, prettiest looking slit he'd ever seen, but the sight of her asshole made his blood boil.
The whole incident lasted no more than ten or fifteen seconds, yet there was something life changing about it. When Charli straightened back up, she almost seemed surprised to see her father still standing behind her yet Ryan could tell she knew exactly how much he'd seen. She just smiled and asked if he was going to take her home now as she pulled her skirt back over her hips and walked around to the passenger's side.
Ryan shut the hatch and went to get in the vehicle. As he drove out of the parking lot, he couldn't help wondering how many other people had seen his daughter's ass or pussy while she'd been traveling. Could she really have made the entire trip in a skirt that short and tight without panties underneath?
On the ride to Ryan's place in the hills above the local beaches, he and Charli talked as if they hadn't already been talking every day since the divorce. Yet it seemed there was always more to catch up on. Charli had traveled to the coast to live with her father the second she graduated, planning to apply to colleges near where he lived. It had been a constant topic for them ever since he split up with the girl's mother and moved. But Ryan couldn't clear the image of his beautiful daughter's fresh-looking asshole from his mind. Even worse, the memory of her taut rosebud only brought back the image of her silken pussy along with it.
The girl's short skirt rode teasingly high on her shapely thighs as she sat in her seat. They were very slightly parted and Ryan was now painfully aware that she wasn't wearing panties. This wasn't the way he'd envisioned his reunion with his daughter and best friend in life. He promised himself to take a cold shower at the first opportunity, and then get his head clear and set on rebuilding their close relationship.
But that proved more difficult than he hoped. Heading south from the airport, Ryan worked his way onto the route that followed the coast, wanting his daughter to see the many sights it had to offer. Yet there were long stretches peppered with frequent stop lights where Charli would look out her window and let her thighs drift further apart. As much as there was to see, she was the one sight her father couldn't get over. Given the warmer weather than she was used to, she eventually squirmed out of the blazer she'd been wearing on her flight and tossed it behind her onto the back seat. Then she took off her hat, too, and tossed it back with her jacket.
She fluffed her silky hair and flashed a bright, sweet smile at her father, who now couldn't ignore the ripe swell of her tits in her tank top. They weren't overly large, but so shapely and perky that Ryan had a hard time keeping his eyes on the girl's pretty face. The thing that worried him as much as the way he was looking at her was the way she just kept smiling back at him like she either didn't notice or didn't mind. And he knew she had to notice.
When he started to tell her about the room he'd had set up for her for almost a year already, it was as much an attempt to distract himself as her. The girl smiled brightly and put her hand on her father's leg.
"I'm really glad I'm finally here, Dad," she told him. "I can't wait to see my room. Everything just feels so perfect now. No one's ever been so good to me. Or so...loving."
Ryan smiled and put his hand over Charli's on his leg and gave it a light squeeze. In turn she squeezed on his thigh muscle. She kept her hand where it was all the way to the next traffic light, where he took the opportunity to look at and admire his beautiful girl. She smiled back at him, and with her jacket off it seemed like her out-thrust tits were the most perfect pair he'd ever seen. He somehow managed to keep eye contact with her, though, despite the fact that his cock was swarming heat and threatening to grow. Her hand was mere inches away from his crotch, only making matters worse.
When the light turned green again he took his hand back for driving, but Charli left hers on his leg. She wasn't wearing a bra under her top and her tits wobbled heavily with the motion of the vehicle. And it wasn't long before Ryan's cock began to respond. He ground his teeth in desperation and hoped it wouldn't grow long enough to bump his daughter's hand. Yet there was a part of him that kept hoping it would. What's more, he had a strong suspicion the girl wouldn't mind.
There were plenty of shops and places to eat along the way, and Ryan asked her if she wanted to stop anywhere before they got to the house. Charli said she was excited to have him show her everything, but it had been a long flight.
"If you don't mind, I'd really like to see my new room and maybe relax on that gorgeous beach you keep sending me pictures of," she told him.
"Anything my baby girl wants," he replied with a loving smile.
"Oh, so I'm your baby girl now?" she giggled.
"You always have been and don't you forget it," he quipped.
"Hmm, and what happens if I do, Daddy Dearest?"
"You're never too old to get spanked, young lady."
"Promise, Daddy?"
The smile on her face when she said it looked so sweet and wicked that Ryan's cock twitched in his pants, still mere inches away from the girl's hand. He made an attempt to just laugh it off like it was nothing but a joke, but in his mind he couldn't help seeing his daughter's naked, luscious ass just like it was when she bent into the rear of the vehicle, offering those tightly rounded cheeks up for Daddy's open hand.
When they reached the house, Ryan pulled into the driveway without pulling the car into the garage. This time he insisted on getting Charli's suitcase, and she didn't argue. She was standing close to him while he pulled it out of the back.
"Thank you, Daddy," she told him almost shyly.
It almost seemed that now that they were home she was turning more into the Daddy's kitten she'd always been.
"Welcome home, baby girl," he told her, putting his arms around her and hugging her even tighter than they hugged at the airport.
He showed her around the ground floor first, which was open and spacious. They went out onto the wide deck on the back of the house overlooking the beach below and Charli gasped in surprise the moment she saw the view.
"Oh my god it's amazing," she cried, once again throwing her arms around her father in excitement.
They held the hug for too long and Ryan very nearly kissed her supple mouth. But he broke up the hug before making such a crazy mistake and took her upstairs.
At the top of the stairs there was a large bathroom on the left. On the right was Ryan's bedroom. It was also large and well appointed, but he'd only just moved into that room from the master bedroom a week ago. The master bedroom was even larger and had windows overlooking the beach. He'd enjoyed it for the time he used it, but he wanted to give his daughter something really special.
Ryan showed her the other room at the back first. It had been meant as a bedroom, but he'd converted it to an office. Then he opened the door to Charli's room, and the girl gasped excitedly when she saw the large, bright room with such an amazing view. There was even a desk with a brand-new computer, a couch and easy chair, a huge bed and even its own bathroom. Charli was stunned.
Ryan watched his beautiful young daughter stare in awe for a moment, then rush in and jump backward onto her big bed, causing her legs to rise up before flopping back down. The movement caused her tight skirt to bunch around her hips and Ryan saw the flash of her bare pussy when her legs went up. But when they came back down her skirt was still bunched high enough to expose her smooth mound, and she did nothing to rearrange her clothes. She just let her bald pussy show openly as she gazed at her father with an excited looked.
"Oh, Dad, it's amazing!" she cried. "But why don't you have this room? It's obviously the master. So it's supposed to be for the master of the house."
Ryan just smiled, forcing himself to keep from staring at the most perfectly formed pussy he'd ever seen. He admitted that he'd been using it until a week ago, and that he just wanted his favorite daughter to have something special. Besides, he was doing a lot of his work from home these days, and his office windows allowed him to enjoy the same view.
Charli giggled. "Your favorite daughter? Dad, I'm your only daughter."
"That doesn't matter," he told her. "You're still my favorite."
As he looked at her lying there on her bed, he realized that the last girl he'd had with him in that room had looked a lot like her. In fact, the majority of the girls he dated since his divorce looked like Charli: young, pretty, dark-haired and sexy. But none of them compared to her.
She finally got up off the bed and went over to him, hugging him tightly. Ryan put his arms around her, fully aware that she still hadn't bothered to pull her tiny skirt back down. Her bare pussy was practically pressing against his leg, and he was in more danger of getting hard now than any time since he saw her at the airport.
"I love you so much, Dad," she sighed against his chest.
"I love you, too, baby girl. I just want you to be happy here."
"Oh god, I want to live here forever."
"That sounds perfect."
Ryan broke the hug before his cock ended up throbbing against his newly arrived daughter's body.
"Why don't you get settled and we can go out for something to eat if you want."
"Can we do that later? I'm dying to go check out the beach."
"Whatever you want, Princess."
She giggled when he called her the name he used to when she was little. She leaned up and kissed him on the cheek, and Ryan backed out of the room before he lost his mind and kissed her the same way he'd kissed the last hot young woman he'd had in that room.
He went down the hall to his own room to throw on a pair of shorts and a T shirt for the beach. Then he went downstairs and waited for Charli. He couldn't help thinking about the careless way she kept flashing her ass and pussy. She had to know how much her father could see. Either she was doing it on purpose or else just didn't care.
Being alone in the kitchen area of the mostly open ground floor, he heaved a sigh and gave his tingling cock a quick fondle through his shorts. He made himself stop, though. It didn't make any sense at all to let himself get hard for his own daughter. She hadn't even been home for an hour and already his brain was spinning. Charli was there to stay, and he was going to have to find a way to coexist with the hot young vixen that happened to be his one and only daughter without having to fight off a hard on every time she flashed her amazing cleavage or peach-smooth pussy.
It was a problem he never anticipated, but there had to be a workable solution. There just had to be.
Ryan hadn't been seeing anyone for at least the last month when he became intent on making changes around the house to make Charli happy. He wanted her to like it there enough to stay as long as she wanted. The best solution seemed obvious. Get together with Rita or Kaylee, two of the girls he'd been with in the last few months and hope they hadn't started seeing anyone regular, or else get together with someone new to get some relief for the tension that was rapidly building for his daughter.
Yet Ryan didn't want to start bringing girls home so soon after Charli's arrival. And he couldn't imagine what his daughter would think if she saw Rita or Kaylee and how much they were like her. Ryan knew it wouldn't look good.
He was no closer to thinking of a solution when Charli came downstairs to be escorted down to the beach. She was wearing a big yellow T shirt as a beach cover. It didn't cover any more of her shapely legs than the skirt had, although it was a much looser fit. Ryan couldn't tell what kind of swimwear she had on underneath, even though he tried.
"Ready?" he asked, forcing himself to look her in the eye.
The fresh-faced girl was smiling at him and nodded. Ryan took a few seconds to grab an extra-large beach towel straight out of the drier which was in the small laundry room built into the garage. The door was right off the kitchen so it was an easy grab. He led Charli through to the back of the house, onto the deck where there was a set of stairs down the slope onto a path that led down to the beach. There were still a couple of hours of sun left for the girl to enjoy her new environment.
Ryan had the towel around his neck and stood by while his daughter yanked off her T shirt, exposing herself in a strikingly skimpy, white bikini. He couldn't help admiring her openly, and she responded with a pleased smile. Then she spun on her heels and ran toward the water. Her father's eyes were trained on the flexing of her firm, shapely ass. She shrieked when she ran into the water, obviously surprised to feel how cold it was.
Her father stood in the sand watching her. She didn't go too far into the water, but just far enough to dive in and swim a little. Fortunately the waves weren't tossing her too much, but it wasn't long before she quickly rose back up to her feet and practically ran back to where Ryan was standing. Her tits bounced so enticingly as she ran, and her body was only that much more erotically appealing soaking wet. Even worse was that her bikini became slightly transparent when it was wet, and her father was hopelessly entranced by the sight of her thick, swollen nipples and the telltale shade of her areolas showing through the V shaped strips of material containing her luscious tits.
And with the bottom being so snug and skimpy, Charli's camel toe was strikingly visible. Ryan was practically holding his breath by the time his daughter got to where he was standing.
"Oh my god, the water is so cold!" she exclaimed.
"You'll get used to it," he said, smiling and wrapping the big, warm towel around her shoulders. It was a relief to cover the girl's lush, young body with the towel since Ryan didn't think he could go on looking at her much longer without developing another inconvenient hard on. His daughter was just outrageously sexy by any standard. He couldn't imagine being the only father in the world with a daughter as beautiful and sexy as Charli, but at the same time he realized he could never love any girl as much as he loved his own.



Charli snuggled under the towel and then up to the front of her father's body. He shifted the towel around to her shoulders and let it drape down the back of her body while she curled up to him. Her barely covered body was damp and pressing snugly up to him. It might not have been so bad but the sun was getting lower so the air was starting to cool down too.
"Good thing I've got a hot dad to warm me up," the girl said as she mashed her tits against his body.
Ryan felt much too good, and he shouldn't have started running his hands over his daughter's back through the towel. She folded into his embrace, pushing her tits against him until her mounds were mashing into him. She turned her face and rested her cheek against him while he hugged her closer, his hands on her body through the towel. At the moment, he couldn't imagine why he thought about trying to see some other girl. It suddenly seemed unimaginable. How could anyone else be as beautiful, sexy or loving as his own baby girl? The logic of it was completely out of whack, but it made sense to him there on the beach as his cock began to grow thick and full of tingling as he held his bikini clad daughter.
"I'm so glad you're here," he told her softly, letting one hand slip dangerously close to the swelling curve of her ass.
She didn't say anything at first, just let out a faint mewling sound against his chest. "Me too, Daddy," she finally said. "I haven't been able to think about anything else."
Ryan just heaved another sigh and let his hand slide over one of his daughter's firm, rounded ass cheeks through the towel draping over it. He held it in place around her shoulders with the other hand, and when he gently squeezed her ass, Charli uttered a contented whimper. His cock was steadily growing bigger and hotter inside his shorts, to the point where there was no way she couldn't feel the swelling organ bumping against her body.
She moved, rubbing her father's aroused cock ever so slightly. The movement was so subtle it could've been an accident, though Charli couldn't avoid feeling her father's growing arousal. Ryan's mind was in a spin. As much as he couldn't imagine wanting another girl, it was just as crazy to imagine wanting his own daughter. But from the moment he spotted her in the airport, and that insane moment she bent into the back of his vehicle and exposed her delectable rimhole, he felt like he was on a collision course with his own lust and desire.
Then her body moved against his cock again. It was more deliberate this time, and Ryan knew it had to be on purpose. How could his teenaged daughter actually be encouraging him? Trying to be logical, he finally pushed away from her.
"Maybe we should get you back to the house and into a warm shower," he deflected, forcing a casual smile. "We can get you warmed up and dressed for dinner. If you want to go out we can go someplace nice."
Charli looked at him with a loving gleam in her eyes. "As long as it's us I don't even care," she told him.
They walked back up to the house and in the back through the deck, the same way they'd come out. Ryan's cock barely had a chance to go down as they took the steps back up and then inside. The evidence of his arousal was obvious as it bounced and strained against the front of his shorts. There was no way to be discreet about it, but since Charli had definitely felt his cock pressing up against her, Ryan didn't bother making any effort to hide the obvious. His daughter didn't say anything, but he caught her checking out his bulge a few times, a coy smile gracing her supple lips.
Ryan stayed outside on the deck overlooking the beach while his daughter went upstairs to shower and change. The sight of her supple, pouty lips as they curled up into that not so subtle smirk in response to his bulging cock kept lingering in his mind. If she were any other girl in the world besides his daughter he'd be kissing those lips right now. He'd be clutching the firmly rounded cheeks of her ass and pulling her body against his needful cock.
But thinking like this was only making his erection worse. With a moment of privacy on the deck, he squeezed his cock through the material of his shorts, remembering the way Charli looked running back toward him in her wet bikini. He massaged his shaft and sighed, knowing he shouldn't be thinking of his daughter that way. But then he thought back to the way she'd bent into the back of his vehicle at the airport and revealed her tight, fresh-looking asshole. He couldn't help imagining touching her taut little rosebud with the tip of his tongue, pulling her luscious cheeks apart and licking her until the ring was wet enough to slip his finger inside.
Then he just tried to shake it off. She was living with him now and he couldn't afford to give in to the kind of daydreams he shouldn't have. Not about his own, insanely sexy daughter. He was just going to have to get used to his new reality, which shouldn't include cock-hardening fantasies about rimming his daughter's delectable asshole or fondling her amazingly firm tits.
As hard as his cock was, he was dying to jerk out a load to give himself some relief and help him think straight, but if he started masturbating to thoughts of his daughter when she'd barely been in his house a couple of hours he would only end up in deeper water than he already was. It seemed like the best thing he could do was go upstairs and take a cold shower.
He went straight up to the hallway bathroom. It was going to take some adjustment to get used to using that one after having the one in the master bedroom all to himself, but deep down it felt good to spoil the girl a bit. It made him feel good to love her the way he wanted without her disapproving mother getting in the way. Besides, she deserved it.
Ryan stripped down and got in the shower, running the water just cool enough to let his swollen cock relax and calm his lust-addled nerves. The water felt refreshing and quickly took the edge off his body's barely controllable needs. Yet he couldn't stop thinking about the luscious girl just down the hall in her own bathroom probably just as naked in the shower as he was. Everything he'd seen and that had happened so far that day were just the tip of the iceberg of having Charli move in with him, and he was just going to have to find a way to cope with it. And fast.
He finished his shower quickly and toweled himself dry while he thought about where to take Charli to dinner. He wanted to take her someplace special. Wrapping the towel around his waist, he left the bathroom to go across the hall to his own room to get dressed, but he stopped short the second he set foot in the hallway.
Charli was standing there in a daringly brief, white tank top and panties that made her bikini bottom look prudish by comparison. The front of her panties barely covered the full shape of her smooth, young pussy mound while the top emphasized the proud jut of her shapely tits.
The exquisite girl giggled briefly when she saw the stunned look of surprise on her father's face. He realized his instant inability to make eye contact was obvious to her as he scanned the tantalizing shapes and curves of her ripe, young body. What kind of father must he be, he wondered, realizing he'd been gazing at the girl like he needed to fuck her as much as breathe from the first moment he spotted her in the airport. The fact that she caught his eye like had before he even had a chance to recognize her only proved his fear that he'd want her badly if she weren't his daughter. But she was his daughter, and he wanted her anyway.
"Is everything okay, baby?" he asked, forcing his eyes to stay on her face. "Is there anything missing from your room?"
Charli was smiling knowingly. She obviously didn't mind letting her father know she liked his dirty attention.
"Oh everything's fine, Dad," she replied. "You did a great job stocking the room with girly necessities. I was just wondering about dinner, though. You said maybe we'd go out, but I don't have much to wear on a date until my boxes get here. Or, um, if you took me shopping."
Ryan couldn't help smiling at the not so subtle hint. "Since when does dinner out with your father qualify as a date?"
"Since forever, silly."
"Hmm, in that case, we can go shopping first thing tomorrow. I can't have you going around without enough outfits to wear."
Charli giggled, making her tits wobble slightly in her skimpy top. Ryan's cock started to grow thick with heat again. He started to wish he'd jerked off after all, then maybe he wouldn't be getting hard in front of his daughter again. If he didn't escape to his room pretty quickly he was going to have a very obvious rising bulge in his towel.
"Mom would say you were spoiling me, you know." Her eyes drifted toward the lump in the front of his towel. He was definitely starting to grow and she didn't even bother trying to hide her satisfaction at the visible result.
"It's none of your mother's business. You're under your father's roof now and we can do what we damn well please."
Charli actually blushed a little, and Ryan realized he should have chosen his words more carefully. And the way she kept looking at the front of his towel was only making his cock grow faster.
"That's all I've ever wanted, Daddy," she said, her voice a little bit husky.
Ryan just wanted to escape to his room. His cock was once again growing obvious and giving away his deepest secrets.
"We can just have dinner here," he finally said. "I'm sure I can manage to cook something passable."
"That's sweet, Dad. But I was thinking I'd make dinner. You just relax and let your baby girl do all the work."
"My baby girl?" His cock twitched visibly under the towel.
"Of course, Daddy. Always."
Then she came closer and leaned upward for a kiss which landed on his mouth. It was quick, and she then turned away to go back to her room. As she turned, her hand brushed quickly over the cock bulge in his towel. It might have been an accident, but Ryan really didn't think so. He stood there watching his daughter walk down the hall to her room, the cheeks of her ass fully exposed by her thong panties and flexing with a tantalizing sway as she walked.
Ryan rushed into his room as soon as Charli disappeared into hers. He ripped off the towel and immediately started stroking his fully aroused cock. Visions of his irresistible daughter flashed through his mind while his fist gripped harder and pumped faster. The way she looked and acted just now outside the bathroom had him throbbing harder than ever. He kept thinking of the way her luscious tits were practically falling out of her tank top and the way her obscene little micro-thong made her pussy and ass look so inviting. Before long, he was spurting burst after burst of cum into his towel.
Afterward, Ryan felt relieved and worried at the same time. Charli had barely moved in and he'd already pumped out a load to lewd thoughts a man should never have about his own daughter. He lay down on his bed and took a deep breath. The girl had obviously enjoyed getting him aroused, and he basically did nothing at all to discourage her. Logically, he knew he should have felt guilty about his feelings, but he didn't.
That didn't mean he was about to push the situation any further than it had gone already. Except for the quick, accidentally-on-purpose brush of Charli's hand across her father's rock-hard cock through his towel, everything else was really pretty harmless. It was nothing but some affectionate fun between a father and daughter who loved each other very much and were just excited to be back together again.
Ryan didn't want to let any negative doubts spoil his happiness at having Charli move in. He just smiled to himself and took a few more deep breaths, and before he knew it he was dozing.
It was hard to know how long he was out of it, but it was dark in his room except for light from the hallway through his open door when Ryan became conscious of Charli gently shaking his ankle.
"Dad, dinner's ready and it's gonna be cold if you don't get up," she was saying as he opened his eyes.
She was wearing the skimpy tank top she had on when they'd talked in the hall after his shower, along with a pair of stretch denim cutoffs.
"Oh, thanks for waking me up, baby. I didn't even realize I dozed off."
"Yeah, guess not. Guess you probably didn't realize you were dreaming, either."
Ryan caught how she nodded toward his fully engorged cock jutting up against his lower belly. He was still naked from the shower, and the towel was lying in a small heap next to him. He immediately knew the proper thing to do would be to grab the towel and drag it across his achingly swollen cock to cover it up, but he hesitated. Even in the dim room, there was a twinkle in Charli's eye as she gazed at her father's long, thick rod, and Ryan couldn't help liking it. Besides, was there really much harm in just looking? Especially since Charli seemed to be enjoying the view as much as her father enjoyed giving it to her.
"Yeah," he finally replied, "wish I could remember what it was."
Charli snickered. "If you remember whatever it was then you have to tell me."
"We'll see about that," he replied with a cautious smile. Then he grabbed a corner of the towel and dragged it across his body to cover his pulsating cock. Leaving himself exposed much longer would've been asking for trouble, as if he hadn't stepped further over the line than he already should. The girl's braless tits were showing obvious nipple erections in her thin top, and that was only making the throb in his cock even worse. "Guess I should dress for dinner," he added.
Charli flashed him a bright smile and turned to go, saying, "Hurry up, Dad. Come get it while it's still hot."
Then he watched the intoxicating sway of her tight, shapely ass in her form-fitting shorts as she left the room. Ryan just wanted to pump out another load, but jerking off to his daughter every time she wore something skimpy around the house didn't seem like a very good solution to his new situation. He'd just have to think of something else.
Throwing on a T shirt and loose pair of drawstrings, Ryan didn't bother wearing briefs and went downstairs with his cock in a much more relaxed condition.
Charli had managed to put together a wonderful dinner out of some pasta and a few odd items she scavenged from Ryan's poorly stocked refrigerator. She had set everything out on the table on the deck in back of the house, and they sat down and had dinner with a view of the moonlit beach.
During dinner, Ryan almost forgot about the sexual tension of the day while he and Charli became focused on catching up with each other and talking about all the things they could do and places they could go now that they were living together. Ryan even stopped looking at the girl's tits so much as they wobbled enticingly in her tight, revealing top. Yet they were always there at the edge of his consciousness.
After they finished eating they took a long walk together on the beach and continued talking about the future. They hadn't gotten very far by the time Charli snuggled up to her father's side and he draped his arm around her. He never felt so good having a girl on his arm in his life. His cock was swarming with sensation, but he did his best to ignore it and keep the conversation on what life was going to be like for both of them now. He brought up the subject of places where she might like to go to school for a degree.
"You could go anywhere," he told her. "I'll make sure you get what you want."
Charli snuggled tighter to her father in response, putting both arms around the middle of his body as they kept walking. They were a good half mile away from the house by now.
"I don't even want to think about going anywhere," she said. "I only just got here and I've missed you more than you can even imagine. The last thing I want to think about is going away."
"I don't mean now, but sometime you might change your mind."
"Just forget about that. I'm never going anywhere ever again."
Ryan hugged her tighter. He loved hearing her talk this way. "I guess there are plenty of great schools right nearby if that's what you decide to do."
"Whatever. As long as I can stay with you forever."
Ryan chuckled. "I'm sure you won't want to do that."
Charli stopped walking, halting their progress, and stood directly in front of her father.
"You have no idea. I hated being so far away from you and I hate Mom for doing everything she could to keep us from being like we used to. I've had a lot of time to think about things, Dad, and I don't care what you think but I just wanna be with you forever."
On that, Charli slipped her arms around her father's body and hugged him tightly. Her face was pressed against his chest and her barely contained tits mashed into his body with nothing but a couple of thin layers of fabric in between. He slipped his arms around her, too, resting his hands on the bare, lower curve of her back.
"That sounds perfect, baby, but sooner or later I know you'll want to be on your own."
It felt better than it should have to hold Charli's shapely young body so close. Ryan felt himself rapidly heating up with a deeper feeling of love than he'd ever felt for anyone in his life. At the same time, his cock was beginning to stir with tingling heat. If he didn't let go of his daughter she was going to feel him grow hard right against her body. It was one thing for her to spot the bulge in his shorts like she had earlier, or catch him naked and hard on his bed after grabbing an unexpected nap, but rubbing his aroused shaft between them was just crazy. But he didn't want to let her go. Holding her in the dim light on the beach where no one could see made it feel like they were in their own world with only their own rules to follow.
"No, Daddy, that's not what I want. Just tell me you love me forever, okay?"
"I love you forever, baby girl," he replied instantly. "You know I do. I hope you know I always will no matter what."
"Are you sure, Dad? No matter what?"
His cock was rapidly growing hotter and thicker inside his loose, thin pants and he started wishing he'd put on boxer briefs to contain it. He knew he should let go of her, but he only held on tighter, savoring the feel of her firm tits against him while his hands dropped slightly lower. Now he was touching the very top of her shorts.
"No matter what, baby."
"Promise?"
"I promise."
"Promise forever?"
"I promise forever, baby."
Charli's body swelled with a deep sigh of contentment, making her tits mash tighter against her father's body. Ryan's cock responded to the feeling by swelling with heat.
"That's good, Daddy. Because, um ... " Instead of finishing the thought, Charli slid one hand around her father's body and dipped it into the elastic waistband of his pants and fondled his growing cock. She giggled and said, "I could tell you weren't wearing underwear."
"Baby, you shouldn't," he groaned. But he didn't make a move to stop her. The touch of her soft, young hand on his overheating cock was the most exquisite sensation imaginable.
"Yes, I should, Daddy," she said, curling her fingers around his thickening shaft and beginning to stroke him inside his pants. "It's not like it's a big secret the way you've been looking at me since the first minute at the airport today. And it's not like this is the first time today you've gotten hard for me."
With his daughter's hand inside his pants deftly stroking his cock, he was growing harder and faster than any time all day. Ryan wanted nothing more than to be a good, loving father to his beautiful daughter. He wanted to be the best father any girl ever had, but the pleasure of her hand exploring his cock was overpowering. He never wanted the feeling to stop.



"I know you like it, Daddy," she said. "I've practically been throwing myself at you all day, and you've been trying so hard to be good. But I don't want you to be good, Dad. I want you to love me like you're not supposed to."
Ryan tried to say something, but words just wouldn't seem to form. Instead, he dropped his hands over the rounded cheeks of Charli's tight ass and squeezed firmly. She stroked his cock continuously, and then brought her other hand to the waist of his pants and started pulling them down.
Charli began pulling her father's loose pants down his legs, gradually squatting down in the sand as she lowered them to his ankles and exposed his painfully swollen cock. Ryan anxiously scanned the beach in both directions. The only other people out at that time were a couple hundred yards further down, sitting around a small fire. He looked down at his daughter kneeling in the sand. She was gazing at his cock while she stroked his throbbing length with one hand. The other hand came up to fondle his balls, and she looked up at him with her eyes blazing with love and need.
"God, Daddy, it's beautiful. I love you so much."
He started to tell her he loved her, too, but her tongue lashed out of her mouth and swirled around the head of his rod. It was like everything stopped except the intense feeling of his pretty daughter's wet tongue exploring his throbbing flesh. He couldn't take his eyes off her as her hand slid along his shaft while she kissed and licked at the rest of his length jutting out through her fist.
"This is so bad," he muttered quietly, watching his daughter plunge her moist lips over the head of his cock and halfway down his shaft to where her hand was still gripping him.
Charli pulled her mouth off his cock. "But it's so good, too, Daddy," she said. Then she took his engorged pole back into her mouth and started sucking while her head began to rhythmically bob back and forth.
Ryan gasped, completely given over to the pleasure of his eager daughter's succulent mouth. He would have thought his eyes were deceiving him if not for the intense feeling of pleasure coursing through his rigid flesh. After a few minutes, Charli let go of her father's cock and balls and pulled her skimpy tank top down below her perky, round tits. Her father groaned as he watched her fondle her own tits, tweezing and rolling her swollen nipples while she sucked his cock hands-free.
He couldn't help weaving his fingers into her silky, free-flowing hair and thrusting back at her slip-sliding mouth. She took him deeper as he thrust, muffled moans and whimpers of pleasure emanating from her mouth from around the hard flesh of his cock. She was patient and steady, and eventually Ryan felt himself approaching his peak. It was like the girl had sent a fire raging through his entire body, and when he was ready to boil over he just threw back his head and closed his eyes.
Ryan couldn't think of anything but the fact that his pulsating cock was spurting burst after burst of hot cum directly into his newly arrived daughter's mouth. Her lips never skipped a beat as she stayed on her knees in the sand and took her father's creamy load as easily as if she were sucking a milkshake through a straw.
His body rocked and shuddered with intoxicating pleasure. No one had ever sucked his cock the same way, and he groaned deeply through the very last jolts of his spunk into his daughter's mouth.
After he finished spurting, Charli kept sucking, but with a more relaxed feel. When his cock finally started to relax, she finally released him and stood up, her mesmerizing tits still bobbing freely over the top edge of her tank. Without thinking, he kissed her cum-laced mouth deeply, running his hands over her naked tits before pulling her body into a tight embrace.
"That was amazing, baby," he said when he finally released her mouth. "Even if it's never going to happen again."
"We'll see," she replied, tucking her tits back inside her top.
Then Ryan pulled his pants back up around his hips. They put their arms around each other and walked back toward the house the same they'd walked away. They didn't talk on the way back, and when they got into the house they just went upstairs and went to their separate rooms after sharing a long, deep kiss in the hall.
***
Ryan was awake before Charli the next morning and went downstairs to make some coffee and a light breakfast. He'd slept fitfully, lying awake half the night with thoughts of his pretty daughter sucking his cock on the beach. Now that he was on his feet and the sun was filling the house, thoughts of his behavior with Charli were just as persistent as ever.
The sight of his perky daughter on her knees in the sand, her face lit only by the moon with her father's enormously aroused cock shaft between her supple lips wouldn't leave him in peace. On one hand it seemed like the worst possible thing he could ever allow to happen. Yet on the other it was the most erotically loving experience of his life. Maybe it wasn't so bad to indulge a one-time lapse in judgment. It wasn't like Charli hadn't wanted it, too, and it could become a sweetly naughty memory a loving father and daughter could always share.
But Ryan's cock kept getting hard while he thought about his baby girl. She was so casual about revealing her body in front of him, and he couldn't stop thinking about the way she'd flashed her asshole before even getting in his car. He'd ended up having to stroke his excited cock twice over the course of his restless night, and now he was getting hard again before the girl was even awake for her first day in his house.
After a cup of coffee, he decided to go down to the beach and take a quick swim to clear his mind. He quickly changed into a pair of trunks and went out. The chill of the water jacked his heartbeat and had him feeling refreshed and alert in no time. He spent a few more minutes swimming than he'd planned to, but it wasn't too long before he decided to go back to house and grab a shower.
As Ryan walked back onto the beach and looked toward the spot where he'd left his towel, he was greeted by the sight of his practically naked daughter standing there with the towel dangling from one hand. As he got closer, he could tell that she was wearing a matching bra and panties instead of an actual bikini. Fortunately, the beach wasn't too crowded yet so there was no one else close enough to be able to tell the difference. But Charli's bra and panties were strikingly skimpy, being the same, lacy micro-thong panties he'd seen her wearing the day before.
Charli giggled with pleasure at the surprised look in his eyes as he got closer and she held up his towel to him the same way he'd done for her late the previous day. She pulled the towel around his shoulders while they stood facing each other.
"That doesn't look like much of a bathing suit," he pointed out, letting his eyes drift over his daughter's nearly naked form.
"Well I wasn't planning on swimming," she smiled back. "I woke up to an empty house and missed my daddy so I came down to find you."
"This is a public beach, you know. We're supposed to wear actual bathing suits."
"You don't seem to mind what I'm wearing, Daddy."
"I wouldn't want you to get arrested for indecent exposure on your first day."
"Do you think I'm indecent?"
"Very," he said with a smile.
"Then you better make good on your threat to take me shopping. It'll save you from having to pay my bail."
"Hmm, remembering how you are at the mall I think bail would be cheaper," he laughed.
Charli laughed too, and then turned to go back up the partial pathway to the steps that led the rest of the way onto the deck of the house. Ryan couldn't keep his eyes off the girl's flexing ass cheeks as she walked ahead of him. They were completely exposed by the thong she was wearing, and the memory of her briefly exposed asshole from the day before was never far from his mind. His cock was already stirring back to life by the time they went back in the house.
He told her they could go shopping after his shower, if she wanted to, and also that they could take a ride around to see some more of the area. She said she thought it sounded like a great idea. Ryan was eager to get in the shower if for no other reason than to stroke his overheated cock and try to keep his head straight while he was out with Charli later on.
"Why don't you use the bathroom in my room," she suggested. "It's so much bigger and better than the one in the hall. It's so sweet of you to let me have it, but I know you must miss it."
"I don't mind, baby girl," he said. "But it might be nice to use yours just for today."
Charli smiled, appearing to be perfectly at ease standing in front of her father in a micro-thong and bra. The pert swells of her tits and the sweeping shape of her bared hips and thighs were making her father's cock rise faster and harder by the second. He finally forced himself to leave the barely covered girl at the foot of the stairs and went upstairs.
He went into her room and into the adjacent bathroom. He didn't want to admit it to Charli, but he did miss having a larger bathroom, and the large, spacious shower and roomy tub with water jets. It was a Mediterranean style bathroom that was completely tiled with a drain in the middle of the floor, making the whole room into an open shower.
Ryan closed the door to his daughter's bedroom and turned on the water before even taking off his trunks. He pushed them off while the water was heating up, and gave his half-masted cock a few strokes. With a rapidly growing catalog of images of Charli in his mind, it wasn't long before his cock was fully aroused and throbbing in his stroking fist.
He stepped into the shower spray and reached for a bottle of liquid body soap. Squeezing a liberal amount onto one hand, Ryan lathered his upper body and carefully spread the foamy suds over his cock and balls. Realizing he hadn't shaved in a few days, he grabbed a razor and freshened up around the base of his cock and ballsac. After he finished, he went back to slipping his hand all round his freshly smooth cock and balls. Charli was all he could think about. Her bold gesture of walking out onto the beach in her tiny bra and panties only made his rod throb with need. He couldn't help admiring the girl's courageous teasing even though he knew he needed to find a way to discourage her from teasing her own father so much.
Ryan didn't even want to think about how many times he'd cum thinking about her when she hadn't even been there a full twenty-four hours yet. She'd practically greeted him by showing off her asshole, and he was thinking about that vision now while his soapy fist ran up and down his thick cock shaft.
Suddenly the door opened and Charli walked in, still wearing the bra and panty set she'd worn on the beach.
"Sorry, Dad, really gotta pee," she exclaimed as she pushed off her thong and sat down on the toilet.
With a devious grin, Charli sat and peed with her legs open, exposing her completely bald pussy while her stream splashed down from between her thighs. At the same time, she gazed openly at the rigid length of cock straining in her father's firm grip. Ryan didn't think to try to hide erection or even let go of it. After cumming in her mouth the night before it hardly seemed worth bothering. Besides, he was too stunned by the bold way the girl had simply spread her thighs and let her piss flow in front of him.
It didn't take her very long to finish, but Ryan found himself staring at her pussy with his raging cock in his fist, unable to breathe let alone think of anything to say. All he could do was watch his daughter let it go while he was barely aware that his fist started moving up and down his throbbing shaft again.
"Dad, I feel really bad that you think you still have to do that on your own," she said once her pee finally subsided to a trickle. "I mean, you have me now. Didn't you like what we did last night?"
"I loved it, baby, and I think you could tell. But we can't keep going this way."
"What way do you mean, Dad?" she asked as she started to take off her bra.
Ryan just watched her until she was completely naked. She cupped and rubbed her tits for a moment, fluffing up her rosy nipples with the tips of her fingers. Despite whatever doubts he had about doing the right thing, he couldn't stop watching her play with her bouncy, youthful tits.
"You know exactly what I mean."
"Yeah, okay, I do. But I just want what I want, and I know you want it too."
Ryan sighed and kept stroking his cock, knowing she was right. There was no way he could ever resist the kind of love and desire she inspired in him. And then there was the constantly throbbing erections she inspired.
"Yes, baby. And I suppose you know how bad it is, but I want you more than anything."
Charli's pretty face lit up with happiness like Ryan had never seen before. She stood up and walked toward her father, her beautifully dark eyes flitting back and forth from the man's face and his cock. He reached to touch her face and ran the backs of his fingers over her cheek as he gazed at her face. He barely even noticed the movement of her hand when she reached for his cock, pushing his hand away and replacing it with her own.
Ryan took a deep breath of pleasure when his pretty daughter started stroking his cock, her hand slipping in the soapy suds he'd already smeared on his shaft. The girl's hand felt small but so soft and agile as she lovingly stroked his pulsing rod. His hand moved from her face to her naked tits, exploring her firm, young orbs and caressing her taut nipples with the tips of his fingers.
Charli was now standing part way under the spray from the shower and her body was quickly growing as wet as her father's. The girl whimpered softly as her father's large hands explored her sweet tits. At the same time he leaned his head down and kissed her pouty lips the way he'd dreamed of so many times before. Breath rushed into the girl's mouth as her lips opened immediately and father's and daughter's tongues quickly swirled together in a wet dance of mutual hunger.
While they kissed, their hands went all over each other's body, with Charli feeling her father's cock and balls and running her hands over his arms and legs. Ryan fondled the girl's tits and soon felt around her back and finally clasped her luscious ass cheeks in his hands, squeezing them firmly and pulling her silky-smooth body tight against his heated cock.
Ryan wanted to explode when he felt the way his fabulous daughter eagerly ground her wet body against his aching shaft. They were still kissing when he slipped the fingers of one hand between the girl's ass cheeks and teased the tight little ring of her asshole. He'd been dreaming of touching it ever since she flashed it at him in public the day before.
Charli gasped when her father's fingertip teased her rimhole, rubbing on it a while before reaching further to find the lips of her pussy. Her legs went further apart to give him room while he began to massage her slippery slit, intermittently dipping the tip of his finger into her hot, velvety hole.
"Oh, Dad, fuck," she moaned, breaking their long kiss.
She stuck her hand in between them again and resumed stroking his overheated cock while his fingers explored her tender pussy. Ryan brought his hand around her body and started to finger her from the front, rubbing his fingertip over her hard little clit and making her moan deeper and longer.
After spending some time fingering her hole and massaging her clit, Ryan took a moment to pour some more shower gel onto his hand. He then began to rub his daughter's body all over, lathering up her shoulders and back, spending a long time lathing up her perky tits and then kneeling down so he could lather up her ass and legs. While he was rubbing her ass and upper thighs, Charli turned her back and bent over with her hands against the nearby sink. He pulled her ass apart with one hand and massaged her tiny rimhole with the tip of his slippery finger.
Charli moaned deeply and rocked her hips slightly while her father massaged her slick asshole. His cock was throbbing with need like he'd never known before as he dipped his finger partway into her ass.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck that's so bad."
"But so good, baby girl," he growled in reply, pushing his finger deeper.
He listened to his baby girl gasp over and over again while he gently fucked her ass with his finger. After a couple of minutes he pulled his finger free and pulled her back around to kiss her again. They kissed a long time, with Charli feeling his cock while he felt her ass tits like it was the first time again. After, he grabbed the shower nozzle and rinsed the remaining lather off both of their bodies. Still wet, Ryan took his girl by the hand and led her back into the bedroom where they sat down on the bed.
They started kissing again, but before Charli had a chance to reach for her father's swollen cock again, he pushed her back against the bed and leaned over to kiss her. His hand slipped between her warm, silky thighs to massage her slit. His eager kisses then started to go lower, until he was kissing and sucking on each of her nipples while his finger slid into the creamy heat of her pussy hole.
Charli moaned heatedly and humped her pussy into her father's sliding finger. Meanwhile, he kept kissing her body lower, working his way toward her smooth mound. He kissed and lapped at her smooth skin while she opened her legs, inviting his mouth directly to her honey-coated slit.
"Oh god, Daddy," the girl cooed when he dragged his wet tongue up and all around her flushed petals. He lapped at them hungrily, scooping her sweet honey into his mouth, dipping his tongue rapidly into her hole and then swirling around her clit.
His cock was pulsing wildly as he laved the girl's wet slit. His entire mouth was soon coated with her juice, and when he started to pump a finger into her hole and suckle her clit at the same time, she rocked her hips and shuddered through two orgasms. He pushed her legs upward and apart to expose the tautly puckered rimhole he'd first seen in the airport parking lot. Her bud was wet and glistening from the juices that ran from her pussy, and Ryan hungrily licked them up while Charli gasped more deeply than ever.
"Daddy, fuck! I can't believe you're licking my ass!" she crooned.
That only inspired the man to lap harder and deeper at his daughter's rosebud. He licked and dabbed his tongue at her tight hole as eagerly as he'd savored her pussy. Finally, he dragged his tongue slowly from the girl's pert little asshole up along her slit to roll his tongue around her clit, pushing his finger back into her pussy and pumping her hole until she was cumming again.
"Daddy, I need your cock," the girl whimpered breathlessly.
Ryan rose up and looked at her. She was the most beautiful and desirable thing he'd ever seen.
"I love you, baby," he told her as he got into position on his knees between her wide-open legs.
"I love you, too, Dad."
She was an unbelievable sight, lying back with her wet hair all around her head and her perky tits rising and falling to her deep breathing. Her pussy was smooth as silk and dripping with dew as Ryan took hold of his cock and began rubbing the head across his daughter's tender sex lips.
"Mmmm," she sighed.
He gave the girl's wet pussy a few playful spanks with his cock, making her giggle and gasp with pleasure at the same time.
"Do it, Daddy. Fuck me," she moaned in a hoarse whispery tone.
Her words alone might have made the man cum, but he gripped his cock tightly and pressed the blunt head into her slick, wet opening. She made a low, throaty mewling sound as his long, thick shaft slowly surged deeper into her tightly gripping hole. Ryan was practically shaking with excitement as he watched his cock gradually disappear into his beautiful daughter's body.



Pivoting from his knees, he began slipping his pulsing hard on in and out of his baby's tight pussy with the longest strokes he could manage that way. He just wanted to look at the girl's body while he fucked her, watching her face scrunch up with pleasure, her pert tits shaking with the rhythm of his hot thrusts. She was an amazing thing to see, even more beautiful than her mother ever was, and because of her features no one would ever guess they were really father and daughter.
"Oohh, god, Daddy that feels amazing," she whimpered.
And yet he couldn't imagine anything feeling better than the slippery hot grip of her luscious young pussy around his pumping cock. He rubbed his thumb across her clit while he continued to fuck her, gradually bringing her to another climax that made her pussy ripple so hard it nearly made him cum.
But he held on longer and shifted his position so he could pump his cock into his girl with longer, harder thrusts and also kiss her and suckle her swollen nipples at the same time. Charli responded immediately to her father's deeper thrusting, wrapping her smooth, warm legs around his body and rocking her hot pussy into his pumping cock. Ryan felt like he was constantly on the edge with his baby girl's creamy sheath squeezing and milking his overheated cock.
He briefly silenced the girl's passionate moans by kissing her deep and hard, their tongues playing while his cock surged into her hot young body again and again. By now he was completely finished with any doubts or misgivings about fucking his more than willing daughter. She was completely his now and it was too late to look back. He realized no one could ever mean the same thing to him or make his cock ache with need the way she could. The thought made him pound harder than ever into her slick fuckhole, mashing his cum-filled ballsac into her asshole with every urgent thrust.
But before he lost it, he stopped thrusting long enough to roll onto his back, moving Charli along with him without pulling his cock out of her. She knew what he wanted and moved with him. Then he was lying on his back looking up at her. She was grinning back down at him with an ecstatic gleam in her eyes. She steadied herself with her hands on his naked chest and started to slowly rock her pussy up and down his throbbing shaft as she straddled him.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck how I love your cock inside me," she cooed. "I know you love it, too, Daddy, I can feel it. Oh god, I need your cock in me all the time."
Ryan groaned and reached for his daughter's pertly bouncing tits while she began to ride his pole a little faster.
"I love everything about you, baby girl," he told her. "Everything."
"Do you love fucking me, Dad?"
"Fuck, baby, yes I love fucking you so much!"
Charli closed her eyes and rode her father's hotly swollen prick with an expression of pure bliss on her pretty face. Ryan caressed her sweet tits with both hands, gently twisting her erect nipples and pumping upward into her pussy with his hips. He'd never seen a girl take his cock with so much pleasure and joy as she started to grind her hips in a milking motion that had him throbbing on the edge all over again. He began twirling her nipples more roughly and thrusting back harder into her grinding wet pussy hole.
"Fuck, Daddy, yessss," she moaned. "You fill me up just right. I want you to cum inside me, okay? Always cum inside me, Dad, and someday I'll make a baby just for you."
"Ohh, fuck," Ryan growled, amazed by his daughter's scandalous talk.
"God, Daddy, I'm gonna cum again," she cried, rocking and grinding harder than ever on his rod.
Between what she was saying and the rippling clench of her hot pussy, Ryan moved his hands to the girls hips and fucked back into her, his massively aroused prick pulsing with jets of hot cum that shot deeply into her body. Father and daughter were both lost in a flurry of orgasmic gasps and moans while their bodies shuddered together at the height of the greatest pleasure either of them had ever known.
Ryan's cock was so aroused he stayed hard for a long time even after he'd filled his daughter's pussy with so much cum it was already dripping back down his thick shaft. He pulled her down to him and kissed her more deeply and passionately than ever. But eventually they both started to relax and come back down from their mutual high.
Ryan's cock started to soften slightly while they kissed, but he stayed thick and firm enough to remain embedded in his daughter's pussy. She finally turned her face and rested her cheek on her father's chest, snuggling up to him with his cock still inside her and his hands gently caressing her ass.
"Oh, Dad, I can't believe you just fucked me like that."
"Neither can I, to tell you truth, Charli-girl."
They lay like that for quite a while, and Charli began to squeeze the inner muscles of her pussy, massaging her father's dick. Ryan was amazed his daughter had so much control, and it wasn't long before his cock was pulsing with hardness.
"God, baby, how do you do this to me?" Ryan moaned as he clutched the girl's ass cheeks firmly and began moving his freshly hardened cock in and out of her pussy.
"Mmm, Daddy, I can't believe you're already fucking me again," she cooed sweetly.
Ryan held the girl's ass and was soon pumping the longest, hardest cock strokes he could into his baby's tight sheath. Between his previous load of cum and Charli's natural fuck honey, the girl's pussy was soaking in juices. He pumped his cock into her for a long time, feeling her inner walls ripple with orgasms at least two more times before he groaned deeply and spurted another load of cum deeply into her core.
"Fuck, Daddy, I have so much cum in me now," his baby sighed.
The two spent a long time kissing and snuggling in bed. After a while, they got up and went back into the bathroom to finish showering. Ryan took his time washing every inch of his daughter's luscious, young body. Then she did the same thing for him, paying special attention to his cock and balls.
They toweled each other dry, and Ryan told Charli he wanted to take her to lunch before they went shopping.
"That sounds great, Dad," she said. "But there's something I've been thinking about. I really don't like you sleeping in the other room. Not when you really belong in here with me."
Ryan smiled and took his precious baby into his arms to hug her. They were still naked. All the reasons he might have had before for not doing such a thing couldn't be further from his mind. All he could think about now was that his beautiful daughter was completely his, and she always would be from now on.
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Diane stared at the screen of her phone in shock. Spread across it in full, vivid color, was a very large, very erect cock. The photo only showed the brazenly swollen cock and a modest glimpse of the groin and hips that went along with it. If the perspective of the picture was anything to go by, it was also an impressively large cock, crossed this way and that with pulsing veins and a prominent, deeply ridged head. Diane went from shock to humor to embarrassment and then to amazement all in matter of seconds.
The thirty-six-year-old single mother sat in the middle of the crowded lunch restaurant staring at her phone until she thought to glance around nervously to see if anyone could tell what she was looking at. She had a couple of friends who played around with sexting and had lots of cock pictures on their phones. She was amused and even a little turned on the times they boldly showed them off at lunches like the one she was about to have today, but she just wasn't the kind of woman to get involved in anything like that herself.
Fortunately, no one could see what she was looking at and she turned her attention back to her phone. The photo was a striking reminder of how long it had been since she'd had any real cock in her life. Much too long. So long she couldn't bring herself to admit it to the closest of her friends, even though they knew Diane had devoted herself to making a good life for herself and her eighteen-year-old son, Ricky. But that was the most shocking thing about the picture - it was Ricky's cock. Diane had opened her text immediately when she saw her son's number come up in her notifications, and when she saw the obscene selfie he'd taken of his cock she felt herself flush instantly.
It was almost too much for the voluptuous young mother to take in all at once. Seeing a hard, naked cock on her phone was shocking enough. Then, realizing it was her own son's and not being able to take her eyes off of it and just delete the photo was even worse. Yet the most shocking part of all was that she couldn't help admiring how big and beautifully formed her eighteen-year-old son's cock was. It was as perfect a cock as Diane had ever seen, yet she knew she shouldn't even be looking at it.
All of this flew through her mind in a matter of seconds as she sat at her table waiting for her friend, Elise, to show up for lunch. She'd barely even started to wonder why in the world her own son would send her a picture of his gorgeously excited cock when his text came right after.
Omg, Mom, I'm sorry! That was NOT meant for you!
Now it made more sense, but she couldn't imagine who her son would be sending a picture of his cock to. She didn't think he was seeing anyone now, and he'd broken up with his last girlfriend barely two weeks ago. As she sat there trying to think of the way to reply, she actually found herself feeling a little disappointed. The thought of Ricky wanting his mother to see him that way gave her a strange feeling of warmth and affection. It was also beginning to make her nipples harden inside the D sized cups of her bra.
The best thing to do seemed to just laugh it off and not make too big a deal out of it. Ricky was a young adult now and he could share his beautiful cock with anyone he chose. She wondered if he'd just laugh it off if she told him he had a nice one.
But then Diane spotted Elise coming toward their table and she hurriedly tucked her phone into her bag before her friend caught her staring at her own son's excited cock. The pretty brunette didn't know what else to do.
"Are you feeling okay?" Elise asked, giving her friend a curious look as she took the other seat across the table. "I've never seen you look so flushed."
Diane's face was hot as she tried to think of an excuse. "It - it's just the heat," she stammered. "It's just unbearable."
Elise gave her a skeptical look, obviously unconvinced, but she didn't press the matter until after they ordered lunch and Diane's phone kept buzzing with text notifications in her bag. It wasn't hard to assume that Ricky must have been out of his mind with embarrassment and wondering why his mother didn't reply. She knew she couldn't just let it go. After all, she was going to have to face him later on when she got back home.
"Aren't you even going to check your messages?" Elise asked. "Someone sure wants your attention."
Then Diane's blonde friend got a sly look on her face. "You met somebody, didn't you?" she probed. "No wonder you were blushing so bad."
Diane felt herself starting to blush all over again while she braced herself to deny it, but knowing Elise, she wasn't going to stop until her curiosity was satisfied.
"He just sent you something naughty, didn't he?" the blonde kept after her.
"Of course not," Diane said feebly.
"Oh please, Di, you can't bullshit a bullshitter. Trust me, I've been there. Besides, I'm envious. I wish I had someone sending me cock pix in the middle of the day."
"He did not ..."
The blonde laughed. "I knew it! Let me see. At least I can live vicariously until this dry spell is over."
The brunette finally heaved a sigh of surrender. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
Diane pulled her phone out of her bag and reopened the message thread from her obviously horny son. The picture didn't show anything but his cock, so Elise wouldn't know who it was and maybe she'd let it go. There were a few more panicked apologies from Ricky, but his mother swiped past them to the picture. Seeing it again made her pulse race. She saved the image to her photo album so Elise wouldn't see his name when she saw it.
Diane opened the photo from her album and handed her phone over to the blonde.
"Oh my god," Elise said, raising a brow as she studied the impressive cock. "Why, you lucky slut." She laughed again and kept staring at the picture.
"Oh, please," Diane protested. "I'm hardly a slut."
"If a cock like that doesn't turn you into one then there's no hope for you."
Diane couldn't help chuckling along with her brash friend. She had to admit Elise did have a point. Ricky's cock had to be about the biggest and nicest his mother had ever seen. But she couldn't allow herself to think that way. Could she?
"Hmmm," Elise said thoughtfully, still staring at the picture, not knowing she was looking at the cock of her friend's own son. "He looks really young. I'm impressed, to say the least. I can just image how that hot thing must feel pumping a huge load into ... "
"Okay, okay," Diane nearly shrieked, grabbing her phone back from her friend's hand. She indulged another look at her son's excited cock before stuffing the phone back in her bag. "We're both intelligent adults. I'm sure we can find something else to talk about."
Elise snickered. "Sure, but it wouldn't be nearly as much fun."
Diane couldn't help a brief laugh and felt herself blush all over again. It was bad enough that she couldn't help flashing on what the other woman just said about what Ricky's cock would feel like pumping out his cum. She'd never admit it to any of her friends, but Diane had always had a special taste for cum. She'd always loved feeling it and tasting it, and she never missed an opportunity to take a nice, warm mouthful of it. As much as the sensuous brunette loved to fuck, giving handjobs and blowjobs had always been something she had a special fascination with.
The brunette grew even more self-conscious while the blonde leveled a curious stare at her.
"You're fucking one of Ricky's friends, aren't you?" Elise said point blank.
Once again, Diane felt her face flush with shameful heat. "That's ridiculous!" she insisted, though Elise didn't appear convinced. The blonde just sat there with a coy smirk.
"If you're going after his friends," Elise went on, "then maybe you won't mind if I go after Ricky. Mmm, that boy is luscious."
Diane took a deep breath and forced herself to calm down and let her face settle back to a normal hue. "You are not going to start hitting on my son," she announced, throwing her friend a serious look.
Elise raised her hands in surrender. "Okay, okay," she smirked. But Diane knew her friend well enough to realize she still had hard, young cock on her mind.
For the rest of the lunch, no matter how the brunette kept trying to steer the conversation away from the cock picture on her phone, she couldn't stop thinking about her son's impressive organ.
By the time Diane went back to her car after lunch, her pussy was feeling hot and damp. Elise had only made things worse with one suggestive comment after another. Diane spent a long time sitting in her car trying to think of the right way to reply to Ricky's mistaken photo message. She took her phone back out of her bag and checked the raft of omg's and apologies her son had sent in a panic after the picture. But then she couldn't help swiping back up to the picture itself. She felt so proud of her son for having such an impressively beautiful cock. It was impossible not to imagine how hot and solid Ricky's organ must feel in its fully excited state, or what his oozing precum would taste like dripping onto her tongue.
Diane wanted to blame her sexually brash friend for saying so much about Ricky's tool, even if she hadn't known who the picture had come from. If anything, it only made her think of it even more. But when she admitted the truth to herself, her initial shock at seeing her son's rock-hard dick on her phone quickly turned to loving fascination before Elise even sat down with her. Now she was sitting in her car staring at Ricky's cock for no other reason than she loved looking at it.
The confused mother's biggest problem was that the more she looked at that one, single picture, the more she imagined all of the ways she knew to please that ripe, manly cock. She found herself imagining the way Ricky would moan and suck in deep breaths while his loving mother took care of his intense needs.
He'd finally stopped sending hasty messages of apology, and Diane realized she should have said something back to him long before now. She couldn't imagine what must have been going through his mind after realizing what he'd done. She had no idea what to say, but it didn't seem right to just let it slide, either. Sooner or later, she was going to have to go home and face him. Finally, she thumbed out a quick text trying not to overthink everything.
It's ok. It's not like I haven't seen one before. I'm sure whoever you really meant this for will be very impressed.
Maybe that would be enough and it could be the end of the whole thing. But as she started the car and began driving, she knew she would never be able to get the image of her son's big, aroused cock out of her mind. She knew she should have just deleted the picture - the whole message thread, for that matter - but she didn't. She knew she was going to end up looking at it again.
When she got home, Diane was relieved to find the house empty. Maybe Ricky had gone out to avoid having to face her after his embarrassing mistake. They would have to face each other sooner or later, but she was glad not to have to walk into any awkward confrontations the moment she got home. It was one thing to send her son a text pretending to pass it off lightly, but looking him in the eye wasn't going to be so easy.
She went upstairs to her bedroom and kicked off her shoes, then took off her loose blouse and removed her bra, freeing her large, firm tits. She spent a couple of minutes just massaging her naked orbs, until her nipples were hot and erect. The image of her son's impressive cock kept running through her mind as she rolled and twisted her nubs between her fingertips. Her blonde friend's lewd comments wouldn't stop echoing through her brain, until she forced herself to stop playing with her tits.
Diane put her blouse back on, never liking to wear a bra when she was at home, without bothering to button it back up. In her wide-open blouse and black leggings, she lay back on her bed and picked up her phone. Against her better judgement, she immediately opened up Ricky's cock picture and gazed at his luscious rod in the quiet privacy of her bedroom. Without Elise droning suggestive comments, and ignoring her son's hasty series of apologies, she simply studied the big, ripe erection covering her phone screen.
Her blouse was completely open, leaving her full, heavy tits easy to reach and fondle while she practically memorized every vein and ridge on her son's cock. As she played with her thick, sensitive nipples, she imagined taking that hot shaft in her hand and rubbing it back and forth over those smooth, warm tits. Ricky would surely sigh deeply with pleasure, knowing his own mother had bigger, shapelier tits than any of the girls he went out with.
With the entire house to herself, everything was perfectly quiet and it didn't seem like such a terrible thing to imagine running her tongue along that rigid, red-hot shaft. The head seemed so big she was sure it would fill her mouth all by itself yet she knew her son would moan and thrust deeper, taking more of what his loving mother had to give.
Diane giggled under her breath, studying the boldly displayed young cock on her phone while she imagined giving her entire body and soul over to her gorgeous son, letting him please himself in whatever way he wanted. Her hand moved from her tits down into her leggings and under her panties, her fingers sliding along the damp lips of her aching pussy. Her folds quickly grew slick as she fingered them, imagining a life where Ricky would walk into the house and simply push his sexy mother to her knees, unzipping his pants and presenting his already swollen cock to be sucked until he rewarded her with a mouth full of cum.
The curvaceous brunette had never indulged such unmentionable daydreams ever before. They were only dreams, after all, so how could it be so bad? As she ground a finger into her syrupy hole, her entire body shook with delicious shivers while she imagined Ricky shoving his hand into her panties whenever he pleased, wherever they were: like in the middle of a movie at the theater, or under the table in a restaurant.
Diane's pussy kept getting wetter and wetter, her juices spreading throughout her panties and leggings as she slipped a second finger into her slit and began fucking herself while she stared longingly at Ricky's delicious looking cock. With her regular waxes and moisturizing, she knew her son would love how smooth and soft her pussy would feel. She imagined they were his fingers now pumping into her hole and curling up at her g spot, driving her body into a squirming state of delicious need.
In her mind, she could hear his raspy moans and saw him yanking out his fingers and replacing them with his thick, pulsating cock. She started to cum, feeling delightful shudders through her body as she imagined the feel of his hot prick driving hard and forcefully into his mother's welcoming fuckhole.
Diane left herself breathless after her naughty daydream and fingerfuck. She pulled her fingers out of her leggings and sucked the tangy fuck honey off them. It had been so long since anyone had tasted that sweet treat, and she couldn't help imagining the way Ricky would savor his mother's dewy nectar.
After she sucked her fingers clean, Diane closed her eyes and began to drift off.
*
Ricky spotted his mother's car in the driveway when he came back from the park. He'd stayed there as long as he could, shooting baskets by himself when he couldn't reach any of his friends. It had almost taken his mind off of sending that picture of his cock to his mother's phone, but the walk back to the house only brought everything back to his mind. When he saw her car, he knew he was finally going to have to face her, knowing she'd gotten a good look at his fully excited hard on.
It probably wasn't going to be as bad as he first thought, since she'd passed it off as no big deal. He just wished she hadn't taken so to reply. It had to be over an hour that he'd spent wondering if she was going to freak out or be completely grossed out. He was so relieved when she wasn't. She even said his cock was impressive. That just gave him another hard on. Ricky loved knowing his mother thought he had a nice cock.
With her beautifully curvy body and youthful good looks, Diane was by far the hottest of all the women in her circle of friends. He wanted to forget she was his mother every time she wore something that showed off her deep, smooth cleavage and firm, round ass. There was no way a healthy, horny guy like Ricky could live under the same roof with a woman as hot as his mother and not be completely aware of her as a woman.
Diane had a lot of great looking friends. Like most people, she hung out with others she had the most in common with. Consequently, Diane's friends were mostly other single mothers who liked having lunch or dinner in the same places and went together to the gym to keep each other motivated to work out. The handsome and muscular eighteen-year-old had lost track of the times he'd jerked off to fantasies of his mother's hot friends, especially Elise.
Ricky and Elise had been flirting pretty heavily lately, which was the whole reason he'd meant to send that cock picture to the blonde's phone and not his own mother's. After he realized his mistake, though, he hadn't done it. It was hard to concentrate on much else after realizing his mother was getting an expected look at her son's hard fuckstick.
The house was quiet when Ricky went in. He quickly realized his mother was probably upstairs after a quick walk through the kitchen and living room. Being sweaty from shooting baskets, he decided to go upstairs and grab a shower before having to face his mother. At least she didn't seem to be mad.
When he got upstairs he found her asleep on her bed, the door to her room hanging wide open. Her blouse was completely open, leaving her big tits fully exposed. They were even more amazing than anything Ricky imagined before, and he couldn't resist standing in his mother's bedroom doorway staring at her bared tits.
Her thighs were flung open carelessly, showing the delectable shape of her pussy mound in her tight leggings. There was a telltale damp spot in the crotch, while Ricky also spotted her phone lying on the bed next to her. He had to wonder if she'd been looking at his cock before she fell asleep. And why would she take a nap with her door open and her luscious tits exposed like that? The only reasonable explanation was that his mother must have been playing with herself before falling asleep.
He quietly chanced a few steps into her room, daring to get close to his mother's bed where he could look down and admire those gorgeous tits from a better viewpoint. He liked thinking she'd been looking at his cock before falling asleep. Why else would her phone be so close? Could she have even been rubbing her pussy while she looked? It was a crazy idea, but not so crazy the young man's cock didn't respond. He rubbed his quickly growing shaft through his shorts while he gazed at his half naked mother.
Diane's tits were easily the most beautiful he'd ever seen. He was dying to touch them, but the last thing he wanted was to have his mother wake up to the shock of having her tits fondled by her own son.
Ricky wasn't seeing anyone steadily right now, but he had a casual relationship with a couple of girls his age who were perfectly eager and willing to take care of his big, thick cock. And then there was the way Elise had been flirting with him so much lately. He'd always thought his mother's blonde friend was hot, and he was sure things were going in the right direction with her. But there was something different about his mother. Something special. She was the one woman who'd devoted her whole life to him. She loved him in a way no one else ever would, and that was the way he felt about her, too.



He couldn't forget those feelings as he pushed his shorts and briefs down below his balls and freed his large cock. Standing by his mother's bed, he wrapped his hand around his shaft and began stroking, causing his rod to swell and throb to its fullest state of hardness. Those girls his age he knew from around town were the last thing he was thinking about now.
Diane's tits rose and fell slightly with her sleepy breathing, and Ricky barely tore his eyes away from them while he silently jacked his rigid pole. He couldn't believe he was doing this, but he couldn't believe his mother was lying there with her big tits hanging out either. He wanted to feel them more than anything, rub his dripping cock head over those suckable nipples, but it was impossible.
After standing by Diane's bed stroking his overheated cock for longer than he should, Ricky finally forced himself to go quietly back out of his mother's room. He went straight to the bathroom down the hall, with his shorts still down beneath his balls and his excited cock swaggering naked.
Starting the shower running, waiting for the water to get to the temperature he liked, Ricky then took off his clothes and began stroking his swollen cock harder than before. He was throbbing for release, but before he made himself cum, he picked up his phone and finally sent the cock picture he'd taken that morning to its originally intended recipient: his mother's friend Elise.
Maybe it would help take his mind off wanting to fuck his hot mother. Elise was almost as hot, and being a sexy older woman she was like the next best thing. But the blonde didn't reply right away, so Ricky got in the shower and continued stroking his hard cock. As much as sending the picture to Elise made him feel even hornier, he practically forgot all about her while the sight of Diane's sleeping body with her tits exposed took over his mind. Even though he wanted his mother more than anyone, it was just impossible
Nothing he'd ever seen could compare to the amazing look he'd just had at his mother, and while his fist started flying harder and faster over the length of his throbbing rod there was nothing else he could think about. He wanted her more than anything, and she was all he could think about the closer he came to blowing a hot, creamy load of spunk all over the shower stall.
With dreams of sucking his mother's hard nipples, his hands squeezing her pliant flesh, he fisted his aching cock harder and faster. He must've imagined what her tits looked like naked at least a thousand times, and he was never going to forget the amazing view he'd just had of them. Yet he was dying to see her pussy, to feel and taste it, to shove his tongue, fingers and cock all deep inside her. It wasn't long before Ricky burst over the edge and spurted cum until he was practically dizzy.
*
Elise was feeling horny after she got home from having lunch with Diane. She was thinking about that big, delicious young cock her brunette friend had on her phone. It was amusing how embarrassed she'd been about showing the picture. Obviously, Diane just wasn't used to flirting with hot, horny, younger guys. She certainly wasn't immune to checking them out and talking about them when the pair were having lunch, though. Except that today the brunette was suddenly cagey and reticent now that she'd obviously connected with some young stud enough to be getting cock pictures from him.
Elise couldn't help snickering at her friend's plight as she poured herself a glass of wine. Diane had spent half her life doting on her gorgeous son, Ricky, but now that he was eighteen she was going to have more freedom to pay attention to her own needs. The blonde couldn't help feeling envious, since she'd gone much longer without cock than she wanted. She almost felt guilty for flirting so much lately with Ricky, but he was practically irresistible, and she didn't think Diane would do anything different if she were in the same position.
For that matter, the brunette actually was in the same position. Whoever that cock belonged to on her phone had to be somebody's son. So maybe the two friends really were in the same place after all.
But as much as Elise and Diane were close friends, the two were very different in a few fundamental ways. Diane's life was pretty much devoted to her son, so she wasn't nearly as adventurous as Elise. The brunette often seemed to live vicariously through her friend's much bolder lifestyle, but Elise often found herself feeling envious. The blonde thought a lot about how different her life would be if she had been a mother herself, especially if she had a hot, sexy son like Ricky.
Elise knew herself, though, and she knew if she had a son remotely as hot as Ricky that she'd be fucking him as much as possible.
The curvaceous blonde took her wine up to her bedroom and stripped off her clothes, deciding to drink and relax naked with some porn on her laptop. She hadn't exchanged any texts with Ricky in a few hours, either, and after seeing what his mother had on her phone earlier it seemed like a good time to take things with Ricky to the next level. It seemed like it was a perfect time to let the young stud see her big, naked tits after he'd already made so many nice comments about them.
Yes, some sexy texting with Ricky was the perfect way to put herself in the mood for some hot internet porn. She took a sip of her wine and then stood in front of the full-length mirror on her closet door. She watched herself fondle and play with her shapely tits until her nipples were swollen and sensitive. It would have been so good to have a bigger, stronger pair of male hands squeezing her tits instead, and Ricky's hands would have been just perfect. The thought was making her pussy swarm with heat.
That's when she went to reach in her bag that she'd left on the bedside table and pulled out her phone. Seeing that she had a new text from Ricky put a smile on her face, and she sat down on her bed to read it, but she was in for a delightful shock when she saw the picture the flirtatious young stud had sent.
Ricky's cock looked so big and hard. Elise's first instinct was to imagine wrapping her hand and lips around his thick shaft at the same time and make him moan like no one ever had before. It was a truly amazing cock, and the blonde knew right then and there that she was going to need much more than just a picture of it.
It made her giggle with satisfaction to know Ricky was getting as horny for her as she was for him. She leaned back against a pillow and gazed at his sturdy young shaft while the fingers of her other hand raked over her rapidly heating pussy slit. Her pussy was freshly waxed and smooth as silk. Ricky's tongue would have felt perfect just then.
Elise's slit was quickly growing slicker as she gazed at her young admirer's hard cock. Then she realized she'd seen exactly the same picture on Diane's phone at lunch. No wonder she'd been acting so nervously. She was trying to hide the fact that had her own son's naked cock on her phone!
The blonde's mind spun with questions about how Ricky's cock ended up on his mother's phone. She would have loved to know, but just remembering how flushed and nervous Diane had gotten over it made the blonde's pussy quiver with excitement. The fact that he'd even sent his cock to both his mother and a close friend of his mother's was even more arousing. Elise could barely imagine how hard and desperately Ricky would fuck her hot, experienced pussy if he was that horny. She couldn't help wondering if he'd even fuck his own mother, which made her own pussy quiver and flush so hard that she wished she had a hot, hung son of her own just like him.
After a while, Elise sat up and took a picture of her large, naked tits with her nipples prominently erect. She immediately sent it to Ricky with a message: Come here and I'll wrap these around that big, beautiful cock.
Within seconds after sending the text, the horny blonde had her fingers back on her smooth pussy. She knew it was only a matter of time before she had Ricky's succulent cock pounding her very willing pussy. She'd never fucked any of her friends' sons before, even though Ricky was hardly the first to show interest. But Ricky was the pick of the litter, so to speak, and Elise had been less and less in control of her desire for him the more the two were flirting and teasing each other behind his mother's back.
Just as Elise pushed a finger deeply into her wet pussy her phone buzzed. She kept her finger buried in her hole while she picked up the phone with her free hand. Seeing the notice of a text from Ricky made her smile with satisfaction. There was another picture of his hard cock, but this time it was trapped under the thin material of a grey pair of tight boxer briefs, and it showed every detail of his rigid shaft and head. Elise dug her finger into her velvety G spot and moaned.
The text that went with Ricky's new picture simply said, anytime.
The blonde's smoothly waxed pussy quivered around her deeply embedded finger at the thought. Without a second thought, she held her phone between her open legs and took a picture of her pussy with her finger stuck halfway inside. She immediately sent it to Ricky with a message saying, how about right now?
Elise could barely breathe while she gave it some time to see if Ricky was going to reply right away. Her finger started moving in and out of her slippery pussy again while she held onto the phone with her other hand, anxiously waiting. It was less than a minute later when his reply came: I'll be there in 20.
The blonde could hardly believe it was really going to happen. She shoved her finger furiously into her dripping hole just to give herself an orgasm to take the edge off her nerves before he got there. With her heart racing in anticipation, her aching hole was squeezing at her pumping finger within a couple of minutes.
She was left with the need for more orgasms, but at least now she could function. Getting up from the bed, she went through her lingerie collection to find something hot to put on for when Ricky got there.
*
Ricky had already been getting dressed after his shower when he got the picture of Elise's tits on his phone. They were amazing, and despite the fact that he'd only finished jerking off to the sight of his own mother's tits as he caught her napping he started getting hard again. Between his mother and her sexy, blonde friend's wicked teasing, he'd been walking around with a near-constant hard on. He really liked Ashley, the girl he started going out with at the beginning of the summer. She was great looking and had a great body, but she didn't have the curves or confidence of the two older women who seemed to be grabbing his interest in a big way lately.
Ashley liked sex as much as he did, and she happily took great care of her horny boyfriend's big, eager cock. He didn't want to cheat on her, but he couldn't help how horny his mother and Elise kept making him. Then his mother's friend sent a picture of her spread, wet pussy with her finger stuck inside it to his phone and it was all over.
Elise's pictures were already getting him hard again, and he dressed in a hurry to get over to her house as fast as he could. He took a moment to pause outside his mother's room and looked at her still sleeping with her luscious tits fully exposed. Being totally honest with himself, he would rather be taking that hard dick straight to his sexy mother instead of to Elise. As weird as it seemed, it didn't feel right. He'd always been close to his mother and loved her more than anyone. He had to admit he was 'in love' with his mother and had been for a long time. With her being so good looking and with a body that made him hard on a daily basis only made it worse.
But Ricky couldn't seriously fuck his own mother. She might like to tease him and enjoy his attention more than most mothers, but actually fucking each other was out of the question. Elise would have to be the next best thing. Even with her it was against half the rules in the book, which only made him want to do it even more, but sex with his mother was against ALL the rules.
After giving his cock a few squeezes through his pants while he gazed at his mother's tits, Ricky finally dragged himself out of her bedroom doorway and headed out to the car. By the time he got to Elise's house his cock had only gone down about half way, but when he rang the bell his cock was quick to swell right back to its full size over the anticipation of what was about to come.
Elise didn't come to open the door but just called from inside for Ricky to go in. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him.
"I'm in here," she called again from the living room.
With his cock pushing a ripe bulge into the front of his pants, Ricky followed the sound of Elise's voice and found her standing near the couch. She was wearing a thin, light grey tank top with spaghetti straps that her heavy tits were straining to its limit. Her nipples were already hard and easily visible through the material. She was also wearing a skimpy pair of light blue panties made of stretchy lace that accentuated her round hips and thick thighs in a way he never imagined.
"Oh my god," she said as soon as he went into the room. "I can't believe you just walked in here with that bulge in your pants. What would your mother think?"
Ricky's cock only throbbed even harder after walking into her house with his cock nearly bursting out of his pants. It was a daring act he'd imagined doing countless times. He loved the way his mother's friend was boldly staring at his bulge with practically nothing covering her voluptuous body. And then a wicked smile came to her lips with the comment about his mother.
"I guess she'd think I came here to fuck you," he said, openly rubbing the prominent lump in his pants.
"I guess she'd be right," Elise replied, walking toward him.
Ricky couldn't take his eyes off the way her heaving tits swayed as she walked toward him. As soon as she reached him, she put her hand on the bulge in his pants and started rubbing his shaft through the material. He could hardly believe it was really happening, even when she quickly went to work getting his zipper down and pulling his cock out to stroke it.
"I've been dying to get my hands on this cock forever," the blonde cooed seductively as she skimmed her hands over Ricky's hot rod.
The blonde's hands felt so good as they explored the thick length of the boy's aching pole. At the same time, Ricky reached for her bulging tits and fondled them through her thin top.
"I've been wanting to get my hand on these for even longer," he replied, staring openly at the blonde's mouth-watering orbs under his groping hands.
Elise snickered deviously.
"I know," she said. "I've caught you staring at them hundreds of times."
"I can't help it. They're amazing."
Then Ricky pulled Elise's tank top up over her tits to expose them, finally getting to see them the way he'd imagined so many times before. The blonde uttered an approving purr while he gripped and squeezed her full globes with his strong, young hands. They felt as good as they looked, and he took his time to twist and roll her hard, thick nipples while she kept her two-handed stroking motion along his cock shaft.
It was Elise who leaned in and started kissing the younger man. Ricky responded immediately, pushing his tongue into the mouth of one of his mother's closest friends. The blonde's tongue swirled and played with his. He squeezed her smooth, warm tits even more firmly and couldn't keep his mind from flashing back on the sight of his mother asleep on her bed with her blouse carelessly flung open. Her tits were every bit as gorgeous as Elise's, and he thought probably even a little bigger. As much as he was savoring the blonde's melons, being with her was proving to be a complete failure at taking his mind off his mother. If anything, the more he played with Elise's tits, the more he wanted to feel his mother's.
And the more the blonde kept rubbing and stroking his rock-hard boner, the more he wanted to feel his mother's hands touching and fondling his organ. With his mind spiraling in a dozen sexual directions at once, thick dribbles of precum came oozing from his cockhead onto Elise's sensuously stroking fingers.
The blonde suddenly broke off their kiss and gave the boy a sultry gaze. "We definitely can't waste this warm, gooey cream, baby. I just know it's gonna be delicious," she told him.
Then she deftly peeled off her top and squatted down on her haunches with nothing on but her skimpy, blue panties now. She quickly took the bulbous tip of Ricky's throbbing cock into her warm, wet mouth, sucking lightly and swirling her tongue around the head. He moaned and watched her suck the tip of his rod while her hands finished the job of opening his pants and pushing them down to his knees.
With his pants out of the way, his mother's friend was quick to begin sucking harder, sliding her supple lips back and forth along the boy's rigidly aching shaft while her hands worked over the base of his stalk and balls. Ricky could hardly believe he'd barely taken two steps into Elise's living room and she was already on the floor in her panties with his raging cock in her mouth.
Ricky was moaning and staring at the older blonde in awe as she sucked his pole hungrily. His mother's friend was obviously a highly accomplished cock sucker. The slip and glide of her mouth just seemed so easy and effortless, stroking so much pleasure along his swollen pole. The sensation was incredible, and he couldn't help wondering if his mother sucked cock the same way. But it wasn't long before the blonde's hungry lips had the young man's full attention on the immense pleasure of the stroking suck of her wet mouth.
He groaned and watched the older woman lick, suck and stroke his fat rod until his entire body was prickling with heat. It was so good that he didn't even try to hold back when he felt his pleasure rising toward an explosive climax, but Elise could sense it coming on and backed off. She pulled her mouth off his saliva-slick pole and gazed up at him, grinning wickedly while her hand calmly stroked along his shaft.
"You didn't come all the way over here just to shoot off in my mouth, did you, baby? Not that I'd mind, but for our first time with each other I really want you to leave a nice, hot load in my pussy."
"Fuck," Ricky groaned.
Elise rose back to her feet with a devious giggle while Ricky finished kicking his pants all the way off. He quickly yanked off his shirt while the blonde turned around, presenting her ass while she slowly bent over to slip her panties down her shapely legs. She straightened up and quickly turned, tossing her worn panties at Ricky's face with a coy giggle. Then she practically danced her way to the sofa, arranging herself on it sideways, one foot planted up on the cushions with the other on the floor, revealing and spreading her freshly waxed pussy to Ricky's hungry stare.
"Why don't you taste it before you fuck it, baby," the blonde cooed in a husky tone.
Ricky was more than happy to oblige. With his wildly aroused cock swaggering before him, he went to the sofa and hunkered down on the floor with his face between the blonde's wide-open thighs. He ran his hands along her thighs and began planting moist kisses and darting licks over her skin. Her moans and coos of approval kept his cock throbbing with heat as he quickly closed in on her dripping pussy.
"Oh, yes, that's right, baby," the blonde moaned as the boy's eager tongue lapped along her flushed sex lips.
With one hand moving back and forth from stroking his cock to fingering Elise's increasingly wet pussy, Ricky lapped and sucked at her delicious ravenously. The blonde moaned deeply and climaxed against his eager mouth. He only eased up slightly, sure of being able to bring her to another orgasm before finally plunging his rigid cock into her squirming body. As he wet his fingers in her pussy and then used the same hand to stroke his cock, he continued lathering her slit with his tongue when her phone began to ring and vibrate on the nearby coffee table.



Ricky lifted his head and glanced at the phone at the same time as Elise, only to see his mother's name flashing on the screen.
"Don't stop, baby," the blonde told him with a devious smile as she reached for the phone to answer the call. She thumbed the screen a second time to put the call on the speaker setting.
Ricky just gazed at his mother's naked friend in surprise while she just spread her legs even wider and arched her pussy at him.
"Hey, Di. What's going on," the blonde said, reaching down to peel her pussy open wide for Ricky.
The boy couldn't move yet, and his cock was throbbing even harder knowing it was his mother on the phone. Then Elise leveled her gaze on him and slid a finger all the way into her pussy, drawing it back out soaking wet with her dew. She held the finger to her lips in a shushing gesture, then stuck it into her mouth and sucked off her juice without making a sound.
"I dunno, I'm feeling kinda restless, I guess," Diane's voice came over the phone's speaker.
With precum oozing heavily from the bulbous tip of his swollen cock, Ricky stroked his shaft and leaned back to Elise's smooth pussy, running his tongue all around her lips and clit bud. The blonde managed to reply without giving anything away about the fact that Ricky was between her legs eating her hot pussy while she talked to his mother. The whole situation seemed just as crazy as when he pulled his excited cock out right next to his sleeping mother, but it was turning him just as much, if not even more.
"Is everything okay?" the blonde asked with the tongue of the other woman's son dipping inside her fuckhole.
"I don't know," Diane sighed loudly. "I've been a little beside myself, to be honest."
Ricky kept licking the blonde's pussy, but he knew his mother had to be talking about the cock picture he'd accidentally sent to her phone. He was now more convinced than ever that she'd been looking at her own son's erection before masturbating herself to sleep.
"Hmm," Elise said curiously, "does it have anything to do with that gorgeous picture you showed me at lunch?"
Ricky froze. Obviously Elise had seen the picture on his mother's phone, and now that the blonde was already intimately familiar with his cock, she knew whose cock Diane had been looking at. But Diane obviously didn't know her friend knew more than she was letting on. His cock pulsed with excitement as he went back to licking the blonde's pussy, sliding a finger up her slit to add to her pleasure. Elise stifled a pleasurable moan.
"Yeah, it kinda does," Diane admitted sheepishly. "I might've spent half the afternoon enjoying some me-time because of it."
Elise's eyes widened while her gaze and Ricky's locked. The blonde took a deep breath, composing herself. "Mmmm, well you have to admit it's a beautiful cock."
Ricky couldn't resist standing up, the blonde's fuck nectar coating his mouth while he let the cock in question swagger back and forth in front of his mother's devious friend. He took hold of it and boldly stroked his shaft in front of her, feeling an extra-hot pulsing in his shaft with his unwitting mother on the phone.
"So are you thinking about fucking this guy who's obviously close to your son's age?" the blonde added cagily.
"I - I just can't," Diane faltered.
"Why?" the blonde egged her on. "It's not like you'd be cheating on anyone. And a young hottie like that can make you feel like nothing else."
Ricky couldn't believe Elise was actually encouraging his mother to think about fucking him, even if Diane still thought her friend didn't know whose cock they were talking about.
"Oh my god," Diane sighed. "I can't believe I'm telling you this. But. That cock. It's, um, Ricky's. So as nice as it is, you can see why I can't be thinking about him that way."
"Sounds like you already have, bae," the blonde pointed out the obvious with her eyes trained on Ricky's stroking hand. "Besides, it's not like you'd be the first. A woman like you and son like him sharing a roof? That's practically a recipe for hot."
"I can't believe you even said that," Diane hissed. "That's - that's - incest."
"Mmmm, yes it is," the blonde purred. "You lucky slut."
Diane sighed loudly. Ricky's organ was throbbing like he never felt before. He couldn't wait any longer and knelt on the sofa, positioning himself to push the head of his cock into the slit between Elise's pussy lips and grind the fat length of his rod deeply into her hole. As he sank his impressive pole into her body, the blonde couldn't hold back an obvious moan of pleasure.
"Oh my god," Diane's voice rose from the phone speaker. "Are you getting turned on by this?"
Ricky struggled to keep silent as he began to rock his hips, gliding his red-hot cock shaft in and out of Elise's creamy pussy, but the blonde was growing less and less careful with her sighs and moans of pleasure.
"Mmmm, I definitely am," she confessed to the mother of the young stud now pumping his rigid cock into her pussy. "And you did, too. You can't deny it. I bet you'd love the way that cock feels going up inside you."
Ricky was amazed at the way Elise was talking to his mother, but also was turned on like very few times in his life. He pumped harder, driving his cock deeper into her hole.
"Are you fingering yourself?" Diane asked. "I can't believe it."
"Mmmm, ohhhh," Elise moaned. "Uhhh, yeah, that's it. I just can't help fingering myself. You don't mind, do you? I think you should just fuck him. I know you want to."
"Oh my god," Diane said again. The catch in her breathing over the phone was betraying her arousal. "I just couldn't ... no matter how gorgeous that cock is."
"Oh god, yes you could," the blonde moaned as Ricky steadily pumped her full the cock they were talking about. "That thing would feel so good in you. You know it would."
Diane started to let her moans and gasping be heard more and more clearly over the phone.
"Fuck," the frustrated mother spat, "I can't help it. I want him. I want that amazing cock. It's so bad I love him like this but I want him so bad."
Ricky was stunned by his mother's words, and it was making it increasingly hard to keep from making noise while he fucked his mother's friend harder and harder. By now Elise was just moaning and gasping, barely able to form words while he pumped her pussy with the whole force his hard, young body. As hot as the beautiful, busty blonde looked while he fucked her, Ricky closed his eyes and concentrated on the sound of his mother's voice as her moans came to them over the phone.
He knew she had to fingering herself, with no idea that her son was actually fucking her friend. He couldn't stop imagining his mother in her friend's place and that it was her hot, slippery pussy he was pounding his raging cock into.
Both of the women started to cum at the same time, and both of them were crying out that they wanted his lusty young cock pumping them deep and hard. Ricky bit his bottom lip to keep from groaning and crying out himself as his rock-solid pole exploded in the blonde's clasping pussy and filled her hole with gushing jets of hot, teenage spunk.
When he opened his eyes, Elise looked dazed and breathless, his cock still embedded in her soundly fucked slit. His mother was just coming off the end of her own orgasm as he slowly drew his cock out of Elise's pussy and sat on the couch in the open space between her widely flung legs.
"I can't believe we just did that," Diane said, still slightly breathless.
"You have no idea," Elise replied, her eyes on the other woman's naked son. "God, that was good."
Diane allowed a giggle to escape. "I guess a little fantasy between friends can't hurt anyone."
"But the reality would be like nothing you ever felt before. Just trust me on that."
The two women made plans to have another lunch together the following day, and then said their goodbyes. Elise looked down between her legs at Ricky and told him: "I don't care if you think about her while you fuck me if it's gonna make you fuck me like that."
Ricky couldn't help smiling.
*
Diane showered and after drying her hair she put on a pair of panties and a stretchy tank top with spaghetti straps. Over that she threw on a short robe that left her smooth legs on show nearly to the bottom curves of her sumptuous ass cheeks. It was a bit more revealing than she usually dressed when Ricky was at home, but who knew if he'd be home before she decided to turn in. And if he did come home before that, what harm would there be? After all, she'd been looking at his cock on her phone most of the day, and had even masturbated on the phone talking about it to Elise.
She wished she hadn't lost her mind during the call with her friend, but Elise was the last person who would ever judge. Besides, she'd cum harder than she had earlier when she'd fingered herself on her bed. She knew she could never actually go through with anything as insane as fucking Ricky, but at least she wasn't feeling so ashamed of herself anymore. A woman had a right to her own, private fantasies, didn't she? But of course they weren't all that private after admitting them to Elise.
Diane got her laptop and took it downstairs to the living room, where she got comfortable in her big, reclining easy chair and started surfing the internet with the TV playing softly in the background. She ended up on her favorite porn video site and searched for mother-son clips. The videos were obviously fake, but she was easily swept up in her new favorite fantasy and watched three in a row before she realized it. The videos were making her pussy churn with heat, despite the fact that she'd fingered herself twice already that day.
Frustrated, the pretty brunette closed her laptop and put it aside, picking up her phone and going straight back to the picture of her son's cock that started her off on a very unsettling day. The problem was that the more Diane studied Ricky's cock, the more she imagined seeing it in the flesh, touching and feeling it, even tasting it. If she didn't stop what she was doing she'd need to change her panties again before she went to bed.
She was still admiring the young man's luscious cock when she heard the car pull in, and a moment later Ricky was coming into the house. Diane quickly set her phone on the end table next to her chair and pretended to be engrossed in whatever was on TV. Her son appeared in the doorway without entering the room. It was semi-dark, except for a small lamp and the light from the TV, but Diane could've sworn he was looking at her differently. She assumed he was still feeling embarrassed about sending her his cock by accident. The topic seemed to hang in the air without being dealt with, even though she'd texted him to pass it off as no big deal.
"I didn't realize you were going out," she said, doing her best to sound casual.
"You were sleeping when I went out. Didn't want to wake you up."
Diane realized how she'd fallen asleep with her door wide open and her tits fully exposed. Ricky had definitely seen her. There was no other explanation for the intense way he was looking at her now.
"Leave a note next time, okay?" she said.
"Sure."
He turned to leave but Diane called him back, feeling like she just wanted him around.
"Yeah, Mom?" he asked, still hanging in the doorway.
Diane had to think of something quick to get him to stay.
"Honey ... um ... I hope you're not still feeling embarrassed about the picture today."
"I was, but not anymore," he said mysteriously. "I hope you aren't, either."
"Oh, of course not. I mean I was at first, but really, what's the big deal, right? It was just an accident, so what's the harm?"
Ricky came further into the room and took a seat on the sofa a few feet away from Diane's chair. Even in the dim light she caught the way his eyes drifted over her bare legs and the upper swells of her tits showing through the open top of her robe.
"I guess you probably deleted the picture, huh?"
Diane didn't answer right away. She finally decided to tell him the truth, or at least a slightly altered version. "I meant to, but I just didn't get around to it, yet."
"Yeah, okay. You don't have to if you don't want to."
She smiled, liking the idea that he didn't mind her having his cock on her phone. Then she started to sense something, finally realizing that her son, sitting just a few feet away, reeked completely of sex. It was unmistakable: he'd been out somewhere fucking. Diane felt a sudden wave of heat flush through her body. After everything that happened that day, along with the time she'd just spent torturing herself with phony incest video fantasies, her pussy flushed and quivered with need. At the same time she felt a sharp pang of jealousy, something she never would have imagined feeling over her son.
Now Diane had to fight even harder to keep up a calm exterior.
"In that case, I guess I'll keep it. For a while, anyway. As long as you don't mind."
"I don't mind," he said, looking straight at her prominent cleavage. "I mean, if you like it then you keep it."
Diane let out a laugh that was as much for releasing tension and trying to lighten a weird moment with humor. "Then I will. I mean, it is really nice, after all. What's the big deal, right? You could send me more like that if you wanted."
Ricky got a sly grin on his face. "You want me to send you more pictures of my cock, Mom?"
Diane felt her face flush with heat just as badly as her pussy. Having sex must have boosted her son's confidence since he was acting very strangely toward her now, especially the way he was looking at the generously exposed parts of her body. Of course, after her phone call with Elise she wasn't exactly feeling like her usual self, either.
While she tried to think of a way to reply to his question, another very unsettling thought crossed her mind. What if the strong scent of pussy all over him was from Elise? She thought about the way her blonde friend had sounded over the phone, and Elise's intense reactions seemed much too strong for a woman just using her fingers. Diane also knew that Elise had put her call on the speaker setting, and realized if her suspicion was right then Ricky would have heard everything his mother was saying about him while she masturbated. Her mixed feelings of jealousy and arousal spiked even higher.
"Why not," she finally replied, forcing a casual tone. "You do have a nice one. I mean, okay, a really nice one. There's no harm in letting your mother enjoy a little looking, is there?"
"None at all," Ricky said, his grin quickly turning into a suggestive leer. "For that matter, you could send me pictures, too."
That's when Diane decided her suspicion was more than just a feeling. She just didn't believe in coincidence enough to accept any other explanation. Something strange and significant then flipped on like a switch in Diane's mind. Ricky was hers, not Elise's. She was the one who'd loved and doted on him all his life. Elise just wanted hot, young cock. Not that there was really anything wrong with that, and the brunette had to admit her friend had excellent taste. But as crazy as it seemed, Diane decided Ricky had to be hers.
"And just what kind of pictures of your frumpy mother do you want to see?" she asked.
"You're definitely not frumpy, Mom," Ricky told her. "You could send me anything you want and I'd love it."
"So let's say maybe I sent you a picture of my boobs. You'd like that?"
"Oh yeah," the boy leered.
Diane noted the growing bulge in the crotch of her son's jeans. The sight made her pulse leap with excitement. Sure, her son was a lusty eighteen-year-old with a horny cock, but he'd almost certainly just been out fucking one of her best friends and now he was already home and getting hard for his mother. She was surer than ever that this was what happened, but she was trying to think of a way to confirm it once and for all.
"What if I told you I showed your picture to Elise?" she said, studying his face for a response. There wasn't a shred of surprise. If anything, his face blushed slightly with guilt.
"That's cool," he mumbled.
Now Diane knew he'd listened to her cum while moaning about how much she wanted his cock.
"Hmm," Diane pretended to be thinking. "Doesn't it seem silly to send each other phone pictures when we actually live together?"
"What do you mean, Mom?" the boy asked, his face lighting up with curiosity at the same time that the bulge in his pants swelled to larger proportions.
"I mean," she said, getting up out of her chair and shrugging off her robe as she went to stand in front of her son, "why send you pictures of your mother's boobs when they're right here in front of you?"
Diane then took hold of the hem of her tight tank top and peeled it upward, pulling it off over her head and revealing her full, naked tits to her attentive son. Ricky's enrapt gaze pleased Diane and bolstered her courage more than she expected. While he stared at his mother's orbs, she cupped them in each of her hands, fondling and squeezing them.
"Isn't this better than a picture, baby?" she asked.
"God, Mom. Much better. Damn, your tits are just perfect."
Diane smiled with satisfaction. "Are they as good as Elise's?"
She almost laughed at the guilty look that came across her son's handsome face.
"Umm, how would I know?" he stammered.
"Maybe because you were just at her house fucking her brains out while you listened to your own mother masturbating on the phone."
Diane's heart was pounding. She could hardly believe she even said it, but her excitement was building higher and higher by the second. Ricky didn't even try to deny it. He knew he was busted, but the way he was staring at his mother's naked tits told Diane everything she needed to know. She still felt a strong pang of jealousy, but at the same time she felt proud of her son for fucking the other woman so good as to make her cry and moan the way she had on the phone. It had been much too long since anyone had fucked her like that, and there was no one she could think of she wanted between her legs more than Ricky.
"You have to feel them to be sure, though," she added as she knelt on the sofa with one knee between his legs. "Go ahead, baby. They're right here for you."
Ricky sighed deeply and took his mother's bare, heavy tits into each of his large hands. Diane sighed even louder as he began to fondle and squeeze them, pulling and turning her excited nipples between his fingertips.
"Oh, Ricky baby," she cooed.
"I can't believe we're doing this, Mom," her son said just before he leaned forward to suck one of her nipples into his mouth.
Diane gasped sharply, barely believing she was looking down at her own son feeling and nuzzling her naked tits. It felt like nothing she could ever compare it to, and her hands went to the back of his head, her fingers weaving into his short, dark hair. He kept massaging her firm globes while he went back and forth from one swollen nipple to the other, sucking and flashing his wet tongue over each of her sensitive nubs.
The brunette's pulse was pounding harder than ever, and the seeping juices from her burning pussy were threatening to drip past the sodden gusset of her skimpy panties. Her son's cock was stiff as granite inside his pants as the prominent bulge rubbed against the side of her leg. She wanted to rip the boy's well stretched pants open and get her hands on that cock that had been driving her crazy all day, but then one of his hands moved down between her legs and started rubbing at her excited pussy through her panties. She gasped and pushed her tits harder into his face while his fingers quickly moved her panties aside and started rubbing along the wet lips framing her slit.
"Ricky, ohhhh Ricky, my love," she moaned, feeling his thick fingers slip and slide over her pussy lips. She was practically shaking by the time one of his fingers found its way into her warm, slippery hole and delved upward and deeper.



Diane leaned her head down to let her son kiss her the way she knew they had both been wanting to but never admitted until now. Just kissing him and feeling his eager tongue thrust instantly into her mouth while his finger searched into her wet hole for her g spot was driving her into a haze of lustful need like she'd never felt before.
The kiss went on forever, and Ricky didn't take very long to find his mother's g spot. He deftly massaged the spot, stroking his tongue into her mouth while his other hand was still squeezing and pulling on the tips of her tits. Diane suddenly threw her head backward and yowled as her son fingered her to at least her third and best orgasm of the day.
"You're amazing, Mom," Ricky sighed.
His admiring and lustful stare had Diane's heart pounding with anticipation.
"As amazing as Elise?" she couldn't help asking.
"Pfff. She's hot, but you're on fire," he said.
"Mmmm, good boy," she told him with a smile and a husky purr.
At the same time, Ricky had started pulling his mother's panties down. Diana put both feet on the floor and finished pushing them off, exposing her smooth, bald pussy to her son who was staring hungrily and grabbing at the rigid bulge in his pants. She then knelt down on the floor at his feet and started to undo his belt and zipper. With a few, hasty moves, the horny brunette had her son's pants and boxers off, and his beautifully impressing cock shaft in her hand.
Ricky moaned with pleasure, taking a couple of seconds to yank off his shirt. Diane admired his tight body for a couple of moments, stroking his swollen rod steadily, before lowering her head and running her tongue around the head of his cock and upper part of his shaft. There were tangy traces of the taste of her blonde friend's pussy on the boy's solid meat. It was far from the first time Diane had tasted another woman's pussy, but the first time she'd ever tasted it straight from a hard cock that was fucking it not so long before. Her jealousy spiked again, right along with the throbbing ache in her pussy.
"You taste like her, you dirty boy, but pretty soon you're going to taste like your own mother," she admitted, stroking him and taking a moment to look up at him before going right back down to slide her moist lips over his dome.
Ricky moaned deeply as his mother began bobbing her head up and down, sucking his tangy pole and swirling her tongue. Within a few moments, the taste of her blonde friend's pussy was gone, sucked into her mouth along with every ooze of delicious precum dripping from his knob. His cock felt so hot and strong in her mouth and she began using her hand along with her mouth to please the entire length of his pulsating shaft.
"Oh, Mom, fuck yes, suck it!" Ricky growled.
His filthy words of need only made Diane's pussy leak and dribble with a steady flow of warm nectar. She loved sucking cock, and sucking her own son's memorable organ was in a whole new category of lust. But the woman's pussy was burning with the need to be filled and fucked. By him. Her son.
She kept going as long as she could, but Diane finally backed off Ricky's dick and rose to her feet. She knelt back on the sofa again, but with both knees this time as she straddled her naked son. His fingers were on her pussy, spreading her slit open just as fast as she reached down for his cock and stuffed the head into her honey-coated slit.
"Fuck me, baby," she moaned, sliding down his rigid pole. "Fuck Mommy's pussy, you dirty boy."
"Ohhh, fuck," Ricky groaned, grinding his hips to push his cock into his mother's pussy in counterpoint to the gyrating ride of her shapely hips.
Using her knees for leverage, Diane rocked her hips in a steady motion, milking Ricky's red-hot dick with her pussy. The slippery stroke of his hard flesh inside her was sending waves of hot pleasure through her entire body. Meanwhile, his hands were moving all over her, clutching and squeezing her tits and then the fully rounded spheres of her ass. When he dipped his fingers between her cheeks and teased her asshole with one fingertip she nearly exploded on the spot. She just gasped desperately and rode his pulsing cock even harder.
"You like having two older, horny pussies in the same night, dirty boy?" she asked while she rubbed her bobbing tits up and down his face as she rode him.
"Fuck yes, Mom, but you're the one I really want. Your pussy is hotter and tighter than hers," he told her with a devious gleam in his eye.
Diane laughed but kept riding her son's cock steadily. "Mommy's got bigger tits, too, doesn't she, dirty boy?"
Then Ricky laughed and nipped at his mother's nipples playfully with his teeth. His hands felt like he was practically mauling her whole body now. And suddenly, out of nowhere, he gave her gyrating ass a loud, sharp swat that was hard enough to make her shriek. The next thing she knew, he was rolling her back onto the couch and repositioning himself between her open legs. She flung one up high on the back of the couch and the other foot onto the floor. Ricky shoved his cock back inside her with enough force to drive her against the cushions.
He pinned himself upright on his arms and began rocking his hips hard and fast, driving his fat cock into his mother's sodden fuckhole with the force of his whole body. Diane couldn't stop moaning and gasping as her own son fucked her like she'd never been fucked before.
The long, hard, driving thrusts of his teenaged cock soon plumbed an explosive orgasm from her that left her whole body shaking. But he just kept fucking her. She knew he must have pumped a nice big load of spunk into Elise's pussy merely an hour or so earlier and now it felt like he was going to fuck his mother non-stop.
"I want a bigger, hotter load of cum than you gave her," Diane growled selfishly. "You've got all the hot pussy you'll ever need right here at home, you dirty fucking boy."
It seemed like the dirtier she talked to her son the harder he wanted to fuck her. And the harder he fucked her the more orgasms she had around his wildly thrusting cock.
After a while, Ricky pulled out of his mother's pussy and she went around to the back of the couch and bent over it, allowing the horny, young stud access to her pussy from behind. He barely skipped a beat getting his cock back inside her. Fucking her even harder and faster from this position, the boy had his hands all over her thickly contoured ass. Diane could barely even breathe when she felt him pushing a finger into her ass while he continued driving his cock in and out of her forcefully.
Diane came at least two more times in this position. She could hardly believe it was her own son making her orgasm more than any other man before him.
"Oh god, Mom, I gotta cum!" he finally cried out, pumping into her so hard the sofa started to scrape across the floor, inching closer to the coffee table.
She felt the hot blooming of spurting cream filling her up inside and started to cum yet again, her rippling pussy milking that hot, young cock for every drop it was worth.
Mother and son were both left breathless by their final climax together, and Ricky leaned over onto her body as they took their time to catch their breath.
They went upstairs to Diane's room together and got into her bed together naked. They kissed and fondled each other until they fell into an exhausted sleep.
Diane had a smile on her face when she woke up the next morning. Ricky was still sound asleep as she threw on a robe and went downstairs to make coffee and breakfast. She hadn't been there long when she felt a big, strong, young male body press up to her from behind. His hands went into her robe to caress her smooth tits while his hard morning wood pressed into her ass. He was still naked from the night before.
"You're amazing, Mom," he told her, nuzzling her neck. "I love you so fucking much it's crazy."
Diane's smile felt like it was plastered permanently on her face. "I love you, too, baby," she told him, turning around inside his arms to face him. "By the way, do you have your phone?"
"It's still in the living room. How come?"
She got a devious look on her face and said, "because I think there's one more cock picture you should sent to Elise."
Ricky raised his brow in question, but he went to get his phone and came back quickly. His mother knelt down on the floor and took his cock in her hand.
"Wait til I get you in my mouth, baby," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "Then your other slut will know you belong to Mommy."
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Brook slipped out through the front door and crept quietly around the side of the house. Her mother was in the hot tub with Tom tonight, and after listening to them play naked under her bedroom window almost nightly for the past two weeks she found herself overcome with curiosity to watch them. She'd peeked at them through the window as well, but the angle from there didn't provide the curious eighteen-year-old a very satisfying view. She wanted to see as much as she could.
The compactly built young brunette wasn't used to living in a house as big as Tom's, and for that matter, she wasn't used to living with a man in the house at all. It had always just been the girl and her mother. She'd never known her father, and since Janice, her mother, had rarely mentioned him over the years the girl never had too much curiosity about him. Those times when she did wonder about him Brook rarely bothered asking questions, assuming her mother didn't like talking about him. Growing up with a single mother was simply Brook's reality. Just a couple of times a year the girl imagined what it would be like to have a father in her life, but she kept that to herself.
Ultimately, their life together had always been comfortable, if not especially flashy, and making any major changes never seemed an important issue. Janice had gone out with plenty of men over the years, but she rarely ever brought one home. Consequently, her sudden marriage to Tom seemed completely out of character for the sexy, attractive thirty-six-year-old.
Brook had liked Tom well enough when he started spending time at the apartment where she and Janice lived before. It was nice having him around. He was always funny and friendly, and sometimes Brook imagined it was what it would be like to have a father in her life. But the couple would always disappear into Janice's bedroom early in the evening and probably had no idea how the sounds of their ecstatic fucking bled through the thin walls.
At first, Brook just laughed it off and either turned up the TV or stuck in a pair of earbuds and listened to music. But it wasn't long before she was retreating to her own bedroom and listening to the distracted pair with her hand between her smooth, young thighs. She probably had even more orgasms than they did.
Then one afternoon Janice called Brook into the kitchen in the apartment they'd been living in, saying she wanted to have a serious talk. The first bomb the girl's mother dropped was that Tom was Brook's father. She explained that they'd had a casual relationship years before, and it was over by the time Janice discovered she was pregnant. The reason she never told Tom was that she never wanted a man sticking around because he felt like he had to. It wasn't what she wanted for herself or Brook.
Brook was okay with that. She knew her mother had devoted herself to giving the two of them a good life, and despite the girl's occasional daydreams of having her father in her life, it wasn't as if she could say life with her mother wasn't a good one. Then Janice told her Tom had asked her to get married, and have both mother and daughter move into Tom's big house. It all came so quickly Brook wasn't sure what to make of it. As much as she liked Tom, it was a lot to take in all at once.
Janice told her daughter that day that she wanted to say yes. She was in love with Tom, but she didn't want to make any decisions without including Brook. As they sat and talked things over, Brook got to like the idea more and more. She wanted her mother to be happy, and she also realized that having her father in her life was probably more important than she ever admitted to herself before.
Tom was older than most of the men Janice went out with, but he was incredibly handsome and in really good physical shape. He always seemed warm, upbeat and friendly. Brook didn't know if she loved him or not. He was still someone new in her life and now that she knew he was her real father she wasn't sure how she was supposed to look at him. But her mother assured her that time would take care of everything and they could be a happy family.
Brook was still getting used to everything. She had a really nice room and even her own private bathroom. There was the hot tub and swimming pool, and a lot of property with enough woods around to give them total privacy from the closest neighbors. It all seemed so nice, but at Tom's, she couldn't hear them fuck as easily as she could back in their old apartment, and oddly enough that made her feel disconnected. It wasn't hard to sneak down the hallway and listen through their bedroom door, but it didn't feel the same as when she could lie in her own bed and touch herself.
Brook decided to be cautious about Tom and settling in to her new surroundings, although she didn't want to do or say anything to spoil things for her mother. Janice was the happiest she'd ever seen, so even if Brook was keeping a little distance on the surface, she still didn't want to do anything to make waves. Back in their apartment, she was around them more just because the place was smaller, although it seemed like they spent most of the time closed up in Janice's bedroom. In the couple of weeks since the move, the girl spent a lot more time on her own in her new bedroom.
The curious eighteen-year-old now padded out of the house barefoot, wearing a loose pair of drawstring shorts, without panties, and a cropped T-shirt without a bra that she planned to sleep in. She was petite, with tightly compact curves, but she often wished she had bigger tits, even though her legs were shapely, curving into a pertly rounded ass.
As she approached the cover of the bushes at the rear corner of the house, she could hear her mother's and Tom's voices before she could see them. The view through the bushes was partly obscured by leaves and branches, but the outside lights were on at a dim setting, and the couple were both sitting totally naked and soaking wet up on the bench that went around the upper edge of the tub.
Brook couldn't help feeling proud of how good her mother looked naked. No wonder Tom was crazy to fuck her night after night. She looked like a slightly taller, curvier version of her teenaged daughter. The girl found herself wishing her tits were as big as her mother's, even though they were pretty close. But Brook was actually proud of her tits and often wore low cut tops that her friends' mothers would probably complain about. Yet Janice was the same way, and she never said anything about the things her daughter chose to wear. How could she when she was usually dressed the same way?
Brook was surprised to see her mother's pussy was as smooth and hairless as her own, and Tom's hand was barely a couple of inches from her slit as he casually rubbed the inside of her upper thigh. At the same time, Janice had her hand wrapped around Tom's lust engorged cock, and Brook nearly gasped out loud when she saw how big it was. He seemed huge. No wonder he made her mother cry out with pleasure from their bedroom every night.
The girl's experience with cocks included a little bit of internet porn, and just three guys from school that she had jerked off, but this man whom she had only recently discovered was her father made them look downright tiny by comparison. She couldn't help feeling a huge sense of pride. Not that she knew why. It wasn't like it was something she could brag about to her friends. And above all, it wasn't like Tom's cock was available to her, but she didn't know if she'd ever be able to look at him the same way.
Daddy's got a huge cock, she muttered under her breath. It was barely a whisper, but it gave her a warm, tingling sensation just to say the words. She'd never even called him Dad. It was all so new she didn't even know if she was supposed to. She wanted to, though. And for some bizarre reason she couldn't explain, now that she knew how he was built she wanted to call him Dad more than ever.
She also felt proud of her sexy mother who was skimming her hand up and down Tom's enormous shaft like it was nothing. The girl wished she could be just like that, pleasing a man like Tom - no, pleasing Tom himself, her own father - like it was what she was made for.
Then Tom slid his hand directly over her mother's pussy and stroked her lips with his large fingers. Janice threw her head back and sighed deeply, grinding her hips while he fingered her slit with an affectionate smile on his handsome face. At that point, Brook didn't want to be like her mother, she wanted to be her mother. Her young pussy quivered with damp heat as she yearned to be fingered just the way Tom was fingering Janice.
The trembling girl gnawed on her bottom lip and slid her hand into her shorts to stroke her own pussy, trying to imagine Tom's finger along her moist slit instead of her own. His fingers were so much longer and thicker than hers. Her pussy flushed steadily as she watched the naked couple casually play, but after a while they backed off and picked up their wine glasses, taking a breather.
Tom looked preoccupied, which Janice quickly noticed and asked what was bothering him. Holding her wine glass in one hand, she put her free hand back on her husband's huge cock and continued to lazily stroke him.
"Something bothering you, baby?" Janice asked.
The man looked down at the way the girl's mother was stroking his hard cock. "Maybe this isn't the time," he said.
"Aw baby, don't be silly. You can always tell me what's bothering you."
"It's Brook," he told her.
Janice giggled briefly but kept stroking his cock. "What about her?"
"I'm afraid she's not happy. I'm not even sure if she likes me very much, but I really want her to. I mean...she's my daughter. And she's an amazing girl just like her mother."
In her hiding place, Brook's heart started to beat faster. It was so weird that they were talking about her while her mother was playing with Tom's excited cock. Weird, but exciting in a way she couldn't begin to explain. She dug her finger deeper into her sodden pussy.
"She just needs time to adjust," Janice said, her hand still moving up and down his rod. "Why don't you trying spending more time with her, just the two of you. The two of you should have a relationship of your own. The girl needs a father, and there's no one better than you. Take her shopping. Out to dinner or the movies."
"That's a great idea," Tom agreed. "I really want her to be happy, too. I hope she can learn to love me as much as I love her."
"All she needs is some time to get to know you better. I know she'll love you just as much as I do."
Tom snickered deviously and nodded toward his wife's stroking hand. "Are you sure about that?"
"Oh my god, you're terrible!" Janice laughed. Then, after a brief pause she said, "You think our daughter's pretty, don't you?"
"Umm, yeah," he replied, haltingly.
Janice snickered. "No sense in playing shy now, darling. Your cock has been hard as a rock the whole time we've been talking about her."
"Oh my god, okay. Of course she's pretty. She looks like you, after all."
"Hmmm, good answer. So I suppose if you think I'm hot you must think she's hot too," Janice teased him.
Tom groaned in exasperation, but he was clearly hard as an iron pole while the girl's mother steadily stroked him. "Okay," he finally replied. "She's hot, just like her sexy mama."
Brook's pulse raced wildly and her pussy felt unbearably hot. She wondered if he really felt that way or if he was just saying what he thought her mother expected him to. But hearing him say that he loved her and also that he thought his daughter was hot instantly imprinted in Brook's mind in a way that made her nipples throb with heat.
Janice giggled, but then turned more serious, even though she never stopped hand-pumping his excited dick. "Oh babe, I hope we can always be honest with each other. About everything."
Tom then kissed her deep and hard and slid his hand back between her open thighs to rub on her pussy like before. "I think you need a daddy yourself," he said, nearly growling.
"Mmmm, I sure do," she purred, slipping down into the tub. She bent over and grabbed the side of the tub while pushing her ass out toward Tom. "Fuck me, Daddy," she mewled over her shoulder. "Fuck your little girl just as hard as you can."
With a leering grin, Tom slid down in the water too, and gripping Janice by the hips, he gradually eased his enormously swollen prick into her pussy from behind. Brook's heart pounded even harder as she watched him begin to fuck her mother with that huge, hard cock.
"Oh yes, Daddy, just like that. Fuck your little girl, baby," Janice moaned.
Hearing her mother call Tom Daddy while he fucked her made Brook's entire body shiver with electricity. She fought to keep her breathing quiet while she furiously massaged her pebble-hard clit under her shorts and watched the naked couple fuck. It was like being in a whole different world compared to just listening to them. And between the general resemblance between mother and daughter and the way Janice was calling him Daddy, Brook realized it was almost what it would look like if Tom was fucking her. She even started to imagine she was watching herself getting fucked by her own father. She couldn't remember when her pussy had ever felt so hot or wet.
Tom's body seemed so amazing as he gripped Janice's body and gracefully shoved his long cock into her pussy, forcing hot moans and gasps from the girl's mother with every thrust. Brook's pussy was on fire, and she was furiously alternating between rubbing her clit and pumping her finger up inside the dripping wetness of her aching hole. She ached to feel something as long and hard as her father's cock plunging deeply into her ripe, young body.
Brook was mesmerized by the sight of his cock. She slipped her free hand under her top and toyed roughly with her sensitive, swollen nipples while she wished she could have been closer. Even close enough to see how it looked with her mother's pussy lips stretched around the girth of his imposing shaft. No wonder Janice had married him in such a hurry. Who wouldn't want to have all that just for herself.
"Oh god, Daddy, you're gonna make me cum," Janice moaned after Tom had been fucking her steadily harder and deeper for longer than Brook could keep track of. "Cum with me, Daddy. Fill that tight girlhole with hot daddy cum!"
Brook was stunned by her mother's dirty mouth. She'd never heard them talking like that the times she'd heard them from inside their bedroom. But she felt a bizarre kind of pride and admiration for her mother to be able to express herself that way. It was just how she hoped she could be, but then again, if she had a cock like Tom's pounding her pussy the way he was pounding into Janice, Brook realized she could be anything she damn well pleased.
Then Tom did something that shocked her. Just as her mother was egging him on to cum in her pussy, the man growled and raised his open hand, finally swinging it across his wife's naked ass with a piercing smack. Janice cried out in surprise and pleasure while Tom pumped her hole with a series of breathless thrusts.
"Oh, Daddy, yes!" Janice cried. "Give your baby girl that hot cum."
Brook's heart was pounding and her tight, young pussy was contracting in orgasmic spasms around her thrusting finger. Knowing she was cumming along with her mother and Tom only made the feelings more intense.
After stroking his cock into his horny wife's pussy until he was drained, Tom pulled back and sank down onto the seat under the water. Within a couple of seconds, Janice was by his side, happily snuggled up to him.
"I hope we didn't wake up Brooklyn," Tom said. His tone was light but he wasn't laughing.
Brook could see the way he raised his eyes up toward the windows on the second floor where her bedroom was. She got the distinct impression he looked disappointed not to see her standing at her window looking down at them.
Pulling her hand out of her shorts, Brook's fingers were soaked with her juices. Her upper thighs and the crotch of her shorts were all smeared, too. It felt like her cream was everywhere as she snuck away and back into the house the same way she'd come out.
When she got back to her bedroom, she went to the window and looked down at the hot tub. She was hoping Tom would look up again and see her this time, but he was intent on kissing her mother, his large hand grazing over the woman's full tits as they bobbed on the surface of the water.
Brook sighed and got into bed. Before she fell asleep, she had her hand down inside her shorts again and the other under her top. Images of Tom's enormous cock pumping into her mother from behind played over and over again in her mind. God, how she wished it was his hands on her body instead of hers and kept mauling herself until she had three more orgasms. Only then could she fall into a peaceful sleep.
The next morning, Brook ended up alone with her father in the kitchen. She was having some yogurt for breakfast while he was drinking coffee before heading out to work. Janice had already left, and the moment he said good morning Brook's face flushed hot and she could barely look him in the eye. She felt bad, knowing he'd probably think it was because she didn't like him, but after everything she'd seen and heard the night before it was impossible to look at him. All she could think about was what he'd looked like fucking her mother blind.
She was wearing the same top she'd slept in, but before coming downstairs she'd changed into a tight-fitting pair of shorts that let the pert bottom curves of her ass cheeks poke past the hem. It was as skimpy an outfit as she'd worn in front of him so far since she had yet to use the pool or hot tub when anyone else was home. He didn't say anything about it, and she had no idea if he was looking at her since she couldn't bear to look at him. She knew some of her friends walked around in front of their fathers in their underwear, so her outfit shouldn't be so bad.
Brook had caught some of her friends' fathers checking out their daughters and daughters' friends plenty of times. Her friend, Cindy, and her dad were so touchy and affectionate with each other that Brook had often wondered if there was more to their relationship. There were a few times Brook had seen Cindy's father touching her ass. Cindy had looked at Brook, realizing what she'd seen and merely blushed and smiled. Now Brook was dying to ask her friend if there was something going on between her father and her. If there was, Brook thought they were lucky. Cindy's dad looked at her like she was the most important thing in the world.
"Is everything okay, Brook?" Tom finally asked, jarring the girl out of her thoughts. He was sitting at the tall, island counter sipping coffee.
"Oh yeah, sure, why?" she replied, still not looking at him.
"You seem really quiet."
"Everything's good." She was glad he didn't point out how she couldn't bring herself to look at him.
"If you say so," he said skeptically. "I hope you'll feel okay to talk about anything that's bothering you. I mean, we're family, right?"
The comment made her flinch. Before, family only meant her mother and her. With Tom in the mix it was suddenly a real family - mother, father and daughter - and as much as she loved the idea, it was still a very new proposition. Logically, she knew she wasn't supposed to ache to feel Tom touching her ass the way Cindy's father touched hers, but she yearned for it anyway.
"Yeah, I guess," she said, sitting across the counter from him with a yogurt container and spoon.
"You guess?" At least his tone sounded light.
Now she smiled briefly and even looked at his face. He was smiling and looking at her curiously.



"Well, you're married to my mom, after all. So yeah. That's makes us family."
"It's even more than that, sweetheart. I'm your father, after all. For real."
His smile widened and she felt she was blushing.
"I really hope you'll be happy, Brook," he continued. "And you can always tell me if there's anything I can do to help make sure you are."
You could fuck me like you fucked my mother last night, she said in her mind. But then, out loud: "Oh, I'm happy. Really. It's really nice here and everything. And you're really nice. I guess I'm still getting used to things."
"Me too," he smiled warmly. "I guess your mom and I have been so focused on each other that we haven't paid enough attention to you. You and I haven't had the same chance to get to know each other, but I want that to change, if that's okay with you. We have a lot of lost time to make up for."
"That'd be nice," she said, wishing she knew something more interesting to say. Now she was afraid he'd start thinking she was dumb.
"Do you have any plans for today?" he asked.
She shook her head.
"Great. I was thinking I'd leave work early, and maybe we could go out and get dinner and a movie together. Or we could go to the mall and spend a lot money."
"Really?" She looked straight at him with surprise. "That sounds really good."
"It does to me, too," he said. "You can decide whatever you want to do. We can do all of those things or just whatever you like. How's that sound?"
Brook was so excited her eyes started to water as she realized it was the first time a male of any age was going to take her out just for something she wanted. She'd been out in groups of friends along with boys from school who were interested in her, but that wasn't even in the same league.
"It sounds perfect," she said softly.
"I think so, too," he replied, getting up. "I'll be back by two."
On his way out, he stopped and touched the girl's bare shoulder, planting a quick kiss on top of her head before walking out to go to work. After he was gone, Brook couldn't stop smiling. She felt so good she cleaned up everything in the kitchen and then looked for things to do around the house that would please her mother and Tom. Especially Tom. "Especially Dad," she said out loud, just to see how it felt and sounded.
Later on, she went upstairs and put on the skimpiest bikini she owned and went out to the pool for a swim. She wished Tom could have been there to see her, but after a while she took her bikini off and tried skinny dipping for the first time. She loved swimming naked immediately, and after a while she got out of the pool and went to sit naked in the hot tub while she still had the house to herself.
She turned on the water jets and thought about the scene she'd witnessed the night before. It didn't take long before her nipples were hard and burning with desire, while her pussy was flushed and quivering at the same time. The water jets felt so good as she played with her pert, round tits. Her hard nipples and areolas were like a pale shade of cinnamon.
The girl's fingers were soon exploring her excited pussy as her thoughts changed from last night to all the various ways she imagined her time with Tom might go. The thought of being alone with her father for the first time in her life made her nervous. She wanted to do everything right. She wanted him to love her so much. Before long, she was kneeling on the seat in the tub, holding onto the side while she pushed her sensitive pussy up to the nozzle of the water jet. Gripping the edge, she let the spout jet against her hard clit until her body was shivering with orgasms.
She finally got out of the tub, picked up her bikini and walked into the house and up to her room completely naked. It was fun to have such a big house, and she found herself imagining her father suddenly walking out of one room or another to discover his completely naked, daughter. It was even more fun to imagine the look he would have on his face as he stared at the proudly shaped tits standing out from her smooth chest. It made her nipples swell with excitement just to think of it.
It was getting close to when Tom would be getting back home, so she decided to start getting ready. Going into her bathroom, she hung her damp bikini on a towel rack and took a shower, where she spent a long time carefully running a fresh razor over her legs and pussy. After, she dried and brushed her hair and went to pick out something to wear.
After going through every stitch of clothing in her dresser and closet, Brook was no closer to a decision than when she started. Half of her entire wardrobe was now scattered across her bed and the floor, and she uttered an exasperated sigh. She had nothing to wear. She wasn't even close to deciding what she wanted to do, so she wasn't sure what kind of outfit would be right.
She didn't know much about the restaurants anywhere around Tom's house so she figured on letting him decide about that. There were plenty of restaurants and even the movie theater at the mall, so maybe that was where they should go. She couldn't wait to have him all to herself, but she was afraid of coming off as too greedy. And as far as a movie, she already had an idea about that, but she wouldn't let Tom know what she wanted to see until after dinner.
Finally, Brook decided she didn't even care where they went for dinner. She just wanted to look good for Tom. Really good. Deciding nothing she had was good enough, she went down the hall to the master bedroom to raid her mother's wardrobe.
Walking naked into the bedroom her mother shared with Tom sent tingles of excitement through her smooth, young body. She spent a few moments just staring at their bed, imagining what they were doing that went along with the desperately passionate sounds she'd heard listening at their door. Her nipples grew hard with sensation when she thought of how she would have Tom all to herself for the whole evening.
Janice would certainly be home when they came back, but the notion didn't stop her from imagining how amazing it would be for Tom and her to come home and end the night together in his hot tub. She remembered so clearly what his aroused dick had looked like when she spied on them the night before. Her mother had to be the luckiest woman in the world to be able to be naked with Tom whenever she wanted.
She spent a little while just playing with her nipples, her excitement being greatly enhanced by being in her father's own bedroom. But she knew he'd be home soon, and as exciting as it was to imagine him catching her naked in his bedroom, the reality of it actually happening scared her. What if he said something about it to her mother?
Going through the closet, it didn't take her long to find what she was looking for. It was a wheat colored knit dress Janice hadn't worn in a long time, and it was practically the same color as the one pair of high heels that Brook had. She grabbed the dress and then went to rifle through her mother's lingerie drawer where she found a pair of sheer black pantyhose that had some kind of pattern. She decided to take them back to her room and try them on to see how they looked.
With the items of her mother's clothing in her hands, Brook could hear Tom come into the room. How could he have come home without her hearing him?
"Oh, geeze, Brook, I'm sorry. I didn't know you were in here," he said before she had a chance to even turn around.
She was fully naked to him from behind, and she suddenly turned to face him without thinking. Now her bouncy, naked boobs and freshly shaved pussy were in full view. He gazed at her with a stunned look on his incredibly handsome face, his eyes clearly roaming over the lush swells of her tits and silken V of her silky pussy mound.
"Sorry," he mumbled again, politely averting his gaze.
Brook blushed with a vengeance, feeling equally embarrassed and excited. She finally thought to hold her mother's clothes up in front of her, barely covering her bare boobs while holding her free hand over her naked pussy.
"Oh, um, it's okay. I'm sorry, too. I just came to borrow some clothes for going out." She almost said date, but she was afraid Tom might laugh at that.
"Does she know you're borrowing her clothes?" he asked, bringing his eyes back to her.
"Oh sure," she told him. "We borrow each other's clothes all the time. Especially now that I'm almost the same size."
Tom nodded. "I see. Okay."
Brook's embarrassment started to fade slightly when she realized he wasn't going to just kick her out of the room. He actually seemed to like having her there, and she almost giggled at the thought of it.
"So when do you want to go?" she asked.
"Whenever you're ready," he said. "I'm just going to freshen up a little and change. I'll probably be ready much sooner than you will be."
"Probably, but I'll hurry. I can't wait to go."
"Me, too," he smiled. "Did you decide what you want to do?"
Brook told him what she was thinking about going to the mall where they could just decide to do whatever they felt like since they'd having shopping, movies and restaurants all in one place.
"Good thinking, Brook. I'm impressed."
Brook blushed at the compliment and then walked out of the room, trying to look calm as she strode past her father, feeling his eyes on the sway of her pert ass. Her heart was pounding by the time she reached her own bedroom. There was no mistake that he really liked what he saw. It felt like the happiest day of her life, and it could only get better.
Tom sat down on the bed and heaved a deep sigh after Brook left the room. Being single for as long as he had, he wasn't used to having a woman around the house, although he loved being married to Janice. But having his teenaged daughter in the house was a whole other matter. Especially one as pretty and sexy as Brook. She was a sweet girl, even if she'd been pretty aloof lately, yet he knew he had to stop thinking of her as pretty and sexy. If only she didn't look so much like her mother. He wondered if he'd feel the same way if he'd known about her from the beginning.
It had been impossible not to notice the girl had a prominently distracting pair of tits, but seeing them in the flesh was making Tom's head spin. They were so firm and round, and with her nipples being so hard and perky he'd barely been able to tear his eyes off them, except to stare at the bald, pouting pussy mound between her thighs.
And seeing the way she blushed when he caught her naked in his room only made it worse. He couldn't fight the steady swelling of his cock as he thought of her.
This is totally out of line, he thought as he gave his pulsing shaft a squeeze through his pants. He kept squeezing and rubbing his stiff cock as he thought of the way her perky ass moved when walked out of the room. He could have sworn she was giving it an extra sway just for him. Could she have known he was staring at those firmly rounded ass cheeks? Was she seriously inviting her own father to check out that tight, teenaged ass?
He hadn't even thought about what clothes she had borrowed from her mother. He almost thought he should call the outing off, but it was too late for that. Besides, it wouldn't look right. She was a smart girl and probably would've suspected the reason.
Unable to help himself, Tom stood up and unzipped his pants, pushing them down along with his briefs and letting his large, achingly hardened cock bounce free. Rubbing one out to take the edge off before going out with his daughter seemed like the right thing to do. He'd be able to think straight and act like the proper father he wanted to be to her.
But there was nothing proper about the way he stood there stroking his hard bone thinking of that hot, naked, eighteen-year-old body. At the same time, he couldn't help thinking about the way Janice had called him Daddy while they were fucking the night before. It made him cum so hard he felt dizzy afterwards, and there was no way his new wife could have missed the way it excited him.
Tom's phone buzzed with an incoming message while he was blindly fist-pumping his excited rod. He paused to check the message, and wasn't surprised to see it was from Janice.
Have a good time on your date with Brook, it said, followed by a wink emoji.
It's not a date, he texted back. But I'll make sure she has a great time.
He finished taking off his clothes and sat on the bed to continue stroking his cock.
That's not what she thinks, Janice texted back. Pretty sure the girl has a huge crush on her dad.
No way, Tom sent back, still stroking and thinking of the way the girl's ass looked on the way out of the room.
Girls always crush on their daddies. Didn't you know that?
That's crazy, he sent back, feeling idiotic that he was still pumping his hard on and thinking of Janice's daughter.
Mmm, I've got a serious crush on you, Daddy. Just save some for me when you get home.
Janice's text was followed seconds later with a picture of her spread pussy, something she often did from the ladies' room at work. It always drove him crazy, and with Janice's splayed open pussy on his phone screen, he stroked himself to the image of both mother's and daughter's pussies at the same time.
He needed to cum if only to set his mind right again. Last night had been the first time Janice called him daddy while they were fucking, and it had made her cum just as hard as he had. Janice's taste for edgy sex was one of the things that kept their relationship hot and fresh. Tom had always wanted a woman like that, and Janice had that and yet so much more. She was the complete package. But he certainly hadn't bargained on getting a hard on for their teenaged daughter and now his wife was practically teasing him about it.
He leaned back on the bed and vigorously pounded his throbbing cock to the thought of the sexiest, most beautiful mother and daughter he'd ever known. Before long, visions of eighteen-year-old tits and pussy had all but pushed her mother out of his mind. Within a couple more minutes, Tom groaned heatedly while his cock erupted, spurting cum all over his lower belly and shirt.
After, he took a quick shower, and then picked out a pair of dark blue linen pants and a short sleeve button down shirt. Casual, with a hint of fancy to please Brook.
As it turned out, by the time Tom went downstairs to meet her, Brook was all ready and anxiously waiting.
The girl blushed, incredibly pleased with her father's stunned reaction on seeing her in her mother's dress.
The pantyhose had the cutest pattern, which beautifully accentuated the sweeping shape of her legs. The dress fit her almost as tightly as it fit her mother, and it was suggestively snug over her curves. It came well above Brook's knees, and the low-cut neckline clung nicely to her round boobs and let just enough cleavage show. She decided to go without panties or a bra, even though her nipples would show in the dress if they got hard.
"Wow," Tom said, eyeing her openly. "You look amazing, sweetheart."
"Thank you." She smiled and looked down at the floor. Her shoes were almost a perfect match for the dress, and the heels gave her three more inches of height. Brook blushed at his compliment, but she couldn't help wondering if he liked her better in her mother's dress or completely naked. As surprised as he'd looked when he saw her, she decided he probably liked her even more naked and the idea almost made her giggle out loud.
Going out to get in the car, Tom even opened the door for her. The gesture surprised and pleased her immensely. Without thinking, as if it were a completely automatic thing to do, she made sure to give him a good look at her legs when she swung them into the car.
During the ride to the mall, Brook couldn't help feeling like she was on a real date with a really great guy who was handsome, older and sophisticated, and had an amazing looking cock. She wondered what he would think if he knew she'd seen it and could barely stop thinking about it. But she also remembered the conversation she'd overheard and felt desperate to tell him how much she really liked him without sounding completely stupid.
He was doing his best to keep his eyes on the road, but Brook caught Tom glancing at her legs every minute or so. She liked the way her mother's fancy pantyhose made them look, and her father obviously liked it too. In her seat, the hem of her mother's dress rode high on her firm, young thighs, and she did nothing to adjust her outfit. It wasn't quite as exciting as the way he'd looked at her when he caught her naked, but it wasn't as embarrassing, either, and she didn't want him to stop. And when her nipples grew hard with excitement, forming pert dents in the material of the dress, she caught her father sneaking peeks at her boobs just as much.
"Thanks for taking me out, Tom," she finally said. "It's really nice of you."
"It's my pleasure, sweetie. I'm only sorry we didn't do this sooner. I thought it would be good for us to spend some time together. After all, I didn't just marry your mom, I married you, too." Brook couldn't contain a giggle. "Oh boy, did that ever come out wrong," Tom tried to backtrack with an embarrassed blush.
"It's okay. I know what you meant. Besides, I think I really like being married to you. I think Mom's really lucky."
"What a sweet thing to say," he told her with a smile.
"Well, it's true. And I'm really sorry if I've been a pain in the neck lately."
"Not in the least, sweetie. I've just been worried if you were happy with all the changes going on. I know it's a lot to take in all at once."
"Yeah," she agreed shyly. "I guess it is."
Tom suddenly pulled the car over and stopped. He turned in his seat and looked at her seriously. No one had ever looked at her the way he was now, and it made her pulse race. It made her think of the way Cindy's father looked at her.
"I really want you to be happy," he started out with a deep breath. "And I want you to know I really wish your mother had told me about you from the beginning. There's so much I wish we never missed out on. But you're mine, my daughter, and nothing can ever change that. I know we're only getting started to know each other but just knowing you're mine makes me love you more than I can ever tell you. I have years of lost time to make up for and I want to make you the happiest daughter that ever lived."
Brook's heart was pounding as she listened to her father. She even started to cry and a single tear ran down her cheek. Her whole body was trembling and she didn't know what to say. She wanted to scream that she loved him back at the top of her lungs but she was afraid to. Yet she was even more afraid that he'd never know. Everything just seemed so wonderful and yet so impossible.
Then Tom reached over and wiped the tear off her cheek with the pad of his thumb. It was an intimate, loving gesture, and for some reason her body stopped shaking so bad.
"I love you too, Dad," she finally said softly. Once the words were out of her mouth it didn't seem so hard, and her father was looking at her with such intense eyes it made her skin tingle with heat. "I love you so much you have no idea."
"Yeah, baby, I think I do," he smiled.
And she knew he was right. She could feel it in the way he touched her face and the look in his eyes as he stared at her. It felt like the whole car was filled with their love for each other and Brook never wanted to be without that feeling as long as she lived.
"Do you realize that's the first time you've called me Dad?" he pointed out.
"Out loud, anyway," she admitted shyly.
Her father seemed to be thinking, but then leaned over and kissed her. On the lips. It was an instantly passionate kiss, and Brook immediately opened her mouth and felt her entire body heat up as their tongues swirled and explored each other's mouth. The girl's nipples went rock hard while her pussy quivered with intense pulses of sensation and desire. Brook's mind was spinning and when she felt her father's large hand graze over the swell of her tits through her dress she was sure she would explode.



The kiss went on for a long time and Tom's hand was running over the girl's tits through most of it. But he finally broke it off, stammering an awkward apology.
"Don't be sorry, Dad," she said. "I'm not."
He told her she was beautiful and let it go at that before turning the engine back on and continuing to drive. For the rest of the ride, Brook thought about that amazing kiss and how it made her whole feel like burning. She thought about her friend, Cindy, and her dad and was now convinced there was much more to their relationship. Brook started to daydream of having Tom touch her ass the way Cindy's dad touched hers. No matter how her friend might've blushed, she looked happy whenever it happened and now Brook understood why.
When they got to the mall, Tom pulled the car into the parking garage and they started wandering. He didn't even seem to get bored with all the stores Brook wanted to go into, and she couldn't believe the amount of money he spent on her for new clothes. She bought sexier looking outfits than she ever had before, and Tom always flipped his credit card on the counter and looked at her with a proud smile. Brook couldn't keep from blushing every time.
He finally suggested they stash the shopping bags in the trunk of the car and decide what to do about getting some dinner. They had to walk the whole length of the mall to get to their section of the parking garage. Brook noticed how many people turned their heads to look at them, which only made her feel even happier as she thought of how many people must have assumed they were like any father out at the mall with his daughter to spoil her. Yet they were a bit dressed up for a simple shopping excursion, and Brook wondered how many of them assumed they were a couple.
Brook also knew a lot of the men were just looking because of the way she looked in her mother's dress. It was far from the first time she caught men looking at her, but this time it felt so different. Walking beside her father made her feel like they could tell she was taken. She found a stride that made her perky tits jiggle with her steps, and it was exciting how plenty of men even Tom's age turned to look, but in her mind there was only one who was allowed to touch them. It made her think of the way her father had felt her braless tits through her dress earlier in the car, and she just wanted to feel that sensation again. As much as she possibly could. Even if Tom said it was wrong the way he'd felt her up in the car, he was still watching her tits and booty as much as any other guy in the mall. He didn't say anything, though, until they were in the parking garage.
The car was parked nose facing out, so Brook and her father were standing between the wall and the raised trunk lid while Tom stowed the girl's shopping bags. When he finished, he didn't close the trunk right away, leaving them together in relative privacy behind the car. The walk through the mall had left Brook with swollen nipples, and her father was trying not to be too obvious about staring at them. He wasn't being all that successful, though, but the girl just smiled happily to let him know she didn't mind him looking at her whatever way he wanted.
Once he put the last of the shopping bags in the trunk, Brook hugged her father. "Thank you, Daddy," she told him, pressing her face to his chest. "No one ever did anything like this for me ever."
Tom hugged her back, and they held the hug for a long time. Brook loved the way it felt to press her firm, young tits against her father's solid body. His hands were on the small of her back and she kept wishing he'd just let them drop onto her ass, but eventually he held her a few inches away and looked at her. Their arms were still around each other with the lower halves of their bodies still touching.
"No need to thank me, sweetheart," he told her. "My reward was just seeing the look on your face. I really like this whole having a daughter thing."
Brook snickered. "I like this whole having a dad thing."
She also liked the way her dad's eyes kept darting lower to the way her tits were bunching up over the neckline of her dress from the way they were hugging each other.
"What would you say if I turned into one of those strict dads who doesn't let you out of the house wearing the kinds of outfits we spent so much money on today? Or the one you're wearing right now, for that matter."
Brook was a little surprised, but pleased to see that he was saying it with a smile on his face.
"I'd be a good girl and do what you say, Daddy," she smiled back. "But what's the big deal? Mom does it all the time. I mean, this is her dress, right?"
"Yeah, but you're not supposed to look so hot at your age. I know you saw all those men looking at you. Some of them were even around my age."
"Were you jealous, Daddy?" Brook replied with an ecstatic grin. "'Cuz you're the only one I really wanna look good for."
Tom was smiling, but he heaved a deep sigh. "You're such a beautiful girl, sweetheart, and I love you more than I could ever love anyone, even your mother. But girls don't dress like this for their fathers."
"Some do." She thought about telling him about Cindy and the way her father even touched his daughter's ass right in front of her.
"Honey, it's just not appropriate."
"So ... are you saying the way you kissed me and felt up my boobs in the car before we got here wasn't appropriate?"
"That was definitely not appropriate, and I'm sorry I lost my head there for a minute. I promise it won't happen again, Brook."
"I'd rather have you promise it will happen again," she said. "Don't tell me you didn't like it as much as I did."
The man sighed deeply again. "It was amazing, baby girl. But ... "
Brook let her hands slip lower so she was clutching her father's ass cheeks through his pants, suggestively squeezing his muscular glutes.
"You were saying, Dad?" With her hands on his ass, Brook could feel the stirring under his pants against her body that she'd been constantly dreaming of.
"I was saying ... as incredible as it was, it can never happen again."
Even though her father had a serious look on his face, he didn't do anything to pull his daughter's hands away from his ass, and at the same time his own hands drifted lower and closer to hers. Just being so close to him was making the teenager's heart race. She couldn't begin to explain why her father had the power to turn her insides to warm, gooey mush, but she didn't care. All she knew was that it felt like heaven to have him holding her like he held her mother. The girl just knew he loved her as much as her mother. His cock was still growing bigger against her body while they held onto their hug, and he still wasn't trying to push her away. It was proof of how much he really wanted her no matter how proper he tried to be.
"But Dad," she said, looking up at him with a coy smile, pressing her body a little tighter against the growing bulge in her father's pants, "Didn't you like kissing me, Dad? And if you did it once, what's the big deal about doing it again? Same with feeling my boobs."
"Because I'm your father, sweetheart. And I've only just gotten married to your mother, in case you haven't noticed."
But even as he spoke, one of his hands moved from behind her to the front, sliding over the pert swells of the girl's tits through her dress. Her nipples throbbed with heat at his touch and her body filled deeply with breath.
"I've noticed more than you think, Daddy," she said.
"And what's that supposed to mean?" he asked curiously, squeezing the mound of one of her tits through the snug fabric.
"Oh god," she whispered, aching to feel her father squeeze as hard as he pleased.
By now his cock felt so big and so hard against her young body. The memory of watching him pump that beautiful shaft into her mother's naked body made her want to feel inside her own pussy more than ever. Feeling his hand sliding back and forth to feel each of her tits was making her pussy feel hot and damp. She angled her face upward, giving him an open invitation for another kiss.
"Baby, we really shouldn't," he whispered as he leaned down and pressed his lips to hers.
Brook's heart leaped with excitement. She instantly opened her mouth and felt her pulse bang even harder when her father's tongue swept forcefully into her mouth. She moved one hand from his ass around to the front and began feeling the solid bulge of his cock through his pants. He gasped without breaking the kiss while his grip tightened on her tit. Then she felt him pull the neckline down, stretching the fabric to expose her perky mound so he could cup her flesh in his hand.
He didn't even kiss her mother that deeply when she'd spied on them in the hot tub. Brook felt the best and most excited she ever had in her life, yet she knew it could only be better. Just the feel of her father's rigid cock through his pants was almost more than she could stand. And having his hand on her bare boob while they kissed was one thing she already knew wasn't going to be a once-only proposition. She might've been young, but Brook knew she was meant for this and meant for him, and she was ready to give him everything she had.
But then the sound of people getting into a nearby car startled them, and Tom suddenly pushed himself back from his daughter. They both looked a little dazed, and his cock was still bulging out the front of his pants. He finally closed the trunk lid, and they waited for the other people to get in their car and drive away.
Brook's pussy was dripping with wet heat, but she knew her father wasn't going to pick things back up. She wanted that more than anything while Tom was trying to act like it never even happened, except for the telltale bulge in his pants. At least he didn't try to tell her over again how it shouldn't have happened and was never going to happen again. That much was progress.
"Sweetheart, our date isn't over yet, unless you're feeling tired already. But we haven't even decided about dinner or the movies," Tom said, doing his best to look normal.
Brook was happy he didn't want to end their day together and go home. "Can we do both?"
Tom laughed and said, "Of course."
They walked back into the mall holding hands. They went to a simple chain restaurant for a quick meal so they could make it on time to the movie Brook wanted to see. The trailers were still playing when they went in, and they got a row to themselves a little further back from the middle of the theater.
When the movie started, Tom reached over the arm of the seat and took hold of Brook's hand again. They exchanged a smile and watched the movie. After a while, she maneuvered their clasped hands so Tom's was resting against Brook's leg below her dress hem, resting on her thigh through the pantyhose she was wearing. And then after a few more minutes, her father's hand let go of hers and moved to rest palm down along her inner thigh.
Brook's whole body felt warm when his large hand gently squeezed her inner thigh and started rubbing her warmth. Her pussy heated up with electrical pulses as he calmly worked his hand higher until he was massaging her flesh within an inch of her mound. She felt her body arch in her seat as she breathed deeply. She looked at his face but he was watching the movie with a faint smile on his face.
The girl slid forward on her seat and parted her legs, giving her father more room to feel her thigh. He drove her crazy, making her pussy drip with agonizing excitement as he barely moved his hand closer to her mound. Brook was dying to feel him touch her pussy, but he was teasing her without mercy. At long last, his fingers finally moved to the crotch panel of her pantyhose and began rubbing at her slit through the material. His hand felt so strong and sure, and she knew he had to be able to feel her drippy girl cream seeping through the material of her hose. And the second he started mashing his fingers into her tender slit her fresh juices flowed even hotter.
Brook had to force herself to keep from moaning out loud, but at least she had the movie soundtrack to mask her sighs and deep breathing. But her father's hand kept rubbing at her, massaging her slit so deep and firm that she couldn't help grinding her pussy back into his hand.
The teenager took as much of her father's hand rubbing her through the pantyhose as she could, and finally slipped off her shoes and just pulled her dress up and started to roll her hose down over her hips. She caught her father watching, and he moved his hand to allow her to roll the hose all the way off. When she sat back again, Tom caught the girl's hand and took the balled-up pantyhose from her. She watched in awe as he held them to his face and inhaled deeply, knowing he could smell all the pussy cream she'd been leaking into them.
He stuck them in his pocket and put his hand back between her now bare thighs. She left her dress up around her hips and watched in amazement as her father began rubbing his fingertips along her slippery pussy lips. He was looking, too, admiring her smoothly shaven pussy while he massaged her petals and clit as if he knew where all her most sensitive nerve endings were. After a while, he slid a finger into her creamy hole and stroked it back and forth.
Brook wanted to scream with joy but she bit her bottom lip to stop herself. Yet she wanted to give her father more, even if they were sitting in a public movie theater ignoring whatever was on the screen. The girl could barely even remember what they came to see. She spread her legs wider and her father started pumping his finger deeper. Pulling the top of her dress down below her braless tits, she exposed her perky mounds with their stiff, strawberry nipples. She played with her smooth orbs, constantly toying with her nipples, constantly aware of the way her father was watching her and continuously sliding his finger in and out of her slick hole.
When she glanced between his legs, there was a bulge in his pants just as big as it was when they were kissing and fondling each other back in the parking garage. Since he was stroking his finger in and out of her pussy, Brook didn't see any reason not to reach between his legs and feel the enormous lump tenting his pants. Just touching his rod, even through his pants, made her heart race even harder while her juices felt like they were gushing all over his hand.
Brook thought her heart might explode when her father reached for his zipper with his other hand, pulling it down. He then took hold of her hand and pushed it into his pants through his open fly. She could hardly believe it was happening, but with a little effort, she worked her father's cock out from the leg of his briefs and got her hand around his big, rigid shaft. His jaw hung open and his whole posture changed when she started squeezing and stroking his cock. She wanted to pull it out of his pants so she could see it and stroke it at the same time, but it was so big she didn't know how to get it out through his fly. It probably wouldn't have been too much trouble to undo his belt under normal circumstances, but the way his pumping finger was making her shiver and squirm.
When her father ground the heel of his hand against her clit and shoved a second finger in with the first, Brook started to cum. She was glad it was during a loud part of the movie because she couldn't help letting a brief cry of pleasure escape. She'd never felt anything so good and her hand went crazy on his cock at the same time. Before her pussy was even through squeezing and gushing through her climax, her father's cock was suddenly spurting hot cream inside his pants, soaking her hand and his cock all at once.
When Tom finally pulled his hand away from his daughter's pussy, he brought his fingers to his mouth and silently sucked them clean. Brook drew her hand out from his pants and did the same thing, wanting him to see her sucking her fingers and licking up every drop of his delicious cum as she could get.
He reached into his pants and adjusted his cock, then zipped them back up. Brook kept her dress lifted up through the rest of the movie, and Tom leg his hand rest on her leg right next to her tingling pussy.
Later, during the ride home, Brook kept waiting for her father to say how they shouldn't have done what they did and that it would never happen again, but he didn't say anything. She was worried about whatever he might be thinking.
"Dad? Do you still love me?" she asked out of the blue.
Tom looked at her in shock and pulled the car over the first chance he had. He took her face in his hands.
"Baby, I love you more than anything in this world, and I hope you never forget that."
Brook felt relieved. Not that she didn't think her father had stopped loving her, but she was afraid he might feel angry or awkward. He kissed her for a long time and she started to believe that they would always be happy, even if their love would have to be a secret one.
Later that night, Brook lay in bed restless and unable to sleep. She'd spent the longest time just tossing and turning while her outing with her father kept running through her mind. She missed the feeling of his hands on her and couldn't wait to feel those delicious sensations again. It was the most amazing thing in the world to think that the best orgasm she'd ever had was in a public theater in the middle of a movie she could barely remember. She just hoped her mother wouldn't ask too many questions about the movie.
It was even harder to sleep when Brook heard Tom and her mother getting into the hot tub down below her bedroom window. Thinking about everything that happened earlier already had the girl's pussy feeling warm and moist and her nipples thick and aching. Now she was sure Tom would be fucking her mother right under her window again, since that seemed to be the way things always ended up when they got into the tub at night. Even though she felt jealous when he fucked Janice, the fact that mother and daughter looked so much alike also made it exciting, allowing Brook to imagine how her father would look fucking her.
She wanted to watch them again, but so far it sounded like they were just talking. It was hard to make out everything they were saying, but she could tell her name was mentioned more than once. It made her curious. She knew her mother would probably be asking Tom about the time they had together, but he obviously couldn't tell her everything.
Brook decided to sneak downstairs and eavesdrop on them from behind the bush where she'd already seen the fuck. Hopefully, she'd get to see them in action again. She didn't really like the idea of sharing her father with anyone else, even her mother, but that was the situation she just had to live with. At the same time, considering how much she and her mother looked alike, she liked seeing what she and her father would look like together.
She stood hidden, just wearing flip flops and the panties and tank top she put on to sleep in. Janice and Tom were sitting in the hot tub. Her naked tits were above water, and Tom had his arm over her shoulders with his hand dangling down and fondling one of them. Brook could tell her mother's hand was moving underwater, and she knew she had to be playing with her father's cock. Brook couldn't help a stifled giggle when she thought about her father getting his dick stroked by his wife and daughter both on the same night.
"Janice," Tom was saying, "I really wish you'd stop saying Brook and I were out on a date. Especially when you're stroking my cock like that."
Janice snickered. "Don't tell her that. She's been looking at you like a rock star ever since you got home. If I didn't know any better I'd say something happened."
"I'm just happy that we're starting to get along better," Tom said evasively.



"Getting along?" Janice snickered deviously. "Are you forgetting I know she took one of my sluttiest looking dresses to put on for her daddy?"
Tom groaned while Janice's hand kept moving up and down his cock under the water. Brook was dying to see it out in the open. She wished it was her hand stroking him. His rod felt so hot and thick back in the movie theater.
"I have to admit she looked amazing. She's beautiful just like her mom," he admitted.
"Hmmm, and judging from the mountain of shopping bags in her room it looks like Daddy spoiled his sexy little girl. And looking through some of the things she got, I know she had you in mind when she picked them out. I'm getting jealous of our daughter."
At least she said it with a good-natured tone, and it made Brook feel good to hear her mother refer to her as "our daughter".
"That's ridiculous," Tom said.
Brook could tell her mother looked skeptical as she stroked her new husband's cock in silence for a moment or two.
"So what is it you're not telling me?" Janice finally asked, still smiling and still stroking.
Brook's breath caught in her throat as she waited to see if her father was going to admit what happened. For some weird reason, the suspense just made her pussy feel hotter. She slipped one hand into her panties to stroke her slit and the other under her top to play with her hardened nipples.
"Nothing," her father told her mother in one of the most unconvincing voices anyone ever heard.
"I know there's more to it," Janice said. "Your cock is practically burning my hand while we talk about her."
"Okay, she's a beautiful girl, just like you. But, Janice, she's my daughter, for fuck's sake."
Janice snickered deviously. "Now I know you're hiding something juicy from me. My god, I don't know when I've ever felt your cock throb so hard."
Brook's heart was pounding. It seemed unthinkable that her father would ever admit to fingering his own daughter in a public movie theater while she stroked his hard cock until he came in his pants, but it wasn't so long ago she would've thought that was unthinkable, too. Then her mother rose up from her seat and straddled her father, reaching down between her legs to take hold of his cock. She didn't lower down, and Brook could tell she was just holding the man's cock to her pussy.
"Maybe this will help loosen that tongue of yours," Janice teased him. "You tell me what really happened and I'll ride that throbbing cock like she's most certainly been thinking of doing herself. It's all over the way she looks at you, you know. God, it's crazy how much it turns me on."
"Yes, it's crazy," Tom replied, obviously anxious to get his cock into his wife's pussy.
Brook's pussy was dripping all over her searching fingers as she watched and listened to everything.
"C'mon, Daddy," Janice cooed. "Tell me what you did to our baby girl. She deserves to be loved, too. Besides, if you tell me, I'll let you in on something I never told anyone."
Brook's mind was spinning like mad as she waited to see how her parents' sex talk was going to go. She pulled harder on her nipples while she pushed a finger up inside her creaming pussy hole and watched her mother slide down just a couple of inches, making her father moan. Then, she practically held her breath with her finger sliding in and out of her slit while her father told Janice everything about what happened: the kissing and fondling in the car, making out and feeling each other up in the parking garage, and then how they made each other cum in the middle of the movie they went to.
While he was talking, Janice gradually slid all the way down onto her husband's cock and started riding him, her full tits bobbing in front of his face. Brook could barely believe he'd admitted those things to her mother, but Janice was obviously turned on by it and grinding the man's pole like a porn star. As jealous as she couldn't help feeling, Brook was also proud of how hot and sexy her mother was.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck," Janice groaned, continuing to grind her pussy up and down Tom's cock after he was finished. Then she slowed her grinding, catching her breath to make good on her promise to confess a secret of her own.
"Remember when we met?" she asked Tom, still riding his cock but more slowly now.
Tom nodded and groaned.
"Okay," Janice went on. "The reason I didn't get into a serious relationship with you even though you really wanted to was because ... because ... I was fucking my father. I was in love with him all my life. At first, I though Brook might even be his baby."
The teenager was in shock. Yet her pussy was on fire like she never felt before. Her father was just as turned as she, and he grabbed his wife forcefully by the hips and guided her to the upper edge of the tub. She spread her legs wide while Tom got between them and pushed his enormous cock back inside her. He held on to his wife's shapely hips and thrust his cock into her hard enough to make her heavy tits sway and shake.
"Fuck," Tom growled, thrusting desperately into Janice's body.
Brook pulled off her top, exposing her pertly shaped tits and stepped out from behind the bush. From the angle of their position, her father could see her while her mother's head was turned the other way. She stood there openly watching them fuck after their filthy confessions. Her hand played across both of her ripe tits while the other worked away furiously under her panties.
It was only a minute or two before Tom realized she was standing there watching. He gazed at her with dire lust in his eyes while he fucked the girl's mother even harder.
"You like Daddy's cock, do you, baby girl?" he snarled. Janice assumed he was talking to her, but his eyes were right on Brook. "You like fucking Daddy?"
"Oh, fuck, Daddy yes!" Janice cried. "It makes me cum so hard!"
Janice's body shook with pleasure while Tom grunted and cried out. Brook knew he had to pumping a hot, creamy load of cum into her mother's fuckhole. It was all too much, and the girl started to cream all over her own pumping fingers.
Brook didn't even stop to consider that all three of them were having simultaneous orgasms. She was focused more on the pleasurable spasms rocking through the walls of her slick, young pussy.
After, the teenager quickly picked up her top and ran over the grass back into the house before her mother saw her. She didn't think she could ever get to sleep, but the next morning she didn't remember hearing her parents come back in the house.
*
The next couple of days went by in a kind of blur. Brook couldn't stop thinking about everything that had happened and the scene she'd witnessed between her parents in the hot tub. Even the next day when she went to her friend, Cindy's, house for a sleepover she couldn't think of anything else. Cindy even said something about how distracted Brook seemed, but Brook just shrugged it off. It only made her think about things even more when Cindy's dad touched his young daughter's ripe body in suggestive ways.
While Brook was over at Cindy's, she didn't even realize how preoccupied she was until her petite blonde friend asked where her head was at. Brook blushed and got flustered, but stammered some excuse about getting used to her new life at Tom's house.
"That shouldn't be hard," Cindy giggled deviously. "Your dad's really hot."
That only made Brook blush even harder. She even thought about telling Cindy about everything she'd seen and done the last couple of days, but she finally just kept it all to herself. She finally just told her pretty friend that her dad was really hot, too. Cindy giggled and blushed as hard as Brook was.
Sometimes Brook felt downright envious of her pretty blonde friend. Even though Brook was a bit taller, with longer legs and a firmer shape, Cindy was cute and bubbly with bouncy curves that got her a lot of attention, especially from her affectionate father. Brook felt confident enough that she was as pretty as her friend, but it was Cindy's relationship with her father that she envied. They were so openly affectionate, and Brook kept wishing more and more that Tom would treat her that way, even in front of her mother, eventually.
As much as Brook had fun spending time with her best friend, she could barely think about anything but her father the whole time she was there. For the first time, she wanted to be home instead of at Cindy's. Of course Tom would probably be down in the hot tub fucking her mother half the night, making Brook wish he was fucking her instead.
They were in Cindy's room changing for bed. Brook had to turn away she was blushing so hard. She pulled the big T shirt out of her backpack that she planned to sleep in. It was one of Tom's. She'd taken it out of his dresser without asking, thinking he wouldn't mind. When she turned around, Cindy was standing near her bed in nothing but a pair of light blue panties that barely covered anything. She'd already taken off her bra and her bare tits were wobbling with her movements as she prepared to pull on a tank top.
Sometimes Brook wondered if Cindy's tits were too big for the rest of her body, but they weren't really that much bigger than her own. The two girls had never been shy about changing in front of each other, but it was definitely out of the ordinary for the blonde to just stand there with her boobs exposed, taking her sweet time about pulling on her top. The panties she was wearing only had a slim thong stretching between the girl's ass cheeks. They were a lot like some of the panties Tom had bought for Brook the day before, but she hadn't brought anything that skimpy with her for her night at Cindy's. She was wearing a skimpy bikini style pair that made her feel good the way they stretched over her body and showed off the shape of her ass and pussy mound.
Brook was still wearing her bra, but she took it off and was in no more of a hurry to cover up than Cindy seemed to be. Cindy's nipples were hard and looked really nice. Brook's nipples got hard, too. She still had her mind filled with thoughts about Tom, but her friend's daring panties were earning her attention.
"Those panties are really hot," she finally complimented her friend.
Cindy smiled proudly. "Thanks. Dad got 'em for me." The admission was followed by a coy giggle.
Brook giggled a little nervously. "My dad got these for me, too."
"Mmm, really nice. Has he seen you in them yet?"
Brook's face flushed hot. "No!" She didn't bother mentioning he'd already had his hand inside another pair of her panties when he made her cum at the movies. "Has your dad seen you in those?"
"Not yet, but he's gonna," Cindy said with a proud smile. "Why else would they buy them for us except so they can see how good we look?"
"I guess." Then she just blurted without thinking, "Your dad can barely stop touching your ass."
Brook couldn't believe she said it as soon as the words were out of her mouth. She wanted to take it back, but Cindy giggled and then blushed the kind of blush that betrayed happiness.
"Yeah, I love it," she admitted. "He always tries to make it seem innocent or accidental, but I know it's really 'cuz he likes feeling me up."
Both girls started giggling, but then it turned into a loud peal of laughter. Then Cindy grew thoughtful for a moment. "Lately he's been touching my boobs a lot, too," she finally confessed.
Brook acted more surprised by this than she actually was. She admitted that Tom had touched her own tits, too, but she left out the part about the two of them making out behind his car while he boldly fondled her tits through her dress. Cindy, always being the bolder, brasher of the two friends, was surprised and even impressed. The girls had been friends long before Brook's father came into her life, and the blonde even said she was impressed.
"You're so lucky," Cindy said.
"So are you," Brook replied.
"Well, I guess we're just hot," the blonde giggled. "And so are both our dads, so ... why not just enjoy it?"
"You do have a point. Besides, I can see why your dad would want to touch those boobs."
"You too," Cindy said with a coy smile. The girls were both still standing topless in nothing but their panties, and now they had a good excuse to gaze openly at one another's bare tits. Then the blonde asked if Brook had ever felt another girl's tits before. She shook her head.
"Would you ever want to? I mean, just to see what it's like?" Cindy added.
Brook knew her pretty friend just wanted to feel someone caress her beautiful tits. She couldn't blame the other girl. It was such a nice feeling, and one she was aching to feel herself.
"Yeah, sure," Brook replied, trying not to sound like she was making too big a deal out of it. "I mean, who doesn't like boobs, right?"
Cindy snickered briefly, but her cherry fresh nipples were hard and poking outward. Brook could tell her friend was just as eager to feel someone else's hands on her tits as she was.
Silently, the two girls came to the center of the room and stood directly in front of each other. It was clear they were both nervous. Brook could tell from the way Cindy started breathing more deeply, which made her tits rise and fall and only made them look that much more appealing. They both reached for each other's orbs at about the same time, their curious hands caressing and fondling the other girl's tits.
"That feels so good," Cindy said, barely above a whisper.
Brook wasn't entirely sure if her friend meant that having someone else feel her tits felt good, or if it felt good to feel someone else's tits. She figured it was probably a combination, since she was feeling the same way. So far, her father had only felt her tits through her clothes, but it felt a thousand times better on her bare mounds. Her nipples were just as hard and thick as Cindy's now, and they started to toy with each other's firm nubs, rolling and turning them between their fingers.
This made everything feel even better, Brook thought, and she could feel a trickle of hot moisture in her panties. She knew Cindy was feeling it too from the way she was breathing even harder. She wished her pretty, blonde friend would reach into her panties with one hand and finger her aching pussy at the same time. She was thinking about doing that, too, but she didn't dare.
"There's something I really gotta tell you," Brook said, half breathless.
"Okay," her friend said dreamily.
"You can't breathe a word of it to anyone."
Cindy nodded, and while the girls stood in the middle of the room feeling each other's firm boobs, Brook told her everything that had happened with Tom so far, starting with hearing him fuck her mother down in the hot tub under her bedroom window. She admitted to sneaking downstairs and watching them fuck from behind the bush. She even told her everything about going shopping and to the movies, and went into explicit detail about the way she and her father had made each other cum in the theater.
The blonde's expression turned to one of amazement, and her hands grew continually rougher and more aggressive on Brook's tits as she listened to the story. Just telling it had Brook's panties soaking wet, and she was pretty sure Cindy's were too.
"Holy fuck!" the blonde said. "You're so lucky."
Brook just about had her courage up to the point where she was ready to push her hand into Cindy's panties to feel the other girl's pussy, but her father was calling to them from the living room.
"Pizza's here, girls! Come and get it while it's hot!"
"Talk about hot," the blonde giggled. "Daddy has no idea."
They finally let go of each other's boobs, both knowing that if they took much longer, Ray, Cindy's father, would only come upstairs looking for them. They quickly pulled on their tops and got ready to go downstairs, but Cindy paused a second before opening her bedroom door.
"I bet I could get my dad to finger me like yours did," she said with a gleam of excitement in her eyes.
"That's crazy," Brook replied. "He'll never do that if I'm here."
"He would if he thought you were sleeping."
"It wouldn't make you feel weird with me in the room?"
"I think it would be kind of hot, to be honest."
The pair laughed almost hysterically, and Brook promised her friend that she'd play along with whatever she wanted to do.
When they got downstairs, Ray was already relaxing in his big recliner watching TV and eating a slice of pizza. The box was on the coffee table. Brook caught him eyeing them both as they went in and got comfortable on the couch, but his eyes were mostly all over his daughter. The blonde's legs were so smooth and shapely, and her unrestrained tits were nearly bouncing out of her tank top. It was clear as day to Brook that Cindy's dad had a keen appreciation of the girl's ripe qualities.
"What was so funny?" Ray asked. "The two of you were up there laughing your heads off."
"Aww, it was just girl stuff, Dad," Cindy told him coyly, flashing a wink at Brook that he couldn't see.
They ate pizza and watched TV a while. There wasn't as much talking as usual, and Brook paid close attention to the way her friend's father kept checking out their legs and boobs. Cindy kept moving and shifting, obviously flashing her skimpy thong panties at her dad while Brook pretended not to notice anything.
Eventually, Cindy got up from the couch and went to her father's chair, getting onto it with him and snuggling up alongside him. As she molded herself to her father's much larger body, the bottom of her tank rode up to expose her bare hip while her perky tits nearly pushed halfway out of her top. Brook caught Ray taking a good look down the top of his daughter's tank. From his angle he probably saw her nipples.
"It's a good thing your mother's not home," admonished her weakly. "You know she doesn't like you sitting on Dad's lap at your age."
"Well, she's not here, is she? Besides, Brook's getting tired and I thought she'd like to have the whole couch. I didn't think you'd mind, Daddy."
"Of course I don't," he told her. "You'll never be too old to sit in my lap. But, um, you're not exactly in my lap. Technically."
Cindy giggled. "Yeah, I know. I like this even better."
Brook gave a fake yawn and stretched her whole body out along the couch, with her feet pointing toward Ray's chair. She knew the bottom of her shirt rode up to exposed a brief glimpse of her panties, but she liked the way his eyes kept glancing over at her too.
"Thanks, Cyn," Brook said, yawning again. "I'm really pretty tired. I hope I don't snore."
Then Brook flung her arm over her eyes, leaving a convenient gap so she could keep her eye on the father and daughter cuddling in the recliner. She lifted one knee against the couch and pretended to adjust her position, but was only working the bottom of her shirt higher to expose more of her panties. It must have worked because Ray took a longer look than he should have right in the direction of Brook's pussy.
Ray had his arm around Cindy, and not long after it looked like Brook was falling asleep, she could see his hand make a slow move onto his daughter's fully exposed ass cheek. He began rubbing her cheek lightly, and Cindy made a soft mewling sound. She brought her leg up on her father's lap, right over where his cock would be inside his sweatpants. Brook was struggling to keep still and to keep breathing steadily like she was asleep.
"Baby," Ray whispered. "You shouldn't rest your leg there."
"Why, Daddy?"
"Because I won't be responsible for my reaction."
"I like it, though. I can feel it moving already."
"Oh god, Cindy, you're going to make it hard if you don't stop."
They were keeping their voices low as whispers the whole time, but Brook could hear every word, and she was sure Cindy knew this. She was sure Cindy realized she could see everything they were doing, too. Cindy started moving her thigh over her father's cock, and uttered a soft groan.



"I don't wanna stop," the blonde told her dad. "I wanna feel it get hard, Daddy. Besides, the way you keep rubbing my ass is making my pussy wet."
"Oh god."
Ray's hand only started squeezing and groping his daughter's ass even harder. He was moaning softly while Cindy kept rubbing her bare thigh over the front of his sweatpants. Brook could see the large bump forming there as his cock got bigger. Her heart was beginning to race and she didn't know how she was ever going to keep lying still and keep up a convincing pretense of sleeping. At the same time her pussy was throbbing and trickling more and more of her honey into the crotch of her panties.
"Baby," Ray groaned, still working to keep his voice low. "We should stop."
"No, Daddy, please. I don't want to stop."
Her father groaned again. With his one free hand, he began working his sweatpants down, shifting his weight from side to side as he lowered them down past his balls. Brook nearly gasped out loud when she saw his naked cock. It was almost as big as Tom's, and Cindy immediately started rubbing her bare thigh over his shaft while he pushed his other hand further down between the cheeks of her ass. He pulled her thong aside and Brook could tell he was starting to rub his daughter's excited pussy now. Cindy gasped and moaned, working to keep her voice low just like her father was doing.
After spending a long time just massaging her father's cock with her inner thigh, Cindy finally took hold of his rigid cock with her hand. "Oh, baby, god, fuck," the man groaned. And then the girl started stroking his rod up and down. She was holding it straight up, giving Brook a good view of what she was doing.
Ray was uttering muffled groans as his daughter stroked his cock. He was soon pushing his finger up inside the girl's wet pussy, stroking it in and out while she buried her face his chest to keep from crying out. Her hand-pumps up and down his cock became faster and more erratic as she rocked her hips and moaned into his shoulder. Brook knew she was cumming. She'd felt the same thing when her own father made her cum in the theater.
"Oh my god, that felt so amazing," she sighed quietly.
"I love you, baby girl," her father whispered.
"I love you, too, Daddy," she cooed.
"Why don't you wake up Brook and take her back up to your room?"
"Not until I make you feel just as good," she replied.
Then she got up off the chair. Her father set the chair back to the regular sitting position. Cindy got in front of him and sank down on the floor at his feet. She pulled his sweatpants the rest of the way down, leaving his hard cock standing up bare. Ray was looking at his daughter in awe as she leaned between his knees, took his cock back in her hand and started licking all around the big, bulbous head and upper part of his shaft. He sighed deeply with pleasure. Brook's pussy was on fire as she watched Cindy slurp on her father's cock like it was candy. It only made her want her own father's cock even more, remembering how hot and silky it had felt in her hand. If only she could have gotten it in her mouth, too.
"Baby, what if Brook wakes up?" Ray asked with concern.
"She won't, Daddy, I promise. She sleeps like a log."
Then the petite young blonde went back to licking her father's cock up and down, finally taking his shank into her mouth. She sucked him and bobbed her head up and down, stroking her lips up and down his thick rod while he worked to muffle the sound of his pleasurable moans.
Brook didn't know how long Cindy spent bobbing her blonde head up and down her father's fat dick, but it seemed like she kept going at it forever. She couldn't stand it anymore, and finally moved her arm off her face and shoved her hand down inside her panties. She didn't care. What would Cindy's dad say, anyway? It was like he was going to tell her to stop. It wasn't like he was going to tell anyone. So she finally watched them openly, digging her fingers into her wet slit and pumping herself as she watched her best friend suck her dad's cock like the girls in the porn videos they'd watched before.
"Oh my god," Ray groaned when he discovered that Brook was awake and watching everything.
Cindy pulled her mouth off her father's prick, but kept her hand around the base. "It's okay, Daddy," she said. "Brook's been awake the whole time anyway. And I kinda think she's enjoying this, but not as much as me."
"This is so bad," the man groaned.
"Take off your panties and let Daddy see your pussy while I finishing sucking his dick," Cindy giggled.
Ray just looked over at Brook, and she quickly pulled off her panties and held her legs apart so he could watch her rub her slit. Cindy started sucking his cock again, and he spent the whole time moving his head back and forth from one girl to the other.
Brook got so excited she felt her pussy squeeze up tight around her fingers, her climax coming upon her before she knew what was happening. Ray started huffing for air when Brook started to cum, as if her orgasm was putting him over the edge.
"Oh darling, fuck, I'm gonna cum," Ray exclaimed in a strangled cry.
His hips were rocking as he pumped his throbbing cock into his daughter's eagerly sucking mouth. Cindy was whimpering around his cock, and Brook knew perfectly well she was hungrily taking every gooey spurt of her father's cum into her mouth.
Afterward, they all took some time to recover, and Cindy sat back on her father's lap while they spent a long time kissing. Ray's hand was under the girl's top, feeling all over her pertly rounded tits. But he finally broke it apart, reminding the girls they should go back upstairs, that Cindy's mother would soon be home from her second shift job.
"We have a lot to talk about tomorrow, darling," Ray told his daughter before they went back upstairs.
"Promise, Daddy?"
Back up in Cindy's room, the two girls were too excited to get to sleep. All they could do was talk about their budding relationships with their fathers and all the things they hoped would happen soon. But the scene that had just taken place right downstairs in Cindy's living room was the main topic of discussion. The blonde was on Cloud Nine, and Brook was excited for her, but also more eager than ever to feel her own father's loving cock in her mouth. Cindy's dad had looked like he was in a total trance of pleasure and love when she made him cum.
As it happened, it wouldn't be long at all before the girls got their next taste of father/daughter love.
They talked excitedly for what seemed like forever. Cindy must have described the way her father's throbbing hard on had felt in her mouth a dozen times, and Brook was squirming with envy every time. It had been exciting to watch them.
"I'm really glad it didn't make you feel weird with me there," she told Cindy.
"God, no," the perky blonde replied. "That just made it even hotter. Don't ask me why, it just did. And Dad liked it even more, I could tell. When you let him see your pussy it felt like his dick got even bigger."
"I can't believe he was looking straight at my pussy while you were sucking his dick. That made me cum so hard."
"I think my dad really likes your pussy," Cindy teased. "But you better remember his dick belongs to me."
The two girls giggled about it, though they were careful to keep their laughter and voices low because Cindy's mother was home by now and trying to sleep. But before they could say anything else, the door to Cindy's room opened and her father walked in, quietly shutting the door behind. He made a shushing gesture to the girls.
"Shhh, your mother's asleep. Let's be sure not to wake her up."
The girls were both sitting on a sheet covered mat on the floor that Brook slept on whenever she stayed over. They both looked up at Cindy's dad with curious excitement as he stood a moment by the door in a tight pair of boxer briefs and a T shirt. His cock and balls made a prominent bulge in his briefs, and Brook knew immediately from the look in his eyes that he couldn't stop thinking about what happened earlier any more than they could.
"I, um, just wanted to check and make sure you're okay," he said, taking a couple of tentative steps toward the mat.
"Oh, we're way more than okay," Cindy told her father with a quiet giggle.
This made Ray smile, and he sat down on the mat close to his daughter. Cindy immediately scooted closer to him, putting her legs over his lap from the side. Ray adjusted his position and put his arm her. They didn't show the slightest problem with Brook being right there next to them. It was like she was part of their budding relationship.
"I'm glad you're alright, baby," Ray said. "I couldn't stop thinking about you, and I just wanted to make sure."
"Oh Daddy, that's all we've been talking about."
"I guess I'm not surprised," he smiled.
"I hope you came back for more," the young blonde told him.
"Oh, I don't know, baby. Maybe we shouldn't with Brook here."
"It's okay. She doesn't mind."
Ray looked at Brook for confirmation, and all she could bring herself to do was smile back at him. She knew her friend and her father weren't totally satisfied, and she could hardly imagine what she was going to see next.
"Told you," Cindy said as she pulled off her tank top.
Ray couldn't keep his eyes off of his daughter's perky, naked tits.
"Like 'em, Daddy?" the blonde asked.
"They're perfect, baby girl." Then he brought his free hand to the girl's shapely orbs and began fondling them. Her nipples were already erect, and he paid a lot of attention to squeezing and rolling them between his fingers.
In only her thong, Cindy looked practically naked, and she was completely engaged in her father's attention. Brook took off her T shirt and played with her own tits while she watched Ray play with Cindy's. She knew her friend was only going to urge her to do it sooner or later anyway, and besides, she really liked the way Ray kept looking at her while he played with his daughter. She'd never admit to anyone else, except maybe Cindy, but Brook was proud of her tits, even if they weren't as big as her friend's. She liked it when she caught people looking at them, especially her father, of course.
For that matter, Brook had liked it when Ray was staring at her pussy, too, and she lifted her ass off the mat and slipped off her panties. Like Cindy, Brook's pussy was shaved perfectly smooth. She moved so she could lean back against the side of Cindy's bed, and then spread her legs to rub her pussy while she watched Ray kiss her eager friend and fondle her tits.
Cindy just giggled when she caught her father staring at Brook's pussy, and then she slipped her panties off, too.
"You should be naked, too, Dad," Cindy announced.
Ray just smiled and pulled off his T shirt, then slipped off his briefs, letting his hard cock bounce up swollen and proud.
"God, it's so nice," Cindy cooed as she took hold of her father's cock and stroked it. "I wanna suck it again."
"I was hoping you'd say that, baby," Ray replied with a grin. He lay back but kept himself partly propped up on his elbows, keeping his eye on his daughter while she hungrily took his cock into her mouth for the second time that night. At the same time he was watching Brook play with her pussy. The young brunette's slit was every bit as hot and wet as it was downstairs, and she was getting to like having someone watch her play with her slit more and more.
Cindy sucked and licked on her father's aroused cock for a long time, while Ray moaned softly, enjoying every second of his daughter's luxurious love. But he finally pushed her off and told her to lie back on the mat and spread her legs. He started massaging the girl's pussy with his fingers, making her sigh with pleasure while he looked at Brook.
"Now you can see how much your friend likes having her dad eat her pretty little pussy," Ray told the brunette with a devious grin. Then he leaned over and started licking his daughter's hairless slit. Cindy immediately sighed and it looked like she was melting into the mat, except for the way her hips rocked up at her father's mouth. She looked over at Brook with a dazed expression that said her daddy's licking tongue was one of the best things she'd ever felt between her shapely legs.
Brook whimpered softly and slid a pair of fingers into her pussy. She knew she would have to get Tom's tongue between her own legs if it was the second to last thing she did, the last being his cock. The whole time she watched Ray eat her young friend's pussy, Brook kept pumping her fingers in and out of her aching hole and ended up cumming almost every time Cindy did.
"Oh, Daddy, god, Daddy," the delirious blonde cooed over and over again.
Brook could hardly believe her eyes. Ray was eating Cindy's pussy like the sweetest delicacy he'd ever had. He even pushed her legs up open wider, exposing her tiny asshole. When he started licking his daughter's tight rimhole Brook almost felt like she could feel it herself. But finally, Ray lifted his head up and moved further up until his large body was hovering over his daughter's much smaller one. He grabbed his rock-hard dick and pushed the head into Cindy's wet slit. Brook watched in awe as his solid shaft gradually sank deep into her friend's hole, stretching her slippery sex lips and filling her sheath.
Ray reminded Cindy about not waking up her mother as he began rocking his hips, starting to pump his rod in and out of the girl's pussy. Brook couldn't take her eyes off the man's shaft, pumping into Cindy and growing wet and shiny from the juices in her hole.
It was so much different from the times she'd seen Tom fuck her mother in the hot tub. She had a much better view of Ray's shaft as it slicked in and out of his daughter. They were both fighting to keep their moans down low, but it couldn't be easy for them since they both looked like they were feeling the most amazing sensation of their lives. Brook started rubbing her clit along with pumping her fingers in and out of her hole. Seeing her best friend actually taking the hot, hard thrusts of her own father's cock had the pretty brunette cumming more than she thought possible.
"Oh, Daddy, god, fuck me. Your cock feels amazing. I love it so much," Cindy kept moaning over and over.
Ray was gazing in awe at his pretty daughter while he rocked his overheated prick into her body. He was thrusting into her hard enough to make her boobs shake, and he leaned over to suck her hardened nipples as much as he could. But he kept looking over at Brook, too, watching her fingers playing with her hot, smooth pussy while kept fucking his pretty, blonde daughter.
"Touch my balls," he told the sweet brunette in a muffled growl. "Play with my sack while I cum in my baby girl."
The mere suggestion was enough to make the inner walls of Brook's pussy clench around her fingers. She kept her fingers pumping through her climax, but then she looked at Cindy to make sure it was okay with her if she played with her dad's balls. The blonde just smiled at her and moaned. Then Brook moved over beside them and reached between Ray's legs from behind, cupping her hand over the man's cum-laden balls.
Ray groaned loud enough that Brook thought he might wake up Cindy's mother, but he only started fucking the girl harder and deeper. Brook's fingers were soaking wet from her pussy and she rubbed her juices all over Ray's sack. She had to keep moving her hand back and forth in time with his thrusting to keep up her stimulation of his sack. Without even thinking about what she was doing, she mashed the pad of her thumb up against Ray's asshole, rubbing on it while rubbing his balls at the same time.
Ray gasped and his muscles all went stiff as he pumped his cock harder than ever into Cindy's hole. Muffling his groans, he was obviously pumping a huge load of cum deep into his daughter's pussy. Cindy started to cum again, too, rocking her hips against her father's urgent thrusts.
After, Ray leaned down and started kissing Cindy passionately. Brook kept her hand on his balls for a while longer, enjoying the smooth, warm feel of his smooth-shaven sack.
"That was amazing, Daddy," Cindy cooed dreamily.
"You're amazing, baby girl," he told her. "I love you so much."
After a little while longer, Ray finally put his briefs and T shirt back on as he got ready to go back to his own room. He thanked Brook for being such a good girl and such a good friend to Cindy. Then he told Cindy they were going to have a lot to talk about as soon as they could have some time together on their own. Brook had never seen her friend look so happy.
*
The next day in the late morning, Ray drove Brook back home. Both her parents were out, and she went directly to her room to offload her backpack. Then she went into the hallway bathroom and took a long shower. As she lathered her body with gel, she ended up grabbing a razor and freshening up the shave on her legs and pussy.
It was impossible to keep from getting a wet pussy while her hands roamed over her smooth, fresh body as she thought about watching Tom and her mother fuck, and then watching Cindy and her dad.
After her shower, Brook decided to go outside and work on her tan by the pool. With the house all to herself, she put on the new bikini her father had gotten her the other day at the mall. It was the skimpiest one she'd ever had, and it made her pulse go a little faster just to think of wearing it outside even though no one was there to see her. On the other hand, she didn't know where her parents were and they could come back anytime. She couldn't wait to see how her father would like it. Her mother would probably get a smirk on her face and tease her dad about the way his daughter had a massive crush on him.
Putting on the first string bikini she ever had, Brook checked herself out in her bedroom mirror. The bottom let more of her perky ass show than it covered, and the front half covered little more than her mound. The top cupped her shapely boobs nicely, letting a nice amount of side-boob to show. She liked the way it was designed to accentuate the shape of her body instead of really covering very much, but she was already thinking the next one she got would be a thong.
She went down to the pool with a gauzy beach wrap, her phone, ear buds and some tanning lotion. Lying down on a chaise, she thought back on the way her mother had teased her dad about his daughter's crush. Janice didn't seem to mind, and in fact seemed to think it was cute. Based on what she heard the last time she snuck downstairs, Brook figured her mother enjoyed reliving her memories with her own father. Considering everything Janice had confessed to Tom that night, Brook wondered if he might have even told her that her daughter had been there watching them.
The way things had been going the past few days, Brook was feeling impossibly horny, and it felt like it was never going to go away. Not caring if her parents came home suddenly and caught her sunbathing topless, she took off her bikini top and lay back again. It wasn't long before her hand found its way into her bikini bottom to stroke along the moistening lips of her warm pussy.
Janice and Tom stood at their bedroom window looking down at their topless daughter with her hand digging down inside her bikini bottom. They'd only gotten home from lunch a short while before. Since the revelations they'd made to each other a couple of nights ago they'd had a lot to talk about. The night Brook had spent over at Cindy's had been planned for a week, and it had given Tom and Janice plenty of privacy to talk things over, including how Brook had been watching everything they did the night after Tom and Brook had gone out together.
When they discovered Brook lounging by the pool, they decided to change into their bathing suits and go join her, letting her know she wasn't alone in the house anymore. In fact, the couple were planning to let their daughter knowing everything, including her mother's long-standing relationship with her own father. But when Janice spotted the girl taking off her top and starting to finger her pussy, she called her new husband to the window immediately.



"Oh my god," Tom said, nearly groaning.
His wife snickered briefly. She'd already undressed as far as her panties, while Tom was down to his briefs. Janice smiled at the look on his face, knowing he was gazing down hungrily at a younger version of herself. She reached for the bulge in his briefs and caressed it with her hand, feeling it quickly grow under her touch.
"I'd bet anything she's thinking about her daddy," Janice said as she pushed her husband's briefs down to reveal his fully aroused cock. Then she curled her hand around his shaft and started stroking him. "Our daughter really takes after Mom," she added proudly.
Tom couldn't help heaving a sigh of pleasure. Between his wife's graceful stroking of his cock and the sight of their topless eighteen-year-old daughter fingering her pussy by the pool, he was quickly growing intensely aroused. It seemed like that was rapidly becoming a regular condition since marrying Janice.
"Do you think about your father when you call me Daddy?" he asked, pretty sure he already knew the answer.
"Would it be bad if I said yes?"
Tom sighed with pleasure again. No one he'd ever known could stroke his hard cock so sensually as Janice, with the possible of exception of Brook. It was almost as if the innate skill had been passed on from mother to daughter.
"No," he finally admitted. "If I thought you were thinking of anyone else it would probably bother me, but under the circumstances, I have to admit I actually like it."
Janice smiled. It made her look even more like Brook when she did. "Were you thinking about her last night when you filled me up with cum?"
Tom knew his smile was probably giving him away so he just admitted it. His wife giggled softly. "That's hot, Daddy," she cooed. Then she turned back to look at their daughter down by the pool. Even though the girl still had her bikini bottom on, it was easy to tell from her hand motion that she had at least one finger going deeply into her young pussy. "Just look at our beautiful daughter," she went on. "So hot and beautiful. She's ready for you, baby. She's so ripe and ready for her amazing dad."
"Are you saying what I think?" Janice had Tom's cock throbbing in her hand, and precum dribbled out of the head as he thought of what she was offering him.
"Yes, baby, I'm saying you should take it all to the next level and fuck our pretty baby girl."
"Fuck," Tom muttered.
"And I think you should go to her now, baby. Just look at her. She needs it. Trust me, I know."
"Now? So you can watch?"
Janice grinned wickedly. "Well, she's been spying on us, don't you think it's only fair?"
Tom's prick pulsed wildly as his wife stroked it, actually urging him to go downstairs and fuck their obviously aroused teenaged daughter.
"Let me just get on a pair of swim trunks," he said.
"No, you don't need them. Just go out naked. Let her see her daddy come to her with that big, beautiful cock swaggering naked and free. It'll be a moment she'll remember the rest of her life."
Tom was already imagining the moment in his mind, and knowing how eager Brook had been for more, he knew the girl was going to be happy knowing their time had finally come. Once Janice finally let go of his cock, he left the room and went downstairs, then outside through the back of his house. His painfully hard cock bobbed and swaggered wildly with every step. As he stepped out on the patio, he slowly walked toward the chaise where his daughter was lost in the pleasure of her busy fingers.
The girl looked delicious in every way. Her eyes were closed tightly as she whimpered, her young body arching as she pleasured herself, causing her pert tits to quiver enticingly. When Tom was standing within a couple feet of her he called her name softly. Brook gasped in surprise and opened her eyes. She seemed disoriented for a moment as she seemed to be trying to decide if her naked, aroused father was really standing there over her or if she was imaging it.
Tom's cock was pulsing harder than ever as he watched his surprised daughter gazing up and down his naked body. He took a seat on the side of her lounge chair and ran his hand up the inside of her leg, all the way to the edge of her bikini where her hand was still on her pussy. Her hand stopped moving when she opened her eyes to discover her naked father standing there, and now Tom slipped his hand under the skimpy bottom and ran his fingers over the girl's syrupy wet slit. Brook pulled her hand away and let her father take over fingering her. With his free hand, he took his daughter by the wrist and guided her hand to his cock. She readily curled her small fist around his solid shaft and started stroking him.
"Oh Daddy," she sighed. "I haven't been able to think about anything but you."
Tom moaned with pleasure and cast a furtive glance up toward the bedroom window where he knew his wife watching their daughter stroke his cock.
"I've been thinking about you, too, baby girl. More than you know. Can you tell how much your daddy wants you, baby?"
Brook giggled and then purred happily. "I was afraid you might be avoiding me," she pouted.
"No, baby, there were just some things your dad needed to deal with, that's all."
"You told Mom about everything, didn't you?"
The man nodded.
"Well I guess she doesn't mind, then."
"No," he said. "In fact she's planning to have a talk with you about things herself."
Brook seemed curious about that, but her attention was much more centered on her father's cock as she stroked it. Tom pulled his hand out from under her bikini and pulled the skimpy item down her legs, leaving her just as naked as he was. She instantly spread her legs wide, giving her father all the room he wanted to feel and stroke her smooth, wet pussy. She kept stroking his cock as steady as she could while her finger's fingers worked on her hole and clit. The girl was so wet her juices were seeping all over her father's fingers along with her upper thighs. And when he pushed a finger inside her, curling and stroking her sweet spot, she ground her hips at his hand and moaned deeply.
Tom took another glance up at the window where he knew the girl's mother would be watching from. Knowing Janice was there, most likely with her own fingers working skillfully at her pussy, only made his cock pulsate even harder. He leaned over and started kissing the pretty teenager while he stroked his finger in and out of her quivering, wet hole. She felt so tight around his finger he couldn't even imagine how tight she was going to feel around his cock.
They spent a long time kissing deeply. When they finally pulled apart, Brook told her father she wanted to switch places. "There's something I'm dying to do for you, Dad," she said deviously.
Tom figured he knew what his daughter had in mind, and he quickly took her place on the chaise, setting his feet on the patio tiles on either side. Now his cock stood up thick and hard with his heavy ballsac dangling beneath. Brook had a look of hungry excitement in her eyes as she sat down at the very end of the chaise and leaned toward her father's cock. She took hold of the base of his shaft and then began licking all around the top end.
The girl's father sighed deeply with pleasure, barely believing his own eyes. This was the last thing he expected to develop when he got reunited with Janice and rekindled their relationship. The mere discovery that he had a sweet, bright, beautiful, eighteen-year-old daughter was enough to make his mind spin, but to see the girl making passionate love to his cock with her mouth and hand was beyond anything he could ever imagine.
And then, watching the girl eagerly close her supple lips over his blunt knob and take him into her mouth made him groan loudly. If not exactly as skilled as her mother, Brook took her father to another level of pleasure using her hand and mouth together, bobbing up and down his pulsing prick. His moans of pleasure only grew deeper and louder, and he soon had his hands in his daughter's pretty hair, following the movement of her head as it bobbed up and down on him.
She caressed his balls with her free hand and kept sucking his cock until he was in danger of exploding in her mouth. That's when he pushed her off, wanting to save his cum for her pussy. He adjusted the chaise so it was completely flat like a bed. Then he moved aside so she could lie back and put her feet down on the tiles on either side. Her smooth, young pussy was now completely open and exposed and her father's cock was throbbing at the sight.
Tom caught Brook gazing expectantly at his cock. He gave himself a few strokes as she watched. Then he caught sight of Janice watching them, only half hidden by the shrub where Brook had spied on them so many times before. She was as naked as their daughter, with one hand working between her legs and the other massaging her bare tits. Tom exchanged a knowing look with his wife while Brook's eyes were still glued to the motion of his hand on his imposing rod. From the end of the chaise, he leaned over toward the girl's hot, dripping pussy and started licking her slit.
"Oh, oh, Daddy!" she gasped, her hips immediately responding to the pleasure of her father's mouth.
With his hands pushing harder against the girl's open thighs, opening her as far as she could spread, Tom lapped and suckled at her honey-coated sex lips with hot, loving hunger. Brook's body could barely seem to keep still while her moans and gasps grew steadily louder and deeper. Tom rubbed her hardened clit with the pad of his thumb while his tongue slashed over her pussy lips and probed into her creamy, young hole. Her body stiffened and she lifted up her feet as she brought her widely spread knees higher. The motion brought her tightly gathered asshole into her father's plain view. The bud was slick and wet from her dripping juices, and Tom didn't think twice about angling lower to lap up the sweet nectar coating it.
"Daddy," the girl's voice was a hoarse stage whisper. "Ohhhhh fuck."
Tom lapped and probed his daughter's asshole with his tongue for as long as he could take the overheated throbbing in his cock. Her body was so responsive to everything that the pulsing need in his shaft started to grow overwhelming. He was working her clit and hole with his fingers while teasing her starbud with his tongue, but he finally began kissing his way up the girl's beautifully naked body until he found himself cupping her firm, young tits in his hands and moving back and forth from one to the other to suck on her swollen nipples. At the same time, the head of his thick cock was nudging up to her wet slit.
Tom finally moved from his daughter's tits to her supple, young mouth, kissing her deeply, their tongues swirling eagerly within their joined lips. At the same time. He was about to push his aching cock into the girl's pussy when he discovered Janice had come out from her hiding spot and knelt down beside them.
"I couldn't just stay at a distance and only watch," she told them.
Brook was staring at her mother half dazed. Janice reached between their bodies and spread her daughter's slit further apart with one hand while she took hold of Tom's cock with the other. She rubbed the head of her husband's cock teasingly over her daughter's hard, knotted clit. Brook sighed with pleasure, a dreamy look on her pretty face.
"Baby," Janice told the girl, "I hope you don't mind, but this is a special moment for all of us and I just wanted to share in it. You have no idea what it does to me to see you like this with your father and I hope you love every delicious thrust of his beautiful cock. And later on, I'll tell you all about the first time your grandfather fucked me when I was just your age."
"Oh, Mom, oh god, stop teasing," the girl sighed, but she was arching her pussy at her father's pulsing prick as Janice continued gripping the solid shaft in her hand.
Janice smiled at her daughter, then at her husband, and then she pushed the head of Tom's cock into the girl's waiting hole. Tom shoved in with a low, deep groan, his thick shaft gradually sinking all the way inside her velvety sheath.
While Tom started to pump his rod in and out of Brook's writhing body, Janice continued massaging the girl's clit with her fingers. The simultaneous stimulation of her clit and hole had Brook whimpering while her body never stopped moving and responding. Tom fucked her with increasingly hard, forceful thrusts while Janice's fingers never relented in their skillful massage.
Tom kissed his daughter, then kissed his wife, going back and forth until Brook's body was rocking with a series of hot orgasms. The clenching grip of the girl's incredibly tight pussy became more than he could withstand, and when Janice teased his asshole with a fingertip of her other hand, he exploded into his daughter's pussy with a dizzy gush of spurting cum.
Janice pulled her hand from between their bodies and sucked her fingers clean of the tangy mixture of Tom's cum and Brook's fuck honey. After, they all got up and went to soak together in the hot tub, Tom sitting in the middle with his arms around his loving wife and daughter. Brook snuggled up to her father possessively while her mother smiled with understanding.
Brook listened attentively as her mother told them in detail about the way her relationship with her own father had blossomed into a years' long love affair. Tom listened as attentively as their daughter. Brook asked her mother if she'd felt jealous seeing her husband fuck someone else.
"I would if it were anyone else, sweetheart," Janice explained. "But not you. And now I guess you know why I feel that way."
After a little more talking, everyone was fully aware of everything that happened over the past several days. Brook even told her parents about watching Cindy getting fucked by her own father only the night before. This brought on a lot of questions from both her parents, who thought they should invite Cindy and her father over to socialize around the pool and tub.
After the force of his climax in Brook's lusciously tight pussy, Tom would have thought it would be hours before recovering enough to get hard again. But his daughter's vivid description of Cindy and her father, Ray, soon had him tingling with interest. Brook had also been fondling her father's cock under the water, and with Janice's hand joining her daughter's, Tom's cock was soon standing hard and thick as before.
Brook got on her father's lap, straddling him as they faced each other. Once again, the girl's mother did the honors of putting Tom's excited cock into his daughter's pussy, and she began riding him while Janice carefully slid a finger into the girl's ass.
"Oh god," the girl cried with pleasure. "I love you so much, Dad. I love you, too, Mom."
And while she took her father's swollen prick inside her body for the second time that day, her parents hugged her tightly, her father from the front and her mother from behind. Tom never imagined anything this amazing could really happen, but it was. It was every bit as real as that second load of cum spurting into his beautiful daughter's fuck hole.
THE END
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*All characters are eighteen or above.*
Tonya was sitting at the dining table with books and notebooks spread out in front of her, studying. She was in her second year at a local community college and was working on making good grades so she could transfer to a really good four-year college. Her last exams for the year were coming up the next day, and she was pouring over every subject, determined to do well so she could get into her first choice college. She had a pair of earbuds in, listening to music as she worked. She was wearing a cropped, spaghetti strap tank top without a bra, and the shape of her nipples was clearly defined in the thin, grey material. Her long, dark brown hair was loose, and she was keeping her head lowered toward her books while her father, Larry, sat across from her with paperwork of his own spread in front of him. But Larry was paying more attention to his busty, twenty-year-old daughter than the work he was trying to catch up on.
Tonya had always been a pretty girl, and was also bright and dedicated to her studies. She’d also become much more of a daddy’s girl since her mother left them a couple of years ago. Larry loved his daughter more than anyone, and it wasn’t long after his ex left that he realized he was much happier with just the two of them in the house together. But now, with a beautifully shaped pair of D cup tits and a body that was curvy yet without being especially thick, Tonya was making him think he should have spent more time pursuing new relationships rather than devoting his whole life to her.
It wasn’t right to be looking at her the way he was, gazing at the way her lush tits wobbled and mashed together within her revealing top. Going without a bra was something she only did at home. In fact, the top she was wearing now was one her father had never seen her leave the house in. She was much more relaxed at home, and a couple of times he’d overheard her tell her friend, Rachel, that she hated the way guys her age acted around her, especially if she happened to be wearing anything that showed off her tits. It was practically impossible to find clothing to downplay her natural attributes.
He knew it couldn’t be easy for her being so much curvier than any of her friends, and most of her friends’ mothers, for that matter.
Larry found himself staring when she leaned forward a little more and ended up pressing her full melons against the table, mashing them onto the surface and causing her flesh to billow up over the low- cut top. His throat went dry and his cock started to buzz with warm tingling as he looked at his daughter’s remarkable orbs and thought about touching them.
Her skin looked so smooth and her ripe mounds so shapely and impossibly firm, especially considering their size. Not that it was anything the girl’s father should have been paying attention to, but if anyone had ever asked him where were the most amazingly luscious tits he’d ever seen, the answer would be right there at home with his only daughter. But that was a question he’d never answer. It seemed impossible to admit even to himself, yet now he couldn’t resist imagining cupping them in his hands, squeezing and massaging them until her nipples were swollen and stiff. Then he imagined sucking each of those precious nubs into his mouth and hearing his baby girl’s sighs of passion and pleasure.
Before he knew it was happening, Larry’s cock was aching and hard as an iron rod pushing against the confines of his pants. A glance at Tonya’s pretty face confirmed that her attention was on her books and papers. He snuck his hand under the table and gave his rigid shaft a few squeezes. It was a crazy thing to do, but he couldn’t control the enormous wave of love and desire he felt for his precious daughter. She was just too sweet and had too smooth and sensuous a body to ignore, even for her own father.
Larry started to think he should just slip away to the bathroom and stroke out a load, but it seemed like such an outrageous idea. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d ever masturbated to fantasies of his daughter, but he’d never done it while she was right there in the house. Yet he’d never had such a stunning view of her succulent tits before, either. It wasn’t as if she never wore revealing outfits around the house, but they were right there in front of him now, mashing into the tabletop and nearly popping out the top of her tank.
Even though Tonya had her face buried in her studies, Larry didn’t know how she could not be aware of the way her tits were on display. Maybe she thought he was as focused on his work as she was on hers. But he wasn’t. That just seemed impossible. The girl’s full, round globes were barely more than half covered and looming in front of him just beyond arm’s reach. Larry squeezed his cock under the table again. He was hard as a rock now, and it was forming an unmistakable bulge against his pants. His secretive squeezing was only making it worse.
After a few more minutes of indecision, which also bought a few more minutes of staring longingly at his daughter’s fabulous tits and sneaking feels of his cock under the table, Larry finally decided to go jerk off. Then he might be able to concentrate on his documents. He got up and made a fast turn toward the downstairs hallway bathroom before Tonya had a chance to catch sight of the rigid bulge in the front of his pants. With any luck, the sound in her earbuds would keep her from noticing he was even gone.
Larry quietly shut himself into the bathroom and locked the door. It came as a massive relief to unzip his pants and pull his painfully swollen cock out. Standing in front of the sink, he pushed his pants and briefs down past his balls and took his rod into his fist with a muted sigh of relief. It was hard to believe he was actually stroking his hard dick with his daughter right in the other room. He forced himself to muffle his moans, since otherwise Tonya would easily hear him if she took her earbuds out.
It felt so wrong to be stroking his fat, hard cock to his own daughter while she was no more than a few paces away, but at the same time it was making his cock throb even harder. He felt his whole body tingle with pleasure as he quietly stroked his aroused shaft and thought of Tonya just as she looked now, sitting at the dining table with her big, beautiful tits mashed against the table. Larry couldn’t imagine anything more perfect or smooth. He wondered if they felt as silky and firm as they looked and imagined having them in his hands, her nipples swelling to hardness as he played with them.
Opening his eyes for a moment, Larry noticed the bottle of scented skin lotion Tonya liked. He took a moment to squirt some onto his hand and started stroking his cock again. Now his fist was gliding slick and free along his aching rod. His cock swelled even fuller at the idea that the same lotion his baby girl rubbed on her flawless skin was now lubing his eager strokes. He imagined her rubbing the lotion over her ripe, young body after a bath, paying special attention to her glorious tits, smearing them with cream until her pink nipples were thick and hard.
Larry’s cock was almost painfully hard now, and the scent of his daughter’s lotion rose to his head and inspired him to even more vivid visions of the girl’s sweet body. He’d seen his daughter in a bikini enough times to have a very good idea of what she looked like naked, but he was dying to see the final details with his own eyes -- her thick nipples and pouty pussy. With these images of her in his mind coupled with the scent of her lotion, it was the most realistic fantasy he’d had of her yet. He could see her sitting in front of him now, sensuously rubbing that cream over her fully exposed melons, teasingly toying with her swollen nipples as she looked up at him with smoldering eyes pleading for daddy’s love.
Larry started to gasp for breath as his cock throbbed with pulsing heat. His fist gripped hard and pumped fast, jacking the whole length of his shaft with long strokes. He finally grunted, feeling his knees wobble while cum burst from the head of his rod and spattered the sink.
After taking a minute to catch his breath, he rinsed his cum down the drain and cleaned up his cock with a wet face cloth. He pulled his pants and briefs back up and zipped, then was back in the dining room a moment later with his mind feeling clearer and able to focus on his work instead of his teenaged daughter’s distracting tits.
But when Larry sat back down at the table, Tonya looked up from her work and took out her earbuds. Then she raised her arms and arched her back as she took a long stretch, pushing her braless boobs against her scant top, stretching the thin material across her rigid nipples. The relief Larry thought he had after his secret session in the bathroom was all but forgotten as he watched Tonya move. When she came out of her stretch she returned her father’s attentive gaze.
“Where’d you go?” she asked. “I looked up and you were gone.”
“Just to the bathroom,” he explained vaguely.
“Really?” She seemed skeptical.
“Yeah, why?”
“Just that you were gone kind of a long time.”
“Well, you were so focused on your work I didn’t think you’d notice.”
“Of course I noticed,” she protested.
“Miss me?” her father teased with a smile.
“Terribly,” she smiled back.
“Well a guy has to go to the bathroom sometimes,” Larry chuckled.
“Hmm, sure.”
The look on Tonya’s face, along with her tone of voice, made Larry wonder if she suspected what he’d been doing. She was right about how long he’d left the table, but he decided that was only paranoia from the guilt of his little indiscretion.
“How’s the work going?” he asked, trying to deflect.
“Okay, except I think I’m starting to see double.”
“Yeah, me too,” he replied, forcing himself not to look at the girl’s distracting tits. “Maybe we should take a break and get out of here for a while.”
“I’d love that, Dad, but my last two exams are tomorrow. I really gotta keep going.”
Tonya looked exasperated. Larry had never had to put pressure on her to study since she’d always put more than enough pressure on herself. If anything, the girl’s father had to teach her the value of taking breaks and rebooting her state of mind.
“Aren’t you the one who just said you’re about to go cross-eyed?”
His daughter smirked, admitting he was right.
“Besides,” Larry went on, “when was the last time you went on an actual date? And I don’t mean you going out to the movies with Rachel and her brother.”
“Pffff. Maybe when I meet a guy I can stand spending more than thirty seconds with.”
“Hmm,” Larry frowned. “You spend more than thirty seconds with me.”
“That’s different. You’re my dad.”
“Yes, but I’m still a guy.”
“Mmm, don’t remind me.”
“Excuse me?” he said, looking at his daughter with wide-eyed surprise.
“Nothing. Forget it. Let’s just say if you weren’t my dad....” She let the idea drop in the middle with just a mysterious smile.
Larry stared back at her, knowing how foolish he probably looked. Tonya giggled and nervously broke eye contact.
“Well I am your dad,” he finally said, “and as the supreme authority in this house I say it’s perfectly okay to go out with me and take a break.”
“Yes, sir, since you put it that way.”
She still wouldn’t look her father in the eye, but the coy smile was still playing on her succulent lips.
“Alright, then. What do say? Dinner? A movie? Dinner and a movie?”
“How about we get something to eat and see how we feel after?”
“Sounds like a plan.”
“Okay, but do you mind just going someplace we can eat in the car? I really don’t feel like changing.”
“Anything you want,” Larry smiled, trying to hide his pleasure that Tonya was going out with him in the outfit she had on.
Leaving their work on the table, they went out to the car. Tonya was wearing charcoal grey volleyball shorts, and her father couldn’t detect any sign she was wearing panties under them. As much as he enjoyed the view of her swaying ass while she walked ahead of him, he was afraid the relief he’d given himself in the bathroom wouldn’t last much longer.
They set out for Tonya’s favorite burger place where they ordered from the drive-up window. Once they ordered, Larry backed into a parking space and left the AC running while they dug their food out of the bag.
With cool air blowing, the girl’s nipples were soon forming hard little knots in the well stretched fabric of her top, and her father was growing more and more distracted by them. She had a couple of napkins spread across her lap with her burger and fries perched on it, her round, supple thighs were thankfully less distracting this way. But that didn’t stop him from thinking about the camel toe that showed in her shorts as they were driving over.
“I know I’ve told you this before,” he said, “but I’m really proud of the way you work so hard. You’re gonna be able to pick and choose wherever you want to go.”
He’d told her this countless times before, along with telling her she was beautiful, or smart, or the sweetest girl he’d ever known, but he needed to latch onto any topic he could to keep his mind off all the things about her that made his cock hard.
“I know, Dad, but it really means a lot, and I never get tired of hearing you say it. And you know,” she paused, “you make all my friends jealous. Their dads just don’t talk to them the same way. And Rachel says you talk like you’re in love with me.”
Larry laughed, but he felt his face flush with heat. “Does she, now?”
“Dad! You’re blushing!” Tonya exclaimed, her eyes and jaw both open wide.
He got flustered a moment or two, but then just laughed again like he was laughing it off as ridiculous.
“Well, of course I’m in love with you,” he rationalized. “What father isn’t in love with his special girl?”
“That’s not what she meant, Dad. And I don’t think that’s what made you blush.”
“Oh that was just...just...just forget about that.”
“Yeah, sure, if you say so.” She seemed a little deflated. “What if I’m in love with you?” she added. “Am I supposed to forget that, too?”
Larry felt himself flush again. He couldn’t help thinking back to her ‘if you weren’t my father’ comment earlier. The statement she’d left hanging. Now, he couldn’t help thinking the same thing: if she weren’t his daughter he’d pull those luscious tits out of her top and nuzzle them for hours. He didn’t know what to say and dove back into his food, hoping the subject would change on its own. Tonya ate some more, too, but then she broke the awkward silence.
“Do you really want me to go away for my last two years of college?” she asked point blank.
The question caught her father by surprise. “I just want you to go wherever you want the most,” he replied.
“Yeah, but you keep pushing all these places on me that are really far away. We wouldn’t be able to see each other except on holidays. It’s like you want me out of the house. I mean, you haven’t had a real girlfriend since Mom left.”
“I’ve dated,” Larry countered weakly.
“Yeah, right. Like three times, all with different girls. You haven’t second-dated anyone.”
“They just weren’t very much fun. You’re much better company, so why do I need anyone else?”
“Yeah, but you’re not getting any sex, Dad.”
Larry’s cock tingled in his pants at his scantily clad daughter’s mention of sex. At the same time it wasn’t supposed to be a topic they should discuss.
“That’s not anything you need to be concerned about,” he retorted nervously.
“Oh please, Dad. I’m twenty. It’s not like I don’t get it.”
“Okay, fine. I understand that. It’s just that you don’t have to make your father’s sex life any of your business.”
“Why not?”
“Because I’m your father.”
“That’s the dumbest reason I ever heard.”
“Yeah, maybe. But I didn’t make up the rules.”
“Stupid rules. I mean, if two people are really into each other as much as we are, then why shouldn’t they have what they want?”
Larry looked at his daughter in surprise. He knew it was true, but neither of them had ever come close to saying it before. If he were being honest with himself, he’d trade every woman he’d ever known in his life for his daughter, but thinking it and doing anything about it were totally different things.
“That’s dangerous talk,” he told her.
“Tell me it’s not true,” she countered, matching his quietly serious tone.
He couldn’t, so he went quiet instead and they both spent the next few minutes slowly eating the rest of their food. After, Tonya picked the bag up off the floor of the car and they tossed their wrappers into it.
“I’ll go throw it in the can,” she said.
Then she got out of the car and walked around the front, taking slow, deliberate steps and swaying her hips. Larry couldn’t help following the voluptuous teen with his eyes as she carried their trash to the receptacle. Suddenly the bag dropped from her hand before she had a chance to toss it in the bin. Very slowly, she bent over to pick it up, keeping her feet close together. The movement brought the shape of her pussy into striking relief in her tightly stretched shorts, which stretched further up over the perfectly rounded cheeks of her ass.
Larry groaned out loud, slipping his hand between his legs and giving his rapidly growing cock a squeeze. He realized she’d dropped the bag on purpose just to tease him, and now he was equally sure she’d been squashing her tits into the table on purpose too. Tonya took her sweet time and gave her father a magnificent view of her sumptuous young ass. His cock was pulsing with heat as he groped himself and let his eyes follow the shapely lines of her legs from her ass to her ankles and back again.
She finally picked up the bag and tossed it into the garbage bin, then turned and walked the same path back in front of the car to the passenger’s side. She barely looked his way the whole time, but as she got back in the car she leaned in and paused a moment, letting her heavy tits dangle in her low cut tank before sliding into her seat.
Larry could hardly believe his eyes. It was totally out of Tonya’s character to even leave the house in an outfit like the one she was wearing, let alone get out of the car in a public parking lot where anyone could see her bending over. Even though she had the looks and body for it, she’d never been a flashy type of girl, except in the comfort of her own home.
Pulling out of the parking lot, Larry’s mind was spinning as he started driving back to the house. It was quiet in the car most of the way, and he had only one thing he could think of to say to his daughter: “You have to be careful what you say, Tonya. Some things can’t be unsaid.”
“Good. Because there’s nothing I want to take back,” she replied simply.
This gave Larry even more to think about as he drove home. It seemed like they’d already crossed a line just by having the conversation. Maybe they could just forget about it and let things go back the way they were. But Larry knew this wouldn’t happen. There was no way he’d be able to look at or think of his daughter in any other way now. Besides, he couldn’t lie to himself. He’d already been thinking of her as a hot, sexual being for some time already. Sneaking off to the bathroom to jerk off to her while she sat studying at the table wasn’t exactly innocent behavior. There was also the fact that Tonya had always been a determined girl, and she wasn’t about to just forget about her own feelings.
It was already dark outside when they got back to the house, and Larry followed his daughter inside, watching her sway her shapely ass as she walked in ahead of him.
They went back to the table where all their work was still spread out and sat down again. This time, Tonya didn’t bother putting in her earbuds, but she leaned her full tits against the table all over again while she turned her attention to the books and papers in front of her. Larry didn’t even bother trying to focus on anything but his daughter’s rich, creamy globes. His cock was already fully aroused again and he started to think about going back to the bathroom for another stroke. But for the moment, he stayed where he was to enjoy the view while he slipped his hands between his legs under the table and rubbed his cock through his pants.



“Ugh, I can’t even concentrate anymore,” Tonya muttered in frustration as she dropped her pencil and leaned back in her chair.
“Neither can I,” her father said.
“Yeah, I can tell.” There was a subtle smirk on her pretty face.
Larry’s hand was still on his cock under the table. Hopefully, Tonya couldn’t tell what he was doing, even though part of him really wanted her to know. But then his daughter took a deep breath that pushed her ripe boobs out just before proving she knew more about what he was feeling than he suspected.
“Dad, I know you’re touching it.”
Instead of yanking his hand away from his crotch, Larry just kept rubbing his pulsing rod. Tonya already knew, so what was the point of pretending?
“Baby, you’ve been driving me crazy all day and you know it.”
Tonya smiled with satisfaction. “I’m glad. I’d be worried if I weren’t. And I know you were touching yourself earlier when you went in the bathroom for so long.”
“Yes, baby, that’s true,” he confessed, feeling relieved that she knew.
“Mmmm, good. But I really need to know something, Dad.”
“Okay.”
“Did you cum?”
Larry was surprised by the question, but also turned on. “Yes, baby. I did. I couldn’t help it. And just so you know, I even used your lotion because the smell made me think of you even more.”
Tonya smiled like her father had just handed her the keys to a new car. When he saw how pleased his curvy daughter was that he’d actually made himself cum while thinking about her, Larry’s cock started pulsing wildly in his pants. He couldn’t deny wanting Tonya more than he’d ever wanted any other girl in his life. He wondered if she knew she was the real reason he never went on a second date since breaking up with her mother.
“I’m really glad you did, Dad,” the girl practically purred. “I just wish I could’ve seen you do it. I was thinking about it the whole time you were in there.”
Larry’s pulse rate hammered at his daughter’s confession. He couldn’t even describe how much he wanted his baby girl to see how hard she always made him. She already knew more than he ever meant her to know, and after the way they’d been talking it didn’t seem so bad to let her see what she’d already been imagining. It was wrong, but if there was no touching how bad could it really be?
Larry stood up, not bothering to hide the enormous bulge in the front of his pants, and dragged his chair a few feet to the side of the table so Tonya could see what she wanted.
“Is this what you wanted to see, baby girl?” he asked as he unzipped his pants, opening them and exposing his achingly aroused cock.
Tonya’s eyes went wide with excitement as Larry pushed his pants toward his knees and wrapped his hand around the thick shank of his pole.
“Oh fuck, Dad. Yesssss.”
He smiled and sat back down on the chair, slowly beginning to stroke his swollen rod while his daughter stared at the up and down motion of his hand. He spent a little while just stroking his shaft and watching Tonya’s face.
“I want to see you, too,” he finally said. “Don’t make Daddy jerk off alone, baby.”
Barely taking her eyes off her father’s cock, Tonya got up and pulled her chair away from the table, too, setting it just a few feet directly in front of his. Then she sat down without pushing her shorts off. The bold confidence she had earlier was obviously faltering despite the dark circle of wetness in the snug crotch of her shorts. Her father couldn’t help heaving a deep sigh as she tentatively slipped a hand between her shapely thighs and rubbed her pussy through the wet spot in the fabric. The girl’s hips rocked ever so slightly as she ground her fingers into her mound.
“That’s so beautiful, baby,” her father said. “Why don’t you just push those shorts off and show Dad that sweet pussy?”
“Oh god, Dad. This is so different really doing it than when I was just talking to Rachel about it.”
Larry couldn’t believe his daughter had actually talked about this to her pretty, blonde best friend. He was dying to know exactly what and how much they talked about, but at the same time he realized Tonya had let that part slip by accident, and he didn’t want to break the mood of the moment by asking her to explain.
“I understand, baby,” he said. “I really do. Is it too much? Do you want to stop?”
Tonya seemed to think a moment, but then she just lifted her ass off the chair and pushed her booty shorts all the way off. When she sat back up, she opened her legs and revealed her perfectly smooth-shaven pussy to her father. Larry’s pulse started to feel erratic as he admired his twenty year old daughter’s bare, fully exposed slit. The girl’s wet, aroused pussy lips made her father think of pink flowers covered with morning dew. It was impossible not to imagine how sweet and tangy her young pussy had to taste, or how tightly it would grip his throbbing cock as he plunged it deep inside her. He knew he could never really take that step with his own daughter, but the sight of her fingers playing with that silken, wet treasure had him aching and throbbing to the bone.
“That’s so beautiful,” he told her, his gaze trained on her slit. “I knew you would be, but I never imagined your pussy would be so perfect.”
“Oh, Dad, god, I really wanted you to like it,” the girl cooed, rolling the tip of one finger over the swollen bud of her clit.
“I love it, baby girl. I promise.”
Larry didn’t just love his daughter’s pussy, he was in love with it. He was completely entranced, to the point where his cock was pulsating as he stroked it, and oozing heavy dribbles of precum that ran down his shaft and over his fist.
“Why don’t you take off that top and let Dad see those amazing tits, too, baby? You’ve been driving me crazy with them all day.”
Tonya giggled. “I guess it worked,” she said.
“What do you think, you naughty little cockteaser?” her father asked, briefly wagging his impossibly hard cock at her.
Tonya just giggled again and then sat upright to pull her tank top over her head and toss it on the table. Her spellbinding tits wobbled free, rounder and heavier looking than Larry had ever imagined.
“You like ‘em, Dad?” she asked with an eager smile.
“They’re more amazing than I ever dreamed, baby,” he told her sincerely.
He loved seeing the look of satisfied happiness on her face. Then he watched her closely while she opened her thighs even wider than before and bunched her heaving tits between her arms as she stretched them down to start rubbing her naked pussy again. For that matter, the girl was completely naked now, and Larry could hardly believe the succulent young vixen in front of him was actually his own daughter. For that matter, no woman had ever openly played with her pussy for him before.
Before long, Tonya pushed two of her fingers into her hole, slipping them in and out while she rubbed her clit with the other hand. The wet slicking noise of her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy had Larry soaring closer and closer to the edge while his fist pumped harder and faster on his shaft.
“Oh god, Daddy, are you gonna cum for me?” the girl whimpered between gasps.
“Oh yes, baby, Daddy’s gonna cum really fuckin’ hard for you,” he groaned. “Be a good girl and slap that pussy for me, sweetheart. Slap it for Daddy. Do it, baby girl. Do it, do it, do it!”
Every time he told her to do it, Tonya pulled up her hand and smacked her open pussy with a wet slapping sound. She smacked her slit harder than her father expected. He was amazed at the force she used to spank her own clit, and she couldn’t seem to control the way her pussy slaps were driving her closer to her own explosion.
“Oh, Daddy, Daddy, of fuck, I’m cumming,” the girl whimpered breathlessly.
Tonya gave her pussy a few more slaps and then jammed her fingers back in her hole to fingerfuck herself over the crest of her peak. Larry was stunned. He’d never talked to a girl that way before, not even his wife, and he was amazed at how his daughter seemed ready to do whatever he wanted to please him. It was even better knowing it was just as pleasing to her.
“Good girl, baby,” Larry groaned deeply. “Dad’s gonna cum for you, baby. Oh fuck!”
Larry pounded his fist up and down his stalk wildly, thick wads of cum now spurting upward out of his cock head and spattering all over his shirt and hand. Tonya was obviously dazed from her orgasm, but she was completely entranced by the sight of her father’s heavily spurting cock.
Afterward, father and daughter sat in their respective chairs just gazing at each other in awe, both of them trying to fathom what had just happened.
“Dad, that was amazing. I can’t believe we really did it,” she said.
“Me neither, baby,” her father agreed. “I hope you’re not sorry about it.”
“No way, Dad. I loved every second.”
“Dad?”
“Yes, baby?”
“I never came that hard before,” she said.
“I don’t think I have, either, sweetheart.”
“Really? Not even with Mom?”
“Pffff, not even close, baby girl.”
Tonya broke into a wide grin, pleased to know she had something special to give her father. Larry realized the look on his devoted daughter’s face would end up changing his entire world.
Later that night, Larry thought he’d never get to sleep. He lay naked in bed for what seemed like hours thinking about everything that had happened with Tonya. He fell asleep for a while, but then later he stirred and thought he could hear the sound of Tonya fingering herself in her room. He gave some serious thought to getting out of bed with the hard on he got from listening to her and going to her room, but he made himself resist the urge and ended up jerking off along with her. For a father and daughter, no matter how much they both wanted it, that seemed about as far as it should ever go.
Tonya was still sleeping when her father got out of bed in the morning. Being the last week of school before summer break, she only had to go in to take her end of the year exams and today he knew she was getting a ride with Rachel, with Rachel’s mother driving. Rachel had been Tonya’s best friend for years. She and her younger brother, Will, both went to the same college as Tonya. Larry was supposed to pick them up later. He wasn’t sure how he was going to face his daughter’s friend, knowing the two of them had obviously talked about the most sensitive secrets a girl could have. And now that he and Tonya had gone as far as masturbating in front of each other, would Tonya tell Rachel about that, too?
He decided to check in on his daughter before leaving for work and found her sprawled naked on her bed. His heart clenched when he saw how beautiful and peaceful she looked. Her pussy was exposed as she lay on her back with one leg cocked to the side. Her full tits heaved partially to the sides yet still thrust up proudly. He could have stood there all day just watching her sleep.
It would have been so easy to just go all the way into her room and sit on the edge of her bed and run his hands all over that sweetly curvaceous young body. But there was work as well as his nagging conscience. So he forced himself to turn away. He went downstairs and got what he needed off the table where the two of them had been working yesterday, then headed out for the office.
Larry got through most of the day with just a few texts back and forth with Tonya. They didn’t say anything about what happened. First it was Tonya saying she was nervous about her tests, and then later an excited message saying she thought she aced them both. Her father was pleased, but not all that surprised. A few minutes later, she texted that she and Rachel were able to get a ride over to the mall if he didn’t mind picking them up there instead of at school. Larry said he didn’t mind, that she deserved to have some fun after doing such a great job on her last test for the year.
He spent a couple extra hours longer at the office than he planned, giving his daughter and her friend some extra time to have fun wandering around the mall. A little later he got another text from Tonya asking if she could use the credit card he gave her to buy some clothes for the summer. He replied to tell her to get whatever she wanted, that she deserved it, and she sent him back a heart emoji.
He kept himself busy at the office as long as he could, and finally packed up what he could work on at home over the weekend. Then he went out to his car and headed toward the mall. He texted Tonya to let her know he was on his way, and she said they’d meet him at the main entrance.
When he pulled up to the mall entrance about twenty minutes later, Tonya and Rachel were waiting outside near the doors. Rachel’s younger brother, Will, was with them.
Rachel had already turned twenty-one, but being a more petite girl than Tonya, with much more subtle curves and perky B cup tits, the blonde actually looked younger than the brunette. Will, on the other hand, was eighteen, but he was a big kid and looked older than both the girls. Larry was glad to see there was a male with them at the mall, even though it wouldn’t have stopped anyone from looking at either of those luscious coeds. Especially the way they were dressed.
Rachel was wearing an impossibly tight pair of stretch denim cutoffs along with a white, short-sleeved blouse that was tied in a knot under her perky tits. It was unbuttoned low enough to show off more than a hint of her creamy cleavage. Even if her tits looked small by comparison to Tonya’s, they were so shapely and had a proud jut in pretty much anything she decided to wear. She was wearing her silky blonde hair in a ponytail today. She was different from Tonya in more than just physical ways, too, being much bolder about the way she dressed out in public. She was also a very flirty, playful girl, and had flirted with Larry countless times. He always liked it when Rachel visited, especially when she spent the night. The blonde wasn’t shy about giving her friend’s dad plenty of juicy, college girl eye candy.
But it was Tonya who gave Larry the biggest surprise. She was wearing a skirt he’d never seen before. He was sure she must have just bought it. It was lemon yellow and contrasted with her tan beautifully. It was also pleated and shorter than any skirt he’d ever seen his daughter wear, especially in public. And she was still wearing the “normal” white blouse she’d probably put on that morning to go to school in. Larry couldn’t help thinking of the way his daughter had been teasing him at home. Then he saw the way she practically ran for the car when they spotted him, like she wanted to get away from the public as fast as she could. It made him smile to think his daughter had gotten that skirt just for him.
Rachel and Will got into the back seat while Tonya got in front, forcing her skirt to slip nearly to her hips as she squeezed into her seat. Her father couldn’t help taking a good look at her bare legs, and he caught a generous flash of the skimpy, light blue panties she was wearing underneath. Larry could tell Tonya was totally aware of his attention from the coy smile she flashed him, but he didn’t think her perky blonde friend could tell how he was looking at his daughter until she said something blatant.
“I guess you like Tonya’s new skirt, Mr. G,” she said in a teasing tone that not even her younger brother could miss. “She really wanted you to like it, ya know. She got it just for you.”
Tonya turned around and shot her friend a nasty look, which only made the blonde giggle.
“You look gorgeous, sweetheart,” Larry told his daughter with a proud smile, giving her bare thigh a squeeze just before pulling the car back into traffic.
Larry could tell Tonya was just as anxious as he was to drop Rachel and Will off at their house. He didn’t really mind Rachel’s teasing, though. Not like Tonya probably did. He’d been extremely curious to know what the girls had talked about, but with Will in the car there didn’t seem to be much chance he was going to find out. But he was so eager to be alone with his baby girl again he almost didn’t care.
“Will thinks so, too,” Rachel teased.
Tonya rolled her eyes, but only Larry could see her do it. They made more small talk during the rest of the drive, and at one point Larry glanced into the rearview mirror and caught Rachel looking back at him with a coy smile. He then realized the young blonde had her hand between her younger brother’s legs. It wasn’t possible to see exactly what she was doing without adjusting the mirror, but it was still obvious that she was feeling her brother’s cock while she smiled at Larry.
This was blatant behavior even for Rachel, and her brother certainly wasn’t complaining. Larry thought if he’d had a sister like Rachel then maybe he’d enjoy the same kind of attention from her. But what could he really say? After all, he’d been openly masturbating with his own daughter just the night before. Tonya must have told them what happened, and her father could now see why his daughter would share that kind of secret with them.
The man kept his eye on the road for a while. Then Tonya turned around in her seat to face the back and started talking to Rachel. Larry realized his daughter could easily see her friend feeling up her brother’s cock now. Will had to be hard as a rock to have a girl as hot as his older sister rubbing his dick.
Tonya obviously wanted to see what was going on between the sexy brother and sister in back, and Larry couldn’t help wondering how much she knew about their naughty relationship or how long it had been going on. He also wondered if Tonya had seen them doing things like this before. Had she even done things with them? At the very least they talked about it. Why else would Rachel start fondling her brother’s cock in the backseat of Larry’s car?
Tonya was twisting around in her seat as far as her belt would allow. Her new skirt lifted high enough on her thighs to reveal the lacy panties snugly covering her pussy. Larry snuck looks at his daughter’s thighs and panty clad pussy as often as the traffic would allow. She caught him looking and smiled, but then looked back at Rachel and Will.
Larry’s cock was beginning to swell inside his pants. He caught Rachel’s eyes in the rearview mirror again, and she flashed him a wickedly inviting smile.
“It’s okay if you wanna look, Mr. G,” the blonde said, pretty much confirming that there were very few secrets left between any of the people now in his car. But he was very curious about the few that remained.
He rearranged the mirror to get a better view of Will’s crotch. The boy was sitting with his legs open and his sister’s hand was gracefully rubbing a very impressive looking bulge in the leg of his pants. Will now started to let himself breathe a little harder and deeper, expressing the pleasure his pretty sister’s hand was giving him. Larry’s cock was rock hard, and he decided to pull the car into the park that was on the way to Rachel and Will’s house, finally pulling into the most secluded parking spot he could find.
Larry shut off the engine and unbuckled his seatbelt. Tonya unbuckled hers, too, and now both father and daughter were turned around in their seats to watch the precocious blonde in the back fondling her brother’s excited cock.
“Rachel,” Larry said, “why don’t you just take Will’s cock out and give him a really good stroke. You’ve got the poor guy hard as a rock.”
“Really good idea, Mr. G.,” the blonde said with a giggle as she unzipped her younger brother’s pants, her agile hands working his swollen cock out of them like she’d done it many times before. Larry was amazed, and he was acutely aware of his daughter sitting right in the next seat watching just as closely as he was, although he was sure Tonya had seen her friend do this before, not to mention who knew what else.
“Oh yeah, that’s much better,” Rachel said as she began stroking her brother’s stiff rod for her audience of two.



“That’s a really good looking cock, Will,” Larry said. “And I guess both these girls have seen it before, haven’t they?”
“Umm, yeah,” Will nearly moaned. “A bunch of times.”
Larry looked over at his daughter. She was watching her friend stroke her brother’s cock with a look of fascination in her eyes. It started to make more sense how the daughter he’d thought was sexually timid had started to express her desires more openly the last couple of days. Obviously, her intrepid friend had been helping her get over her inhibitions.
“You like watching Rachel play with her brother’s cock, don’t you?” he asked his daughter.
Tonya looked at her father shyly. “Yeah, Dad. I mean, you like it, too, I think.”
The overtly visible bulge in Larry pants made it impossible not to admit the truth. He just nodded at his daughter and confessed it was severely naughty but also one of the hottest things he’d ever seen since watching her spread her legs to masturbate for him the night before. Then he asked her if she’d ever stroked Will’s cock the way his sister was at that very moment.
“Yes, Dad,” Tonya admitted shyly. “A few times, I guess.”
Larry figured “a few times” really meant “quite a few times”, but he didn’t want to say anything to make his daughter feel bad about it.
“I understand, baby girl,” he said soothingly. “It’s okay. I can see why you’d want to.”
“God, T, you have the best dad,” Rachel said, proudly stroking her little brother’s excited rod.
“What else have you done?” Larry asked, knowing there had to be more.
Rachel grinned proudly. “How about if I show you? T only did it a couple of times, but we both have.”
“And what’s that?” Larry asked, intrigued.
The blonde snickered wickedly and leaned over to take her brother’s cock into her mouth. Will groaned weakly as his sister began to lovingly suck on his swollen tool. Rachel was obviously an accomplished cock sucker, swiping her moist, supple lips up and down her brother’s thick pole like a porn star. Larry was definitely impressed. His own cock was throbbing with heat inside his pants as he watched Rachel suck Will’s cock and found himself imaging what Tonya looked like doing the same thing.
“You like having two hot looking girls to stroke or suck that cock, Will?” Larry asked.
“Oh, yeahhhh,” he groaned, leaning back and letting his sister do all the work of pleasing his substantial rod.
Then Larry’s attention was taken by Tonya as she reached across the console and rubbed his bulge through his pants.
“Don’t you want me to suck you, too, Dad?” she asked.
Whatever ideas Larry still had about not going too far with his daughter suddenly evaporated at her words and touch. It was too good to feel her touching his cock, even through his pants. It was enough to make his pulse spike out of control. The hungry slurping and moans coming from the back seat only made him throb even harder.
“Yes, baby. I’d like that more than anything,” he told her.
Tonya smiled happily, and her father took her face in his hands and kissed her pouty lips deep and long. Then he leaned his seat all the way back, giving him a view of Rachel sucking Will’s cock on the other side of the back seat while his daughter unzipped his pants and pulled out his long, thick shaft. Larry groaned as Tonya began licking and kissing his pole from the base to his dribbling knob.
Larry never imagined his daughter would look so beautiful wrapping her lips around his overheated cock and sucking as much of his long shaft into her mouth as she could. She stroked the rest with her hand, working his rod up and down in much the same way Rachel was pleasuring her brother’s cock. He knew he wasn’t going to last very long, not with his twenty year old daughter sucking his painfully engorged cock like a big piece of candy that didn’t come close to fitting in her mouth, and just being able to swivel his head and watch her blonde, twenty-one year old friend sucking her eighteen year old brother’s cock just as eagerly.
But it was Will who lost it first, grunting and moaning and suddenly thrusting into his beautiful sister’s talented mouth, spurting his cum while Rachel swallowed his load without batting an eyelash. The sight drove Larry over the edge. He turned his attention back to his daughter, her head bobbing up and down his aching pole.
“Baby...god, baby...daddy’s gonna cum,” he groaned just as he felt the hot pulsing of his creamy load spurting into Tonya’s mouth.
Tonya swallowed her father’s cum almost as skillfully as Rachel swallowed her brother’s. A few drabs escaped her mouth and ran down his pole, but she was quick to lap them up and scoop them back into her mouth with her tongue.
“Fuck, that was so hot,” Rachel cried, still holding her brother’s spent dick as she watched her friend clean her father’s organ with her mouth. That’s when Larry realized Rachel and Will had both been paying very close attention to Tonya sucking his cock.
They spent a while sitting in the car talking afterwards. Larry learned a lot more about his daughter’s and her friends’ sexual experiences. He could also see that Rachel and Will were very much in love with each other. From the way they sat together cuddling and the way they looked at each other, there was obviously more than just a naughty, incestuous adventure in this for them.
While they were talking, Rachel and Will kept their hands on each other the whole time, with Will resting his hand on his sister’s upper thigh really close to the edge of her skimpy shorts. Rachel snuggled close to her brother, much more like he was her boyfriend. It was undeniable, the sexy sister and brother made a beautiful young couple.
Larry found himself envying the young sibling lovers, but then he remembered how the girl he loved more than anyone in the world had just sucked his cock for the first time right in front of them. If there was anyplace he could express his deep affection for Tonya, this was it. But as devoted and loving as the sexy blonde was toward her brother, she was still a precocious flirt who enjoyed showing off in sexy outfits. While they were talking, she sat with her legs boldly spread, the edges of her panties showing around the hem of her shorts’ crotch. Will’s hand was lightly squeezing her supple thigh.
Larry kept looking at Tonya, and any misgivings long melted away as he gazed at her more like his lover than his daughter. He rested his hand on her bare thigh scandalously close to the crotch of her panties. It was hard to believe he could touch her so intimately at all let alone right in front of her friends.
Between Tonya and her friends, they explained to Larry how Tonya and Rachel began to confide their feelings in each other. Rachel was the one who started it, admitting she was in love with her own brother and how wet she got whenever Will went around the house in just his underwear. That made Tonya feel better about admitting to having the same feelings for her father. Even though Rachel had always been the bolder of the two girls, they were able to encourage each other to explore their feelings.
It was about three months before that Rachel and Will finally crossed the line. At first it was just a lot of making out and feeling each other up, but it wasn’t long before Rachel just needed to get that stiff cock she was feeling in her brother’s pants out in the open. The first time she ever pulled Will’s dick out and stroked it was also the first time she sucked it. And it was only a few more weeks after that that they started fucking every chance they could get.
Since Tonya had so much to do with Rachel and Will getting sexual with each other it just kind of progressed naturally that the brother and sister started doing things in front of her. Then Tonya was soon stroking and sucking Will’s cock, too. Rachel said she felt a little jealous at first, but it was “all in the family,” as she said. Mostly, Rachel felt bad that things were going so well with Will but Tonya had a long way to go before getting to that point with her father, if ever.
Will was the perfect guy for both the girls. He wasn’t about to go talking about them to other guys or start treating them like a couple of sluts that didn’t matter to him. If anything, the pleasures they shared only made Will love both of the girls more than ever.
Now Larry found himself feeling the same thing, feeling jealous but then admitting that Rachel and Will were as good as family. And strange as it seemed, that felt even more true after what had just gone on in the car between the four of them.
“Will and me haven’t fucked, though, Dad,” Tonya admitted. “I wanted that to be just for you. My first time at least.”
Larry was amazed by everything they said. He gazed at his daughter in awe, just letting it all sink in. He suddenly realized his hand was on her leg, resting within a mere inch of her panties. Glancing at the backseat, he saw that Will’s hand was in just about the same position and he was lightly kneading the creamy flesh of his sister’s upper thigh. His cock was still jutting out of his pants and his sister was holding it, slowly stroking him as he was already hard again.
Larry was getting hard again too after listening to everything, and even more so after Tonya admitted she wanted him to be her first. And it finally started to make a weird kind of sense to him. He was her father, after all. He’d loved and cared for her every day of her life, and he would never love anyone the way he loved her. He looked deeply into her eyes and told her how much he loved her. At the same time he let his fingers slip to the edge of her panties, pushing them aside so he could gently stroke her smooth pussy slit with his fingers. Tonya moaned openly, and the brother and sister sitting in the back seat knew exactly what was happening in the front.
Rachel’s legs were open wide and her brother’s fingers were working their way into her shorts to touch her pussy.
“Oh god, all of this just keeps making me horny,” the blonde sighed. “I’d sure love a good fuck before we have to go home. Mom and Dad are going to be there.”
Larry looked at Tonya and smiled. Then he turned to Rachel. “Go ahead,” he told the horny young blonde. “No one’s stopping you.”
Rachel made an excited purring sound as she unzipped her shorts and pushed them off along with her panties. Her brother was quick to untie the knot of her blouse and fully expose her juicy tits with their rosy pink nipples. He then opened his pants completely and pushed them down. His sister leaned back to one side of the seat, pulling one leg up on the seat and planting the other foot on the car floor.
Larry was entranced by the sight of Rachel’s completely bald pussy as she reached between her legs and spread her slit open to her younger brother. “C’mon, Will,” she cooed, “hurry up and just stuff it right inside me. I need it, baby.”
Will was breathing hard and scrambling into the right position between his sister’s open legs to grind his stiff cock into her waiting hole. When he nudged the tip of his rod up to the girl’s wet pussy lips, she reached for his shaft with one hand and pushed him into her slit, uttering a long, pleasurable moan as he sank his organ inside her.
Larry watched Will’s cock pump eagerly in and out of Rachel’s sheath, amazed to have a front row seat to the barely believable things they’d just been telling him about. He pushed his fingers deeper into his daughter’s panties, stroking in between her soaking wet pussy lips, dipping into her slick hole and making her gasp as she watched the brother and sister fuck right alongside her father.
It was even harder to believe he had his fingers in his own daughter’s pussy, even despite her having just sucked his cock a little while before. Tonya felt so hot and creamy inside, and practically all Larry could think about was how her pussy would feel around his thrusting cock. And when he saw the ecstatic pleasure being shared between brother and sister in back, he knew a father and daughter could easily feel what they were. Watching Rachel and Will fuck only made Larry want to fuck Tonya more than ever, but he didn’t want her first time to be in a car.
Rachel was beginning to whimper and moan deeper and louder while her brother was shoving his horny, young rod harder and faster into her juicy pussy. The boy’s rigid pole was now soaking wet with his sister’s frothy juices.
Tonya shifted in her seat and Larry knew she was angling to get more of his fingers into her hole. She was obviously just as excited by watching her two young friends fucking on the back seat of her father’s car as he was. Larry drove the pads of two fingers against the girl’s g spot, stroking and rubbing her inside while she squirmed and moaned as loud as her pretty blonde friend.
“Oh god,” Tonya cooed with lust. “Nobody ever touched me like that before.”
Larry was amazed by this side of his beautiful, young daughter, and his cock was throbbing with sensation in her hand. Her stroking felt fantastic, making him realize she must have gotten plenty of practice playing with Will’s cock to be able to handle his so skillfully. He would have loved feeling her suck him again, but there would be other times for that. Right now, he just wanted to share the hot excitement of a father and daughter watching her best friend fuck her brother.
With his hips lurching and pumping hard and steady, Will leaned over and began sucking his sister’s swollen nipples, going back and forth from one to the other. Will’s nipple sucking sent his sister into a new zone of excitement, with her moans and whimpers growing louder and her creamy young hips rocking excitedly to grind her wet pussy harder into his pumping rod.
“Oh baby, baby, you’re gonna make me cum,” Rachel gasped with excitement.
Her brother grunted with the force of his exertions and Larry was sure Will’s hotly excited prick was going to burst any second. Sure enough, once his sister’s body started squirming and writhing as she came, Will grunted deeply and pounded his rock hard dick into Rachel’s pussy with a wild volley of thrusts.
Larry felt Tonya’s pussy squeeze hard around his fingers as she came along with her friends. He could only imagine how those tight contractions would feel around his cock, but he focused his attention on fingering his beautiful daughter through her own climax.
Afterward, Rachel and Will scrambled back into their clothes while Tonya straightened out her tiny skirt as much as she could in the seat. Larry barely managed to get his still swollen cock back inside his pants.
“Dad, you’re the only one who didn’t cum yet. You want me to suck it for you again?” Tonya asked.
“Ooohh, we can both suck it for you, Mr. G.,” Rachel added. “You got a really nice one, and we’ve done it for Will a bunch of times.”
Larry could tell by the look on Tonya’s face that she wasn’t too excited about sharing her father’s cock just then. If that was going to happen, it would have to be another time. After everything they’d been through over the last twenty-four hours, it was time for this father and daughter to spend more time alone. So with his aroused cock uncomfortably jammed into his pants, he started the car and drove Rachel and Will to their house. Larry promised they’d all get together again at his house sometime when Rachel and Will could both come.
As exciting as the loving and adventurous brother and sister were, Larry was glad to be alone with Tonya again. She kept her hand on the bulge in his pants the whole ten minutes it took to drive back to their house. Larry loved having his daughter’s hand on his cock more than anything he could think of. And the look in her eyes when she smiled at him made him feel like he was melting from the inside out. Playing around with Rachel and Will in the car had been incredibly hot, but there was something just between the man and his daughter now that naughty games like that couldn’t touch. Larry wondered if Rachel and Will were having the same kind of connection now that they were alone. He was sure they were, considering the way they looked at each other.
It was a relief to finally get Tonya back home and inside the house where they were finally alone. The moment the door closed behind them, Larry pulled his curvy daughter into his arms and kissed her like he’d never kissed any other girl in his life. His heart nearly exploded when her mouth opened immediately and her tongue pushed out to swirl and play with his. His cock was throbbing against her precious, young body while his hands dropped to feel her legs, exposed in the incredibly short skirt she was wearing. He soon had her lush ass cheeks in his hands. They were fully exposed by the thong panties she had on and they felt perfectly smooth and firm. Tonya whimpered into her father’s mouth as they kissed, and eagerly mashed her full tits against his body.
They kissed and groped at each other’s body next to the door for what seemed like forever before they finally broke apart to breathe. Gazing into his daughter’s glittery eyes, Larry didn’t care if he never looked any other girl in the eyes for the rest of his life.
“I love you more than anything in this world, baby,” he told her with a sigh. “I can’t believe this is happening.”
“Finally happening,” she corrected. “Do you love me even more now, Dad?”
“No, baby. Just in a different way, I guess.”
“I love you, too,” she said with a smile. “You’re the one I’ve always wanted.”
Larry then took his daughter by the hand and led her up the stairs to his bedroom. He took a seat on the bed while she stood close to him. He started at her admiringly, taking in her beautiful face and hair along with the delectable curves of her ripe, young body. He unbuttoned her blouse and she shrugged it off. Then he reached behind her and got her bra unhooked. It slid down her arms to reveal her succulent tits. Larry scooped the smooth orbs into his hands and fondled them. Her nipples were already hard as he leaned forward to briefly suck on each one.
“So you’re not mad at me for playing around with Rach and Will?” she asked.
“No, baby. Maybe a little jealous, but it’s really kind of sexy, too. But I’m definitely not mad. I’m glad you have someone we can trust to play with.”
“Do you wanna fuck Rachel?” she asked.
“Not if it would hurt your feelings. You’re daddy’s girl now, baby. And you always will be.”
“Well, not officially,” Tonya replied with a coy grin.
Larry smiled and pulled the short zipper on her skirt and let it fall off. Then he pushed her panties down her legs. He took off his shirt and pants while she sat down next to him on the bed. His erection was still pulsing and fully swollen, and Tonya wrapped her hand around his shaft while he kissed her and ran his hand over her smooth, warm tits.
They kept kissing a long time while Tonya kept stroking her father’s cock and his hand gradually worked its way down from her tits to her legs. He rubbed the insides of her thighs, kneading her supple flesh, and she spread them open to allow him access to her pussy. Her slit was already dripping wet the moment he started stroking her sex lips. She moaned into his mouth and let herself be guided onto her back. He kissed her a while longer while his fingers continued to stroke her slit and dip into her creamy hole.
Every time Larry swirled his fingertips around his baby’s clit she moaned deeply and ground against his hand. He kept fingering her while he spent a while licking and suckling on her amazing tits. The whole time her body was undulating under him like a wave and her fingers laced into his hair as she whimpered. But he was soon working his way down her body with hungry kisses, until his mouth finally reached her bare pussy mound.
“Ohhhhh, Dad,” she cooed the moment he kissed the very top of her wet slit.



Larry rolled onto his side, guiding his daughter onto hers too, bringing his rigid cock up to her face while her upper leg lifted and he began lashing his tongue along her slit. At the same time, she took hold of his cock shaft and stroked him while her tongue slipped around his shaft and the ridge of his flared head. Larry thought she might start sucking him again, but stroking and licking his rod seemed to be all she could manage through her deep moans at having his tongue lather her sodden hole.
Tonya had the sweetest, juiciest pussy her father had ever tasted, and he knew he could never get enough of it. He licked along her slit hungrily, often dipping his tongue into her hole. He soon pulled her leg higher, reaching around her hip to grasp her ass cheek and pull it open. Then he started teasing her taut little asshole with his tongue.
“Oh god, Dad, are you licking my ass for real?” she moaned breathlessly.
Larry spent a long time lathering up his daughter’s rimhole with his tongue, until he finally used his own spit to lube the way for his finger. Tonya purred and gasped as his finger gradually pushed into her ass. At the same time, he closed his lips over her clit and suckled, lashing his tongue over the rigid little node.
Tonya’s hand became wildly erratic stroking her father’s cock while her body shuddered and squirmed. Her hips rocked hard into his face while he sucked her clit through a hard climax with his finger gliding in and out of her ass. When her orgasm subsided, Larry backed off her sensitive pussy and pulled his finger out of her ass. He moved from between her legs to face the other way and kiss her again.
“Wow,” she said, gazing at him in awe. “That was like...amazing, Dad.”
Larry kissed her and got into position between her legs. She automatically spread them wider for him and he nudged the head of his cock to the soft petals of her slick pussy.
“Are you ready to become Daddy’s girl, baby?”
“Oh, Dad, don’t tease me. You know I’m more than ready. I’ve been waiting for this forever.”
Larry’s heart was racing. The head of his cock was now nestled between the swollen, wet lips of his beautiful daughter’s pussy. One full thrust and their lives would change forever. He was in between wondering whether or not he should go through with it and thinking it was too late to turn back.
“Daddy. Please,” Tonya cooed, gently grinding her pussy against his cock.
“Oh, my baby,” he groaned. Then he ground into her, slipping his pulsing cock deeply into the clasping sheath of her creamy pussy.
The pair looked at each other with expressions of pleasure and disbelief while every inch of Larry’s long, thick cock gradually sank into his daughter’s hole.
“Oh, Dad, I can’t believe I finally have you inside me,” Tonya purred happily.
“Baby, I love you so much,” he moaned in reply.
“I love you, too, Dad. Fuck me. God, I love you so much. Fuck me, Daddy, please fuck me now!”
Larry couldn’t have stopped if he wanted to. His hips were rocking back and forth before he even realized what he was doing, and his thick, pulsating rod was stroking smoothly in and out of Tonya’s impossibly tight fuckhole.
The hot, creamy grip of his daughter’s pussy was the most exquisite sensation Larry had ever known. He thrust into his baby girl’s hole with strong, steady lunges. She answered his thrusts with the graceful rock of her hips, grinding into his pumping cock like she was trying to milk it with her pussy.
Tonya’s legs pulled up and wrapped around her father’s body, letting him give her the whole length of his cock with every pump. At the same time her luscious tits were mashed tightly between their closely pressed bodies. Larry kissed her more deeply than ever while he pumped harder and faster. He lowered his head to suckle her swollen nipples, and before long her inner pussy walls were squeezing down on his cock as she began to cum. The girl’s father could hold back no longer, his cock exploding with creamy sensation as he spurted jet after jet of hot dad-cum into her precious fuckhole.
Larry couldn’t remember the last time he’d ever cum so hard, and the pair looked at each other with love and awe. When his cock relaxed enough to slip out of his daughter’s hole, Tonya told him there was something she wanted to do.
He rolled off of Tonya’s body onto his back, and she quickly knelt beside him and took his half erect cock into her mouth, eagerly sucking their combined juices off his meat. Then she licked carefully around the base of his cock and all around his ballsac, until she’d cleaned his cock completely with her mouth.
She was so sure of what she was doing that Larry realized she must have done this before. His daughter must have orally cleaned up Will’s cock and balls after he’d finished fucking his pretty sister. The thought was enough to set Larry’s cock tingling with heat all over again, but then Tonya was climbing over him, pressing her naked body onto his and kissing him hungrily.
The loving father and daughter couple kissed for a long time. Larry soon realized it was dark out and already a couple of hours past their usual time for dinner. They went downstairs and worked together naked in the kitchen. It took forever to put together a meal since they stopped to kiss and fondle each other every chance they had. They ate naked and talked for a long time, talking about the way things would change now and what the future would be like now that they were so much more than simply a father and daughter.
They finally went back upstairs and got back into bed together, as happy a couple as ever fell in love. They fell asleep holding each other, happy and content in each other’s arms.
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Mason kept dragging the razor gently over the pouting mound between his eighteen-year-old daughter's open thighs. Josie's skin was already smooth as a plum, and he was only gazing at her pussy with awed fascination now. Her complexion made him think of butter melting. It was deep and creamy and already tanned after only the first couple of afternoons at the hotel pool. Being the first time for both of them at a nudist resort, the ripe, youthful girl's supple skin was tanning over her usual bikini line. Her adorable, barely B cup tits were now the same light cinnamon shade as the area between her shapely thighs.
Josie sat on the edge of the tub as quietly as possible through the whole process of letting her father shave her pussy for the first time. She first mentioned wanting to shave her pussy the day before, their first few hours by the pool where the girl noticed how many of the women also had shaved pussies.
Mason had enjoyed being a nudist off and on for years, and when he brought his daughter to the resort he hadn't planned on getting hard in front of her, but when she boldly asked if he liked bald pussies it set off an undeniable spark in his mind. He'd always been fully aware of his pretty, brown-haired daughter's looks and youthful sexiness, but when she put the idea of her hairless pussy mound in his mind he couldn't resist the effect it had on him.
He loved his pretty daughter more than anything in the world, and now he was fighting against an intense desire to have her as his own. When he offered to shave her himself she'd been quick to accept, yet she'd barely made eye contact with him since it all started. Most of the process had taken place in silence except for the occasional whimpers coming from Josie as her pussy grew flushed and wet in response to her father's slow, methodical handling. He'd shaved her mound carefully, then had her spread her lithe, young legs so he could shave even more carefully along the edges of her pussy lips. Her skin felt so smooth and tender, and he'd been ever so careful to pull and stretch at the supple folds of her young slit so he could shave her perfectly clean.
He finally dropped the razor and picked up the shower nozzle dangling down in the tub. Angling the nozzle between her legs, he sprayed her thighs and mound, rinsing away whatever was left of the cream he'd used on her. He was sitting cross legged in the large tub while she was perched on the edge, feet planted at his sides. He yanked the plug to let the water drain and picked up the lotion bottle warming in the water. He splatted a few dollops in his palm. It was thin and almost watery now from sitting in the warm water. He started smearing the drippy lotion along her thighs and across her pussy.
"Is it nicer now, Daddy?" she asked, barely above a whisper.
"It's perfect, my love," he told her sincerely.
The girl hesitated, but then softly asked her father if he really thought so.
"No question, sweetheart," he told her. Despite their often being nude at home, this was the closest Mason's face had ever been to his daughter's pussy. He couldn't keep fighting the tingling heat finally causing his cock to begin growing, and discovering how much she wanted him to like it only made it worse. And the way she sat with her legs still open, allowing him to spread lotion all over the insides of her thighs and pussy mound was bringing his shaft quickly to a throbbing erection.
"You really like bald ones, don't you, Dad?"
"What makes you say a thing like that?"
"I see the way you look at those bald ones down by the pool," she told him.
"I didn't realize I was looking so much."
"You were." She lightened the tense atmosphere with a brief giggle.
"I guess I can't help it, baby, I'm sorry."
"It's okay, Daddy. I'm really glad you like it. I was looking a lot, too. Mostly at you, though."
"Really? It's not like you haven't seen me before, honey."
"Yeah, I guess. I just like it. I like how you shave down there, too."
"It just feels better, sweetheart. Don't you think?" He increased the pressure of his fingers rubbing over her mound, bringing an audible sigh out of her mouth.
"Yeah. It really feels nice."
He leaned in close enough to deeply inhale the scent of her smooth pussy. Her natural perfume filtered through the aroma of the lotion. The blood expanded in his veins. He sighed, running his slick fingers over her mound and lips. He traced the shape of her slit with his fingers. Up. Down. Across. He opened his mouth and let a hot rush of breath wash over her fresh mound.
"Ohhhh, wow, Daddy," she cooed.
He peeled her lips open with his fingers and slowly dragged the flat of his tongue up her open slit. Then he planted a hard, wet kiss over her lips. Her sighs grew deeper as his tongue slid upward over her slit and he let the tip dip into the mouth of her sheath. She flushed harder and left cream on the tip of his tongue. He briefly sucked the bud of her clit and looked up. Her small yet pert tits looked bigger from his angle beneath, and her nipples were standing out hard.
Her fingers laced into his dark, wet hair. His body was still as wet as hers. He clamped his hands over her upper thighs and dug his thumbs into the meat at the base of her ass, kneading and spreading her at the same time. He opened his mouth and covered her pussy, pressing the broad side of his tongue against her slit. At first, he just moved his tongue against the slick pliancy of her lips in subtle undulations. The undulations gradually transformed into swiping laps up along her slit, dragging over the knotted clit at the apex.
Josie's sighs turned into moans while she started grinding her pussy back against her father's mouth. Mason realized the girl needed this just as much as he did and he feasted on the sweetness of her juicy pussy like no other pussy he'd ever eaten. This was his own baby girl and she had the sweetest, tightest and freshest pussy he'd ever tasted. The sounds of pleasure rising from her silken body as he licked and probed at her hole with his tongue were making his cock ache with need like he'd never felt in his life.
He savored the girl's tender slit for a long time, but finally backed away and stood up. There was a fluid quality to the solid contours of his body, while his cock stood out hard, thick and imposing. In her sitting position, Josie's face was now almost level with the strutting swagger of her father's throbbing stalk.
She was ignoring his face, keeping her eye trained on his cock. He gripped a handful of her wet hair and pulled her forward. She instantly opened her mouth, but he avoided her lips, grinding his shaft across her face. Her tongue lashed out as he crushed his hard flesh into her cheek. But her mouth was a luxury he could only resist for so long, and when she cupped his balls in one hand, curling the other around the base of his shank, he caved.
Mason's oozing bulb disappeared into the swirling wet heat of his daughter's open lips. He let go of her hair and grabbed the wall with both hands. The motion of her lips, tongue and hand all blurring into one thing. She whimpered and slurped as he filled her mouth with his straining flesh. He pulled back and pushed in. And again. The hand caressing his balls held its position, but her finger reached out and teased his rim.
"Fuck, baby, yes. It's so good. Ohhh, Daddy loves you so much." There was more breath to the sound than voice. "Fuck."
His muscles clenched and he groaned again. He drew his shaft back and thrust again into the hot, swirling wetness of her mouth.
"I wish I could tell you how much I love you," he groaned, unable to resist pushing and pulling.
Josie pushed him away and looked up at him. "I know you do, Daddy. I can feel it. I always have."
Mason gripped the sides of her slender neck and urged her up to stand. Her eyes were full of emotion. He then dragged her out of the tub by the hand, leading her into their room but he stopped short of the bed. Josie got a smoky look in her eyes and started caressing his cock with both hands.
He put his hands on her shoulders and pushed down, sinking with her to the carpet. She let him guide her down to her back and push her thighs open. He sat beside her, tracing one hand in sloping trails over her smooth tits while he finger massaged her slit with the other. Her lips were swollen and slick with girl honey. For a moment, he held his fingers to his face and inhaled her. Then he painted her nipples with her own slick and leaned over to suck it back off while it was still fresh.
He sat up and went back to his steady caressing of her tits and pussy. Then he shifted and pulled her legs up high. She held her position while he trailed his finger over her slit until it was thoroughly soaked in her wetness, then dragging it lower to smear her rim until it was lacquered as heavily as her slit.
"I shouldn't need you this much, my love. But I do."
"Daddy...you know I need you too. I know you do."
He ground his fingers over the hard pebble of her clit as he slid his other finger into her ass. He stroked his finger in a gentle but insistent pump, massaging her from inside.
He finger-fucked her ass and thrummed her clit until she was pulling hard for air and squirming over the carpet.
"I know, baby," he admitted. "I've always known. Just as you've always known about me, too."
"I love you, Daddy," she sighed dreamily.
He needed to be deeper inside her than he could go with his finger. He yanked his digit from her ass and hunkered between her thighs, grabbing his shaft and raining wet cock slaps against her pussy before finally pushing his shaft inside the churning hot grip of her sheath. She felt impossibly tight, and the low, throaty yowl she uttered as his throbbing cock sank deeply into her slit made him throb harder than ever. He grabbed her by the ankles and held her legs high and wide as he shoved his prick forcefully into her core.
They both gasped at the same time, and Mason started thrusting into her with rhythmic lunges. By the time he was pulling as hard for air as she was, he felt her wrenching her ankles away from his grasp, wrapping her thighs around his waist.
"Daddy, daddy," she moaned. "It's just...so...wonderful. Fuck me and make me all yours forever."
She leaned her weight back on her shoulders and ground her hips back into the hard lunges of her father's cock. She ground and rocked at him, taking over, wrenching his stone hard shank like a plastic toy. There was almost a determined sneer on her face as she ripped what she needed for herself from the steaming rod of his flesh. Her face became a twisted mask of desperate need. Mason had never seen a look like that on any girl's face in his life.
He leaned closer and kissed her. It was a desperately hungry kiss, with their tongues swirling and twisting together within their joined mouths. He kept his cock pumping steadily into the tight, wet grip of his daughter's pussy.
"You know I love you, baby," he said, fighting for breath. "Daddy's gonna love you always."
"I need it, Daddy. I only ever want your dick in me."
Mason became a bundle of raw nerves building toward his explosion. His entire frame began to shudder. At the same time, Josie's peak burned through the creamy slap of their bodies, as if her pleasure were shuddering into to his body and taking the hot gush of cum from his cock.
After, they got up and lay on top of the bed. Side by side. Holding hands. The look of contented disbelief on his daughter's face matched everything that Mason was feeling now.
They were a sweaty, froth-spattered mess and needed to get back in the shower.
The pair spent a long time kissing and cuddling. Finally, Mason told her, "I think our nude vacation just turned into a father/daughter honeymoon, baby darling."
Josie smiled from ear to ear. "I love that, Dad. And I love you more than anything."
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"Okay, Dad, are you ready?"
"Yes, Quinn. Come in and let me see."
Luke was apprehensive. He wasn't looking forward to having to tell his eager, eighteen year old daughter the idea she'd been so excited about probably wasn't going to work. Then she walked into his home office in one of the outfits they'd bought at the mall earlier that day. It was the black, "lady executive" suit, with matching skirt and short-waisted jacket. The skirt was shorter than he'd thought it would be, and in sheer, black pantyhose, his teenaged daughter's legs were spectacular, volleyball toned muscles set off by the black pumps she had on.
Quinn's tits were rounder and fuller than he expected, too, and the jacket didn't fully close over the girl's cleavage which was too generously displayed by the white blouse she hadn't buttoned high enough.
Luke was stunned, and allowed too much of his natural reaction to show, making his daughter snicker with satisfaction as she strutted into the room and did a couple of full turns for him. Her long, chestnut brown hair displayed so many blonde highlights it was hard to tell which was even the original color, and she had it tied back in a simple ponytail. He was impressed by how skillfully her makeup was applied, and by how sexy yet professional she looked in her suit. Even with her fresh, pretty face, she could easily pass for a college girl.
"So? What do you think, Dad?" she asked after one more full turn and striking a model-type pose as she invited him to study her look.
"Sweetheart," he started, then paused to take a deep breath. "You really look spectacular."
He meant every word, and Quinn blushed. One thing Luke could never get away with was never telling his daughter anything but the absolute truth. She always had an uncanny ability to know when he was fudging the truth. Not that he'd ever lie to her, but anytime he tried to hide birthday or holiday presents or organize a surprise party she always rooted out the truth. Now he was left with the unfortunate task of telling her it was a bad idea because she looked better than he ever imagined.
As a single father, Luke and Quinn probably acted more like a couple than they should have, and he confided in the girl about work the way he would've with his wife if he'd still been married to the girl's mother. That was how they ended up in the situation they were in now, with the teenage girl prancing and preening for her father in a business outfit that wasn't exactly very businesslike. Luke had been working for the past couple of years on a suite of office software he was convinced had a good chance of catching on and changing their entire lifestyle.
His project was finally ready to demonstrate to potential customers, and Luke had pooled all his resources to go to a major, two-day business convention on the coast. But he knew that having a great looking girl in an eye-catching outfit was the best way to get people to stop at his table to check out his offering. He couldn't afford to hire a model like a lot of companies did, and when he admitted this to his daughter she came up with the idea that she could be his spokesmodel.
But now Luke was amazed to see his young daughter looked even better than he imagined she would, and he was nervous about her being on the convention floor with all kinds of people staring at her or flirting with her. And the worst part was that he didn't know if he was being a protective father or actually feeling jealous. He hated to disappoint the most important girl in his life, but he couldn't imagine spending two days in a row at the convention with hundreds of strangers checking out his baby girl.
"Honey," he began, "you really do look amazing, but maybe this isn't such a good idea."
Quinn's expression turned to a frown. "Why, Dad? Don't try to tell me you don't think I'm pretty enough because I can tell you do."
Luke sighed and looked at his daughter's legs encased in those sheer black hose, so generously exposed by her short skirt. When he lifted his gaze to her cleavage, there was more of it than he ever realized before, and he caught a glimpse of the lacy edge of the bra she was wearing. It seemed like she must have gone from a B to a C cup already.
"Baby, I could never imagine anything or anyone prettier than you," he assured her. "But that's the problem. All kinds of guys are going to be looking at you and thinking who knows what."
The smile returned to Quinn's pretty face. She walked over to where he was sitting and sat in his lap, her short skirt riding up even higher on her shapely young thighs. The pressure of her firm, round ass on her father's lap felt better than Luke would ever admit, and the sight of the exposed portion of her tits so up close made him worry about getting hard. Then she looped her arms around his neck and gave him that pouty look she only reserved for times she absolutely needed him to say yes to something. It was the one look she knew he could never resist.
"Daddy, lots of people look at me already. It would almost be like going to the mall with all those guys your age checking me out, except I'd be helping you get your new business started."
Luke put his arm around the middle of her body, affectionately holding her in place. She hadn't sat on her father's lap in a very long time, but the gesture to hold her there like he used to back when she sat in his lap almost constantly was an ingrained habit. He hadn't even realized how much he missed having his baby girl cuddle up on her daddy's lap until now, but it never felt like this before. Now she had the most delectable curves even a father couldn't ignore.
"I know, baby," Luke sighed. "It's inevitable people are going to look at a girl as pretty as you. That doesn't mean I have to like it."
"Awww, you're my daddy-bear," the girl cooed, burying her face in his shoulder. "Besides, no matter how many guys look, I'm always gonna be yours, Dad."
Luke wasn't ready to have that particular conversation. For that matter, he didn't think he'd ever be ready to admit how some guy would come sweep his little girl off her feet sooner or later. It was unthinkable, especially with the warm tingles of sensation threatening to make his cock swell against the girl's perfectly form ass.
"I guess it would be okay if you come to the convention," he finally gave in. It seemed like the best way to deflect at the moment.
"You won't regret it, Dad," Quinn replied happily as she lifted her face off his shoulder and looked him straight in the eyes. "I'll be the best company spokesmodel you ever had."
Luke smiled. He was so proud of how beautiful his daughter was no matter how much sleep he lost over it.
"You'll be the only one," he chuckled.
"That's beside the point."
Then he hugged her with both arms and moved to kiss her cheek, but she turned her face and caught his lips on hers. The surprise gesture made his whole body stiffen, but he didn't back away. His luscious, eighteen year old daughter was giving him a sensuously loving kiss on the mouth, and the only thing he was capable of doing was kissing her back. His pulse immediately jacked up a few notches. His most powerful instinct at the moment was to pry her supple lips open with his tongue, but he resisted the urge. If he pushed his tongue into the girl's mouth just then his cock would've been hard under her ass within seconds.
But Quinn ended up making the decision herself. Her moist, sensuous lips opened on their own and he could feel her warm, wet tongue probe into his mouth. Luke immediately pushed his tongue into his daughter's mouth and kissed her as hard and deep as he ever kissed any girl in his life. Now his cock was quickly growing hard against her tightly curved body, but he was past the point of caring. The couple kissed long and deeply, and Luke even chanced a subtle grind of his rigid cock against his daughter's ass.
By the time he caught himself moving his hand to reach into the girl's blouse to feel her ripe tits he forced himself to break the kiss. Now he just held her by the shoulders, each of them just gazing into each other's eyes in amazement.
"What was that?" Luke asked, not really expecting a reply. His cock was now pulsing with hot desire under the pressure of his daughter's ass.
"Amazing," she said, her eyes glistening brightly.
Despite the nagging demands of his pulsating cock, Luke managed to gently push his daughter from his lap and point out it was getting late, even though it wasn't very late at all.
"Maybe you should go upstairs and get changed for bed," he suggested.
"Do you really want me to go, Dad?" She was clearly disappointed.
"We have to leave early in the morning, sweetheart," he explained. "We're both going to need a good night's rest."
"Okay," the girl pouted.
Luke caught his daughter's eyes quickly drifting over the bulge in his pants as she pouted and turned to leave the room. She walked out slowly, giving him an extra sway of her hips in the tight skirt she'd be wearing at the convention.
The girl's father sighed with relief after she left him alone. He'd stayed behind mainly because he didn't want to stand up in front of her with the evidence of his ravenous hard on denting his pants. It wasn't like she hadn't been fully aware of his condition, but flaunting it in front of her just seemed wrong. He waited a few more minutes, then went upstairs and undressed for bed. It was a lifelong habit for him to sleep naked.
Luke tossed and turned for what seemed like forever, with his persistent erection refusing to leave him in peace. He tried stroking his rod a couple of times while mentally reliving the surprising kiss he and Quinn had shared in his office downstairs. He couldn't stop thinking of how hot she looked in the new outfit he got her for the conference. But every time he came to the boiling point he stopped. He just couldn't bring himself to cum while thinking about his eighteen year old daughter. It didn't matter that she was the one who first slipped her tongue in his mouth when they were kissing, or that she never so much as bat an eyelash when she felt his prick go hard against the warm press of her ass in his lap.
After what seemed like half an eternity, Luke's cock relaxed into a semi-swollen state and he drifted off into a fitful sleep. He didn't know how long he'd been sleeping when he woke up again with another raging hard on. He sighed with exasperation and took hold of his cock. Stroking his aching shaft, he tried rerunning his favorite porn scenes in his mind, but his brain kept replacing the scenes with images of his hot, young daughter. He was right back where he'd been before falling asleep, totally at a loss to let himself cum with Quinn running through his mind.
As he lay on his bed, lamenting the throbbing hard on he couldn't bring himself to relieve, he realized the house wasn't as quiet as it seemed when he first woke up. There were noises coming from the direction of Quinn's room, and the longer he concentrated on listening, the more he realized his daughter was in her own room masturbating. The sound was faint and muffled, but it was definitely the sound of a young girl moaning in pleasure.
Luke's cock only throbbed even harder as he thought of his baby girl touching herself. He got up and went to open his bedroom door, stepping quietly into the hallway where he could hear his daughter's moans much more easily. Now he could make out every moan and whimper as he stood outside his bedroom naked and stroking his rock hard pole.
Precum began oozing heavily from his cock head as he quietly inched his way down the carpeted hall floor until he was standing right outside the girl's bedroom. He rationalized that he'd just stroke a while and like before, resist cumming. But the sound of his beautiful daughter's whimpering moans of pleasure was sending waves of need pulsing through his body like he never felt before. His hand gripped his cock tighter and pumped his shaft faster.
"Oohh, Daddy, yes, give it to me hard," she moaned inside her room while her whimpers became louder and more intense.
Luke was struggling to keep quiet himself, realizing his daughter was driving herself closer and closer to her climax. He wanted to see her as he imagined how she was touching herself. He'd seen her enough times in her skimpy bikinis to know that she kept her pussy shaved smooth. The camel toe she showed off in her string-tied bottoms didn't lie. Now he just wanted to barge into her room and bury his face between her shapely legs and lick her young slit until she was begging him to stuff her wet hole full of throbbing cock.
Quinn's cries and gasps suddenly rose to a fever pitch. "Daddy, Daddy, yes, make me cummmm," she moaned inside her room.
Luke lost it, knowing his precious baby girl was giving herself a hard orgasm while she was thinking about her loving father. He held his breath and furiously fisted his aching cock until his pleasure spiked and his cum was spurting all over the hallway carpet.
Afterward he was dazed. He couldn't believe he'd just had a mutual orgasm with his own daughter. At least Quinn was clueless about it, and he'd make sure she'd stay that way. She certainly couldn't be the first teenage girl to ever fall in love and have sexual fantasies about her father. Instead of feeling guilty, Luke actually felt a wave of intense affection for his girl. Yet it could never go farther, as much as he would never escape the same fantasies and desires she obviously had.
Finally feeling drained in every sense of the word, Luke quietly padded back to his bedroom and went to sleep.
When Luke woke up in the morning, his cock was hard and aching for release. It was impossible to think about anything else besides kissing his daughter in his home office, and then foolishly stroking himself to a mutual orgasm with her from outside her bedroom door. He snuck naked and hard down the hallway to the bathroom to take a shower. It was a risk, since Quinn was already up and moving around in her room, most likely getting ready to leave for the city where the conference was going on.
Luke took a slightly longer shower than he should have, but he needed to stroke off another load before getting into the car with his precociously luscious daughter.
But it wasn't long before he was right back to trying to ignore the girl's undeniable qualities. While he was loading everything he needed for the conference into the back of his SUV, Quinn came out with her luggage wearing a thin pair of yoga pants and a cropped, white tank top that clung tightly to the full swell of her ripe, young tits, leaving much more of her cleavage on display than Luke could resist noticing.
They had a three hour ride to the city where the conference was being held, and Luke's eyes were on his daughter every chance he had along the way. It was easy to tell how much she liked having her father looking at her, too, from the way she was constantly shifting position, causing her yoga pants to ride tightly over the outline of her panties or squish her lush, young tits into a bunch that looked like they could spill out of her top any second.
Quinn had never exactly been shy about her father seeing her in swimsuits or underwear, but it seemed as if her modeling her conference outfit the night before triggered a change. Of course French kissing her on his lap with his hard prick rubbing against her ass might have had something to do with it, too. Luke realized he wasn't just looking at his daughter like he loved her, which of course he did, but like he was in love with her. He also realized he'd been doing it since long before last night.
The only way to keep his mind on the conference was going to be to keep his mind off the kind of feelings for his daughter no father should have. And knowing now that Quinn had the same feelings for him wasn't making it easy.
When they reached the hotel, Luke pulled the car into the parking garage and they unloaded their luggage and everything they needed to set up their table for the conference. Quinn waited in the car while he went to find a luggage cart.
The conference was being held in two, adjoining function rooms at the hotel, and the whole area was very busy with all the other companies setting up their booths and tables for the next two days. Luke's area was pretty small and simple compared to what the other companies were setting up. He didn't really need too much space to demonstrate his software but he also knew visibility would be important for getting people to pay attention in the first place. But he was pretty much at the end of his budget just getting to the conference and footing the bill for a hotel with Quinn for three nights. But if his programs caught on the way he believed, he'd be able to quit working for someone else and establish his own, independent company.
Quinn worked alongside her father steadily, and did a great job setting up their table and display boards in a creative and eye-catching way. Luke was impressed. But he was also hopelessly distracted by his baby girl's incredible body as she worked in her revealing tank top and yoga pants. He also noticed how many of the other people there to set up were also being distracted by the perky, round curves of his eighteen year old daughter. The idea worried him, but he realized with Quinn out in front of the table they were probably going to get plenty of attention. At least Quinn would. In her yoga pants and low-cut tank, it seemed like no one was able to pass by their space without taking a look at her.
They finally went to check in to their room. Luke was relieved to get Quinn out of the conference room. The thong she was wearing under her yoga pants was easy enough to make out if you looked closely enough, and without a bra under her tank top, her proud, young tits shook and heaved freely as she worked on getting their display area set up. Her father didn't like the way so many of the men passing back and forth were looking at her, even though part of him felt incredibly proud of his baby girl.
Quinn was excited when they finally got to their room. She'd stayed in motels when Luke had taken her on short vacation trips, but never in a nice hotel where they were a dozen stories high with a full window view of the city. She barely even noticed the identical pair of perfectly made beds. She just walked around the room checking it all out, and went to stand in front of the huge windows looking out on a view of the city. Luke couldn't take his eyes off his daughter. The dents of her delectable nipples were clearly visible in the fabric of her tank, and the way her tight yoga pants were accentuating the bubbly, round shape of her ass cheeks was driving him crazy. And that was not to even mention the way her camel toe was showing.
He started thinking he probably should have left Quinn at home. Sharing a hotel room with her was already driving him out of his mind and they hadn't even unpacked yet. But when Luke saw how excited and pleased his daughter was to have such a nice room to stay in he wouldn't have it any other way. He loved making his beautiful girl happy. He was just going to have to find a way to cope with his forbidden desires. For one thing, he was going to have to make himself forget what she sounded like in her room the night before when they were both masturbating at the same time. The mere thought of it made his cock begin to swell all over again.
"Daddy, this is the best room ever!" she shrieked excitedly. Then she rushed back to him from the window and threw her arms around him. "Oh, Dad, I love you so much," she added.
"I love you, too, baby," he replied, hugging her back.
Feeling her full tits mashing against his body as she hugged him felt better than it should have. His cock was in danger of getting hard against her lush, young body, but he couldn't resist letting his hands drift onto the round swells of her ass cheeks in her yoga pants.



Quinn sighed and pressed the side of her face against her father's chest. "This is so perfect," she said.
It was too perfect, yet Luke couldn't stop himself from lightly fondling his daughter's ass while she pressed herself even tighter against his body. His cock was already starting to grow inside his pants. Despite the fact that he was hugging his daughter too close and feeling her firm, round ass, he didn't want her to feel his dick get hard against her body. Regardless of what he'd heard her saying while she masturbated in her room at home the night before, it was just too far for a man to go with his own, eighteen year old daughter.
Quite obviously, Quinn wanted more than a girl should ever ask of her father, but Luke didn't know how he could do anything but give her what she'd obviously been dreaming about. She wasn't like other girls. She was exceptional, and with his cock growing thicker and harder between them she just sighed happily and ground her body against his bulge.
"Oh, Quinn," he sighed. "This feels so nice, but we shouldn't."
"Yes, we should," she said immediately. "You know how much I want it, Daddy. I know you heard me last night. I wanted you to."
"But it's wrong, baby. So wrong." Yet even as he was saying the words, Luke's hands slipped down inside his daughter's yoga pants to feel the warm flesh of her perky ass. He kneaded and squeezed her firm, young flesh eagerly, pulling her body against his rapidly growing cock.
"I know how much you love me, Daddy. And I love you, too. That's never wrong." As she spoke, one of her hands moved in between their bodies and she began feeling the bulge of his cock through his pants.
"Oh god, Quinn, I love you more than anything else in this world. And I want you. There's no way you'd believe me if I tried to deny it."
The pretty girl giggled and squeezed the shaft of her father's rod. "Not now, Daddy. Not with a boner this hard."
Luke then kissed his beautiful daughter. Her lips felt like they'd been custom made to fit his, and he realized no woman had ever kissed him with such blood boiling need. Her mouth opened readily and when their tongues met, Luke felt his pulse jack up to a whole new level.
When their kiss finally broke apart, Luke pulled his daughter's top up and off as she raised her arms to help him. He took a moment to gaze in awe at her naked tits, nipples already thick and hard with excitement. She quickly pushed off her yoga pants herself, exposing her shapely legs and smoothly shaved pussy mound. Trying to keep his eyes on his daughter as she lay on top of one of the beds, Luke quickly peeled off his clothes, following her with his rigid rod swaggering before him. Quinn gazed at her father's cock with a look of awe on her face, as if her dream was finally becoming real.
Once he got onto the bed next to her, Quinn touched her father's chest and he curled his arms around her to pull her to him. He kissed her harder and deeper, his aching cock firmly trapped between them while her shapely tits mashed tightly against his body. His broad hands explored the svelte terrain of her spine, until they were suddenly filled with the lush spheres of her ass. He gripped and clutched her warm flesh and ground his need-swollen cock shaft against her supple body.
She whimpered into his mouth while her hands couldn't seem to decide which way to go. They were all over his back and shoulders, sliding over his ass and thighs. Quinn explored him with rapidly growing hunger.
She rubbed her body back and forth across the hard cockshaft trapped between them. Luke groaned and kissed her again, rolling his thumbs over her protruding nipples. Then he buried his face in her neck and kissed the soft, damp skin where her shoulder met her throat. She tasted so sweet and fresh. His kneading hands caressed her tits with firmly while a soft mewling sound rose out of her throat.
Quinn's right hand fumbled anxiously into the tight space between them until her fingers encircled the hot girth of his cock. Luke nearly felt paralyzed by her touch. His daughter's touch. It was so loving and erotic at the same time. Her fingers relished every pulsing contour of his cock as they explored him with ravenous curiosity. Her kiss was just as ravenous, giving and taking all at once.
"I can't believe I finally have this incredible cock in my hand, Daddy," she whimpered.
Luke's hand took a slow, grazing sweep down Quinn's body until he was touching her supple thighs. The tip of his cock was seeping precum all over her hand, and she was smearing his entire shaft as she stroked him. He cupped his hand over her mound, and his finger delved against the flushed wet folds of her slick pussy lips.
Quinn gasped sharply at the wet scrape of her father's finger along her furrow, and her grip on his cock suddenly tightened in response. He practically sank his teeth into her neck. It seemed like her moisture virtually flooded around his finger, and she began stroking his cock with unrestrained excitement.
He found her lips again, and they looked at each other with wide open eyes as he kissed her deeply, his finger pressing deeper into the yielding folds of her pussy. Her eyes grew huge and her jaw suddenly opened while her father fingered her. She was incredibly wet and slick. He squeezed her nipple and pressed the tip of his finger deeper into her slick cleft. She rolled her hips against his hand, and reached to hold onto his shoulders while she gasping for breath. Luke slid his finger in and out of her sheath, turning her gasps into moans of pleasure.
"Oh, Daddy, god," she mewled.
He finally drew his finger out of her pussy and took hold of his aching cock. He guided the oozing tip to replace the void his finger had left. Massaging and pressing at her saturated lips. Quinn ground her swollen sexlips against her father's rigid shaft, smearing her dew along his length. Luke sank back onto the bed, lying back and pulling the girl with him.
As he gathered the weight of her tits in his hands, she leaned forward, lowering them to his mouth. Whispering groans rose from her throat as he sucked a nipple deeply. He pushed his thumb inside the ring of his own lips and rolled it across her taut, rosy bud along with his tongue at the same time. When he moved to pay equal attention to the other nipple, Quinn braced herself on one arm and reached back with the other, trapping his cock under her palm and rubbing his flesh deeply into her slit.
"Daddy, I need it," she whined. "I need it so bad."
Luke opened his eyes as he felt her tits move out of his grasp and her lips on his chest, kissing a trail down his flat belly until she had the tip of his cock trapped beneath her soft, moist lips. Her tongue swirled out to explore the contours of his ridge, lapping at the thick coating of precum covering his flesh. She moved off to his side and placed her lips along his shaft, massaging him with her mouth.
He groaned and reached for her bare hip, curling his large hand around her cheek while she touched his sac with the tip of her tongue. She licked at the shape of his balls, kissing them, sucking each one into her mouth before letting her tongue explore the sensitive underbelly of his shaft.
"Quinn," he moaned. "Ohhhhhhh Quinn."
She paused, looking up at his face, holding his throbbing stalk in her bold grip, stroking him slowly, waiting.
"Baby, if you go any further," he said, "we'll never be able to take it back."
"I know that, Daddy," she answered. "I don't wanna take it back. I want it all." Then she kissed his precum lacquered cockhead.
His fingers slid toward her pussy, the tips lining up along the tight crease between her pussy lips. She opened her mouth and took the head of his cock inside. Luke groaned as he felt her suck, pushing her hand up and down his shaft at the same time. He could feel her tongue moving even as she began moving her lips along the top end of his cock.
Her dripping cunt nectar coated his searching fingers as he took a small thrust upward, aching to be deeper in her mouth, but not wanting to give her too much too soon. The deeper his fingers explored, the more voraciously she consumed his yearning cock.
He was aching for release and could easily just lie back and explode across her tongue, but as his fingers sank deeper in her sodden pussy, he found himself consumed by a swarm of desires.
He withdrew his fingers and took her by the shoulder, guiding her to lie next to him. He kissed her again, his cock against her as he found her wet pussy with his fingers. He massaged her slippery lips and slid one, then a second, finger up inside her channel. He gave her several gliding strokes, but then pulled his hand back toward her tits and coated her swollen nipples with the sweet dew on his fingers. He sucked the heady froth hungrily from her nubs while she sighed and clutched the back of his head.
Quinn whimpered weakly as he repeated this several times, but he finally couldn't wait any longer. He turned to face her between the thighs, and slid his tongue in an upward slashing motion along her parted slit. He found her opening with his thumb and pressed inside as he licked around her lips, lapping around the edges of the slip-sliding thrust of his thumb.
Luke's lips soon closed around her hard clit, sucking the taut nub while teasing her with the tip of his tongue. She gnashed her hips against his face and gripped his head with both hands. Before long, she didn't seem to know what to do with her hands until her arms flailed a moment and she gathered up two hard fistfuls of the bedspread. Then her hips bucked and rolled against his mouth, grinding against his driving thumb, and she came with deep, shuddering gasps for air. Luke was amazed by the force of his daughter's climax, and it only made him want her even more.
Quinn's ass gradually settled back on the bed. Her father's mouth and hand were thoroughly smeared with her honey. He crawled up to lie beside her and found her half dazed. Her head lolled his way and she grinned at him. He kissed her without stopping to think he was forcing her own taste on her, but she kissed him back greedily while his wet fingers twirled firmly around her nipples.
She mewled into his mouth and reached for his pulsing cock. She stopped short of yanking, but he moved quickly between her widely splayed legs. Her skin was warm and damp, unearthly smooth against his hips. The underside of his straining cock lay poised against her pussy, still flushed and inflamed. Her eyes grew wide again as he arched his back, bringing the blunt tip to rest just within the damp maw of her pussy.
Luke pushed forward. Quinn's sweet pussy yielded to the gentle but insistent pressure of his rock hard cock. He sank easily just past the tip before he reared back to take another, deeper drive inside her. Her channel was incredibly snug, yet flowing with honey in the wake of her climax. Within a few more moments, his swollen length was buried inside her, and he kissed her again while his hips began a fluid, rhythmic rocking motion. Quinn mewled and gasped at the insistent glide of her father's imposing cock.
The desperate need behind Luke's plunging thrusts steadily increased, his cock driving through Quinn's core with growing force. Her thighs drew up higher, yielding even more to him, until his balls were nudging her primly puckered asshole with every thrust.
"Owwww fuck!" Quinn suddenly yelped, breathless. "Fuck, fuck...Daddy...ffffffuck!"
Luke kissed her ferociously, and then raised himself higher above her. He massaged her knotted clit with his thumb, rubbed the foam of their union over her nipples, rubbed her clit again, pushed his wet thumb in her mouth and watched her suck their mingled taste as he shoved and thrust and plunged.
Quinn's entire body shuddered. "Dad," she gasped. "C-c-cum...in...me..."
Luke dropped his weight back on his hands and let go. He drove his pulsing cock harder and faster than ever before, feeling the walls of Quinn's channel ripple around his driving stalk. She pounded a steady beat against his tightly flexed arm with a loose fist, rolling and grinding against him as if she could swallow him up completely.
With a deep, heaving groan, Luke's granite cock lurched with explosive spasms, and he felt the rush of his own body-heated froth spurting into her undulating core.
Afterwards, they lay together just holding each other and kissing for a long time. Eventually they showered together and went down to the hotel restaurant for a late dinner. It wasn't like things had suddenly made a drastic change between them. It was just that everything seemed better. Luke had never felt so happy in his life, and it was all because of his sweet daughter's hot love.
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Lauren's heart sped with anticipation as she watched Jason stand up and slowly pull down his zipper. The voluptuous, blonde thirty-nine year old realized it had been too long since the last time she'd had her eyes on a boldly exposed cock. As much as she loved watching all kinds of porn, it could never compare to the real thing, and she was already feeling the hot flush of excitement that her son's eighteen year old friend was about to show off his cock. But of all the people she should be flirting and playing with, Jason was the last. Lauren hadn't even met him until a couple of days before when he came to visit for a few days with Nico, her son, after finishing their first year of college.
As excited as she was, Lauren couldn't help feeling a little ashamed of herself, too. At first, she'd been disappointed when Nico showed up with Jason, planning to have his friend stay a few days. The pretty blonde hadn't seen her son very much over the school year, and she'd found herself missing him more than she ever expected. But Nico was out now, and Jason had made an excuse to stay behind, putting the horny visitor and Lauren on their own together in the house for the first time.
And now, Jason was pushing the band of his briefs down past his balls, allowing his semi-erect cock to swagger into view. Lauren's audacious, young houseguest most definitely had a very nice cock. He was shaved smooth, with a nice, full ballsac and a thick shaft that looked like it would reach a decent length once he was fully aroused.
"It's...nice," she told him haltingly.
"You like it?" he asked, pushing for more.
"I love it," she said, only exaggerating a little. "Now let me see you stroke it."
Jason grinned and took his bare cock in hand, stroking it in front of his friend's mother and quickly bringing it to fully swollen state of hardness.
"You could always just stroke it for me," Jason suggested, taking a cautious step closer to where Lauren was sitting on the living room sofa.
The blonde mother of one felt her breath catch. In reality, she would have loved to reach out and test the feel of that young, rock hard cock. She would have loved to stroke it until it was oozing precum and making the horny young stud moan with pleasure. She would have loved to tease and play with it until he rewarded her with a slick eruption of cum.
But Lauren had promised herself she wouldn't go that far with her son's friend. It was bad enough she already felt like she was cheating on Nico. This was totally irrational, of course, since her son was the last male on Earth she could ever have the kind of relationship with she wished they could have. She loved him more than she'd ever loved anyone, and she knew he felt the same way. She even knew he often snuck looks at her body. Maybe she was rounder and thicker than she used to be, but she kept her voluptuous figure firm and as well toned as she could. She had smooth, thick thighs and ass cheeks, and a full, round pair of C cup tits that many women envied.
Right now, Lauren's body was beautifully displayed to Jason in a tightly clinging, white minidress that left her braless tits half bare. Jason's eyes were roaming freely over her legs and tits as he stroked his aroused cock. He definitely had a nice one, she thought. A very nice one. But Nico's was nicer. And bigger. Yet she knew she would never be able to see her own son in the same situation she was now seeing his horny friend. Even so, she couldn't bring herself to touch Jason's cock. Despite Lauren and Jason both promising to never let Nico know what they were doing, she still couldn't keep the thought from her mind of how he'd feel if he ever knew. How could she ever look him in the eye again?
"Sorry," she told Jason. "You have a really nice cock, but that wasn't what we talked about. Besides, you said you like jerking off for older ladies."
"I do," Jason replied without skipping a stroke. "But it's even better when they jerk it for me."
Lauren just leaned back against the couch and watched Jason pump his swollen dick with his strong hand. She'd caught glimpses of Nice jerking off several times, but never like this. And now Jason was beginning to breathe heavily, soft grunts beginning to escape his throat. Lauren felt her nipples ache and swell in her dress as she gazed steadily at the younger man's cock. She uncrossed her legs and left them open, but without exposing her panties. Then she began rubbing her nipples through the light material of her dress.
"Oh god, that's hot," Jason groaned. "Why don't you take out your tits and let me really see them?"
"I guess looking would be okay," the blonde replied as she pulled the spaghetti straps off her shoulders and yanked the top of her dress down below her full jugs.
"God, you have amazing tits," Jason groaned.
Exposing her lush tits to the handsome eighteen year old, his wide-open eyes glued to her orbs while his fist rhythmically pumped his rigid cock, made Lauren's pulse race faster. Her feeling of cheating on Nico grew deeper yet so did her unexpected level of arousal. The smoothly waxed slit between her thick thighs was growing warmer and damper by the second. It wasn't long before she decided to let her thighs part wide enough to expose the crotch of her tiny panties. Then she pulled them aside to give Jason a look at her smooth, wet slit.
Lauren knew it was a bad thing to let her son's friend see what her son never should, but she couldn't control the hot quiver deep within her aching hole.
"You can come closer," she told Jason. "You just can't touch."
Jason was beyond speaking anymore as he stepped into place right between Lauren's widely parted feet. His eyes were all over her and his hand was pumping his thick rod harder and faster by the second. Lauren kept fondling her tits with one hand and slipped the other between her legs and began rubbing her wet slit, teasing her swollen clit as she watched the young stud pummel his rock hard meat.
Lauren was just about to shove a pair of fingers into her sodden pussy when Jason suddenly grunted and growled deeply, his big cock erupting in climax. Her young houseguest then spurted a generous load of cum that sent gobs of cream spattering her bared tits and her dress. Some landed on her thigh, dangerously close to her pussy. She could barely believe she just let her son's college friend cum on her, yet a wave of dirty excitement took over while she pumped a pair of fingers in and out of her pussy. She rubbed on her clit at the same time while Jason stared at her, still standing over her with his cock in his hand. The orgasm ripped through her body until she was breathless and dazed.
The still breathless blonde mother hustled Jason off to the guest room where he was sleeping before he could say anything and then hurried upstairs to her own bedroom. She peeled off her cum spotted dress and wet panties, tossing them into her laundry hamper before getting into the shower. She shampooed and scrubbed her naked curves vigorously, as if she could scrub off the whole experience she'd just had.
Lauren took much longer than usual after her shower to dry her hair and get dressed again. It was her way of avoiding having to look Jason or Nico in the eye. Especially Jason. She couldn't stop thinking about his cock, though, and how he'd looked and sounded while jerking his rod in front of her. At the same time she couldn't stop thinking of how she just wanted to have some time alone with Nico. The weeks that went by without seeing him while he was going through his first year seemed interminable.
Nico was back by the time Lauren was dressed and refreshed and went back downstairs to make something for dinner. She could barely look either of the young men in the eye, and even started to feel annoyed that Jason was there at all. She needed to have time alone with the son she'd been missing so much. And then there was the terrible indiscretion with their guest earlier. Lauren was constantly aware of her son's friend knowing what her naked tits looked like. Her naked pussy. He'd even seen her cum. She silently admonished herself at least a hundred times for letting it happen, yet every time she thought about his sturdy, young cock it threatened to make her slit drip into her panties.
She finally made an excuse to disappear back upstairs, and went to bed early, trying to distract herself bingeing on her favorite TV series. At some point, she could hear the boys talking downstairs with raised voices, but she couldn't tell what they were saying.
The blonde finally fell into a fitful sleep, and was barely aware what time it was hours later when she became aware of someone in her bedroom. It was a warm night, but she still had the sheet pulled over her, yet the feeling of it being pulled off her body stirred her to a groggy state of consciousness. She found Jason standing by her bed in nothing but his boxer briefs, gazing down at the body he'd just exposed. Lauren was only wearing bikini panties and a cropped tank top that she only ever put on to sleep in. She was too groggy to think about trying to cover herself again, but when she saw the hard, fully swollen bulge in Jason's briefs she suddenly felt wide awake.
"What are you doing in here?" the blonde said in a stage whisper. Her eyes were trained on her bold houseguest's flat abs and the impressive bulge in his briefs.
"What do you think?" he replied in the same kind of whisper as he pulled the waistband of his briefs under his balls, liberating his swaggering cock. Then he gripped his shaft and began stroking slowly.
Lauren should have kicked him out of the room, but she didn't. "You shouldn't be in here," she said. "What if my son wakes up?"
"I can't help it. I'm leaving tomorrow and I just needed to look at you again."
"I thought you were staying until Friday."
"That was the plan, but Nico and I had an argument. He doesn't like the way I look at you."
"Hmmm, what makes you think I like it any better?"
"Because you get wet."
Lauren didn't like the idea of the argument her son must have had with his friend, but she felt relieved Jason would be leaving the next day. At the same time, she was excited to see him pull out his rigid cock and stroke it in front of her again. It made her think of Nico. Jason didn't even matter to her, and it made her feel wicked to realize he didn't have a clue. The blonde pulled off her top before Jason had a chance to ask.
"You like jerking off to my tits?" she asked her son's friend.
"Oh yeah," he told her. "I wanna fuck them like you can't believe."
"But you never will. You'll just have to settle for looking and jerking off. And this is going to be the last time you're ever going to see them."
Jason just kept staring at Lauren's full, naked tits, steadily stroking his rod while she sat up on the edge of her bed. She began playing with her orbs, fondling her flesh and twirling her nipples tightly between her fingers. Jason was breathing hard, and Lauren's pussy was quickly seeping moisture into her panties.
"Oh god, just let me slide my cock between them once," Jason begged.
"This is as much as you're ever getting, you twisted little perv," the blonde shot back in nasty tone.
Jason only seemed to get more excited by her insult, and he was soon pumping out squirts of spunk that landed all over Lauren's tits. She started rubbing his warm cum over mounds before he was even finished shooting. She gave him enough time to squeeze out his full load of cum, and she was still playing with her tits when she simply said, "Goodbye, Jason," in a dismissive tone.
Jason just tucked his now wet and spent cock back in his briefs and quietly left the room. Lauren lay back down in bed and slid off her panties. Her thick thighs parted wide while she slipped one hand onto her slit to rub at her wet lips while she held the other to her face and sniffed the pervasive odor of cum on her fingers.
Slipping a pair of fingers into her own, sodden hole, the voluptuous blonde replayed the last few moments in her mind. But instead of Jason, she saw her son in her mind. She couldn't stop imagining Nico being so turned on by his own mother that he couldn't stop himself from pulling out his excited cock and stroking it right in front of her. It wasn't long before Lauren's hot pussy was clenching and creaming all around her pumping fingers as the orgasm overtook her.
As she felt herself going back to sleep, she thought of how Nico would never do what Jason had. Jason was a crude, young pig with poor impulse control. Lauren had done a better job of raising her only son. He was more respectful. Sure, she caught him looking at her the way sons shouldn't really be looking at their mothers, but he was too polite and refined to go sneaking into a woman's room simply to jerk off on her tits. He certainly wouldn't be doing that to Jason's mother if they'd been staying at her house.
No. Nico was a good boy. Jason, obviously, wasn't.
Lauren ended up sleeping later than usual, and she got up and took a shower before going downstairs. She took her time drying her hair and getting dressed. She put on a pair of light grey yoga pants and a short-sleeved jersey with a low-cut V neck that showed her cleavage. Her thoughts were all about Nico and how they finally had the house to themselves while she barely gave a thought to going without panties or a bra.
She was disappointed to discover that Nico must have gone out, leaving her on her own. The old beater car she helped him buy so he could get around at college was gone from the driveway. It would have been their first chance to spend some time alone since he got back, and she was also curious to know more about what happened between him and Jason. She hoped the other friends Nico was making at college weren't like Jason.
Yet despite Jason's selfish personality, Lauren had to admit the young man had a very nice cock. And it had been too long since she'd seen a naked one up close, especially one that was hard and swollen just for her. Not that she would've tolerated Jason's obscene behavior any further than it had already gone. A guy like that would only want more and more every time, and he was the last sort of young man Lauren would give it to.
Nico was a completely different story, however. He was better looking than Jason, and of course a much more refined and courteous young man. And from what Lauren had seen of her son walking around the house in nothing but his snug briefs, he had a bigger cock than his friend, too. It was so terribly wrong, but Lauren was aching to see her son's manhood in its full-fledged glory the more she thought about it. She'd been noticing her son's impressive bulge since long before his obnoxious friend, Jason, came to visit.
Lauren wasn't happy to find herself in an empty house. She'd had more than enough of that during the year that Nico was at school. She hoped it wasn't going to be the type of summer where her son just came and went from the house as he pleased, acting like his still beautiful and sexually vital mother was little more than a friendly maid. Nor did she look forward to having the kind of summer they had just before her eighteen year old son left for college. His eager young eyes would roam all over her succulent curves, and the next thing she knew he'd be taking off and probably getting some local slut his own age to take care of his pent-up lust.
Lauren heaved a deep sigh of frustration. She was his mother. It wasn't like she could be the one to relieve the pressure that built up in her handsome son's balls. It didn't matter how much her deeply private thoughts about pleasing his juicy young rod made her pussy quiver and ache. There was no point in feeling jealous of Nico's girlfriends, but it was just one of those feelings she couldn't control. At least she could look good for him and enjoy the harmless pleasure it gave her to catch him sneaking looks at her tits or legs.
Resigned to her frustrating situation, Lauren went into the kitchen and made herself a fruit salad for a late breakfast. She wasn't pleased about not even knowing how much of the day she'd end up spending alone. Maybe she'd get together with her friend, Jasmine. Lauren and Jasmine had been friends for several years now. Both of them being single mothers about the same age to sons who were also the same age gave them plenty in common.
Jasmine was dark haired, and had a leaner, more petite build than Lauren, but the two often compared notes about the way their sons and friends were always checking them out. The other woman was incredibly bold when it came to teasing her son, and some of the things she admitted to Lauren made the blonde blush. But now, after what happened with Jason, Lauren had a story of her own that would surely make her devious friend blush. Then again, the other day Jasmine admitted to going out and buying brand new outfits just to wear around her son. Lauren almost wished she'd done the same thing.
She was thinking of calling her friend to tell her what happened with Jason, but the sound of Nico's car pulling back into the driveway took her attention. Lauren was actually nervous to see him. She couldn't help feeling guilty for what she let Jason do, and she wasn't sure how she could face her son with that in the back of her mind. Could Nico know what they did? Was that why the two argued? Lauren decided to simply do her best to act as if nothing had happened. She was a grown woman, after all, and even if her son knew about her indiscretion what could he really say? It wasn't as if she needed his permission.
The sumptuous blonde had done a quick job of talking herself into feeling much more confident about everything, even a bit defiant, maybe. But the feeling only lasted up the very moment Nico walked into the kitchen with a very unhappy look on his face. He actually even looked angry, which took Lauren by surprise. She was sure the look on his face only meant one thing: that he knew everything about what happened with Jason. It was impossible to speak with him glaring at her the way he was, but he couldn't bring himself to speak either. At least not right away.
"Where have you been?" Lauren finally said, trying to sound assertive but not doing such a convincing job. "I didn't know what to think when I got up to an empty house."
Nico shook his head and went to the refrigerator where he drank juice straight out of the bottle. When he turned back around, he looked even more upset even though his eyes were roaming boldly over his mother's full tits and clearly highlighted camel toe. Lauren felt a wave of heat roll across her skin. She was feeling nervous in a way that was making her nipples thicken into visible nubs in her revealing top while her pussy started feeling warm. If only Nico wouldn't keep looking at her the way he was, but his gaze never averted.
"What's going on with you?" she asked, her voice faltering. "Why is Jason suddenly gone without even saying goodbye?"
"You know exactly why Jason's gone. Why I made him go," Nico replied with a frown.
Lauren felt her body freeze in place while her face flushed with embarrassed heat.
"I certainly have no idea," she tried in vain to deny.
"Mom, there's no point in playing innocent. I heard everything the two of you did last night."
"Oh my god," she muttered.
"Yeah, that's right, Mom. I mean, seriously? Letting my supposed friend jerk off all over your big tits? Really, Mom?"
Lauren felt so ashamed, yet for some bizarre reason she was feeling more and more turned on at the same time. And before she could say anything more, Nico explained that he'd been upset with Jason for looking at and talking about her pretty much from the moment he set foot in their house. After yesterday, he knew something was going on that he didn't like, and then he'd had an argument with Jason. That was when Nico told him he had to leave, but then he got up and listened from the hallway to everything that had happened in his mother's bedroom.



Lauren couldn't believe her son had actually been listening. She froze for a moment in sheer fright. Her nipples were thick and hard with excitement despite the shame she was feeling. Yet at the same time she realized her son was only upset because he was jealous, and that made the warm pulsing in her pussy grow worse by the second.
"So, um, how much did you hear?" she asked cautiously.
"Everything."
"Oh god," Lauren said, barely more than a whisper. She could hardly look her son in the eye now.
"But I guess I shouldn't be mad."
Lauren then looked up at her son's face. He was still frowning, but he didn't look as intense as he had a minute or two ago, except for the way he was staring at his mother's prominent tits.
"No?" she said weakly. "You don't mind?"
"Oh, I mind plenty," he said, moving toward her from the refrigerator until he was standing directly in front of her. "But I understand why you did it."
"You do?"
"Yes. You were wishing it was me."
Lauren gasped aloud. "That's just crazy. I'm your mother."
"That's right, you are," Nico said, reaching for the straps of his mother's top and pulling it down, exposing her extravagantly big tits. "You've been dressing like a slut around me forever," he added. "Admit it, you like me paying attention to you."
Then Nico cupped his mother's weighty tits in his large hands, squeezing and fondling them eagerly. Lauren was shocked, yet her son's hands felt strong and so good. She knew she probably should have slapped his hands away, but she his bold, firm touch felt better than she ever imagined.
"I...I do," she finally admitted.
The voluptuous blonde couldn't control the rush of heat throbbing in her pussy as she stood there with her big, handsome son feeling her tits. Her nipples were buzzing with sensation and when Nico squeezed and pinched them she thought she was going to melt into a puddle.
"At lease you didn't let him touch them," Nico said. His hands were kneading her full globes harder and he was staring at them with a possessive look of lust in his eyes.
"No, baby," his mother replied. "I didn't want him touching me. I knew you wouldn't like that."
"You don't mind me touching them, though, do you?"
"Oh god, baby, yes," she confessed, knowing he'd never believe any lie she could come up with. "It's so wrong, but I love feeling your hands on me."
It was so wrong, but Lauren's heart was pounding with excitement and her pussy was aching so badly her nectar was beginning to seep into the crotch of her yoga pants. As good as it felt, as much as her pussy felt so starved for attention, she was hoping her son wouldn't notice the stain just beginning to spread.
"I know you like showing off your tits, Mom," Nico told her in a forceful tone that made him sound years older. "You've always worn clothes to let them show. You like it when people look, don't you?"
She hesitated. Her face felt hot. She couldn't believe her own son was suggesting she showed off her big, round tits on purpose. Even worse, she knew he was right.
"I guess I can't blame you," Nico went on. "I mean, you've got tits like a porn star, Mom."
"Ohhh fuck," the blonde whispered. Her eyes were making a continual circuit between her son's trance-like gaze and his hands, but now she was also glancing down at the front of his shorts. There was a large bulge forming there, and she was dying to reach for his zipper and release his hot, young cock. But that would be more than she should ever do. It was one thing to let him play with her tits - after all, son or not, it was just a bit of tit fondling, but the thought of touching his hard, naked cock was unthinkable. Yet the sight of his obvious arousal was making his mother's pussy flush harder by the second.
"It's hot having a mom that turns guys on," Nico said. "But these are mine. Only I'm ever going to touch them from now on. You're my mother, and these big tits are all mine."
Lauren's mind was spinning. She was barely even aware of what she was saying when she told him: "Yes, baby. Your mother's tits belong to you."
"That's right, Mom. And here's something else that only belongs to me from now on."
Nico then lowered his right hand and slid it down the front of his mother's yoga pants until he was cupping her smooth, hotly aroused pussy. The other hand continued to play and fondle her exposed tits while the fingers of his right began stroking along his mother's moist sex lips.
Lauren gasped with equal surprise and excitement. She was barely even aware of shifting her feet further apart to give her son's fingers more room to stroke her slit. This was definitely nothing she should ever allow her own son to do. He could obviously feel how wet she was getting, and his searching fingers were only making it worse. But it felt so good. Like nothing she'd ever felt before. She should have felt more ashamed than she did, but her desire for the one she loved more than anyone else in her life was overpowering any sense of logic she had left.
The blonde just leaned back against the kitchen counter and set her feet even further apart. Nico was gazing at her so possessively, so full of hot love and desire. And now his fingers were playing over his mother's achingly swollen clit, rubbing her wet pearl and forcing her to reward him with moans of surrender.
"Your pussy only belongs to me from now on, right Mom?" he goaded her.
"Yes, baby, oh yes," she sighed.
"Yes, what? I want to hear you say it.
"Oh god, please don't make me say it," she pleaded weakly.
Nico slipped a finger into her cream dripping fuckhole, pushing it as deeply into her body as it would go. At the same time, his other hand was going back and forth from one tit to the other, twisting and rolling her swollen nipples.
"Say it, Mom. I need to hear you say it," he told her.
"Baby, no..." she protested under her moans of pleasure.
"Say it," her son insisted.
Lauren took a deep breath to try and compose herself. "My pussy is yours, baby. Only yours from now on. Your mother's pussy belongs to you."
Nico's eyes lit up at the sound of his mother's promise. Lauren could hardly believe the sound of her own voice, yet the slip and slide of her son's finger within her creamy pussy hole made the reality undeniable. He started to rub her slit with his thumb at the same time his finger found her g spot, and within another minute or two the shakes and shivers of an uncontrollable climax were rippling through her body.
She was dazed yet still insanely aroused. Nico pulled his hand out from her yoga pants and pushed it into her mouth. It was heavily coated in her cunt honey and she sucked it eagerly until he pulled it back out of her mouth. Then Nico pulled on the lower edge of his mother's top, pulling it upward as she raised her arms and let him take it off. He then took off his T shirt, leaving them both standing there topless.
"The other thing I liked about what I heard last night was that you never touched Jason's cock," Nico told his mother as he began to unzip his shorts.
Lauren gazed down at her son's hands. She was helpless, frozen where she stood as she waited to see if he was really going to pull out his obviously aroused cock right in front of his own mother. It was like time was standing still when Nico opened his shorts all the way and liberated his impressively swollen cock, letting his shorts and briefs drop to the floor.
"But now that your pussy is mine," he went on, "my cock is all yours, Mom. Every hard fucking inch. You wouldn't touch Jason's, but I know you want to touch mine."
Lauren couldn't deny it. Her son would know she was lying if she tried. Instead she nodded and told him a breathy sounding "yes". Then she reached for his long, thick rod with both hands and started caressing his red hot meat, fondling his balls and shaft all at once. With every second that passed, Lauren didn't think her pussy could feel hotter or wetter, but somehow it did.
"I'll give you anything, baby," she confessed. "Your mother will do anything to make you feel good."
As she spoke, she slowly lowered to her knees on the floor. She now had her son's beautiful dick mere inches from her face as she stroked his throbbing shaft. Taking a moment just to stare at the throbbing erection in front of her, Lauren finally leaned in and began licking around the ridge of her son's cock head. She heard him sigh deeply as her tongue began to explore the full length of his hardness. When she took him into her mouth and started sucking, his sighs quickly turned into moans of pleasure.
It didn't even seem real that she had her own son's cock in her mouth or that she was hungrily stroking his thick shaft with her moist lips. Even minutes before she could have found the words to say how wrong it was, but not now. Now all she could think was that Nico was her son. She loved him more than anyone on Earth, and she belonged right there on her knees pleasing his rigid flesh with her mouth.
Nico's moans grew deeper and more intense while Lauren worked her mouth along his shaft, gripping and stroking the base of his long cock with her hand.
"Oh, Mom, fuck, that's so good," he growled.
Lauren sucked and stroked at his cock like a starlet auditioning for her first fuck video. She knew there would never be another cock for her as long as she lived, and she needed to please him more than anyone else ever could. She slipped her free hand around to his ass, working one finger in between his cheeks to tease his asshole while she sucked him with long, wet strokes of her hungry mouth.
"Fuck," Nico groaned. "Ohhhh fuck."
Lauren almost giggled at the way she used to admonish her son for using the dreaded F word. But now it only made her broiling pussy clench with excitement. He was throbbing wildly as she sucked him ever deeper and harder, sneaking just the tip of her finger into his ass.
With Nico's groans and gasps growing louder, his mother pushed her finger into his ass up to the second knuckle, gently massaging his inner chute while she labored to please his pulsing rod with her other hand and mouth. She kept this up steadily, until her son suddenly cried out and his hot prick exploded, filling her mouth with warm spurts of cum. Lauren sucked and swallowed her son's generous load delirious with pleasure.
His cock only softened part way, but she finally released him from her mouth. Nico guided his mother to her feet and kissed the way no one had ever kissed her in her life. She finally knew what it meant to be truly and deeply desired.
Before she could recover from kissing her son, she found herself being led by the hand into the living room. Nico led her straight to the couch where she sat down and let him yank her yoga pants off. He knelt down on the carpet and spent a long time kissing her again, both of his hands exploring her full tits. But then one of his hands found its way to her smooth pussy, stroking and probing between her lips.
Lauren then watched her son lower his face to her openly offered slit, lapping her wet sex lips with the flat of his wet tongue. She leaned back and watched as she lapped at her pussy, finally sucking her clit between his lips and pushing a pair of fingers into her hole. He kept going this way until she started to cum again. She couldn't see his cock now, but she could tell he was stroking it with his other hand.
The blonde lifted her thick legs even higher, bringing her rosebud into the open. Nico immediately started to lick his mother's asshole, and Lauren couldn't contain her gasps and moans. Once he had his mother's chute completely soaked with saliva, he pushed a finger into her ass and began sucking on her clit at the same time. No one had ever come close to making her feel this much pleasurable sensation.
Lauren came twice by the time her son stood up, revealing that his cock was now just as hard as it was when she was sucking it.
"I'm taking your pussy now, Mom. It's time," he announced, gripping his cock in his hand.
"Yes, baby," she replied. "It's yours. You get it whenever you want it now."
Lauren slid off the sofa onto the carpet and got on her knees, bringing her face all the way to the floor. Knowing her ass and pussy were now fully displayed to her son made her shiver with anticipation. She whimpered aloud when she felt him mashing the blunt tip of his thick cock into the wet folds of her pussy. Once he nestled the head into her hole, Nico clutched the cheeks of his mother's ass with his hands and gradually worked his cock all the way into her hole.
"Oh, baby, yes, you feel heavenly," Lauren purred happily.
Then Nico pulled back until his cock was only inside her to the tip. He suddenly slapped one cheek of her round ass and thrust back into her pussy. The sting of his spank made her inner sheath clench with excitement. Her son wasn't merely content to fuck her, he was going to take her and make her his forever.
Lauren was soon dizzy from the sensation of her son's throbbing cock rocking and pumping into her sodden cunt with long, forceful thrusts. He spanked her once more and then just clutched her ass firmly while he pounded her sheath full of cock. She felt deliciously full, and her son's hard thrusts brought her through two more orgasms, until Nico finally growled like an animal and pumped her pussy with a furious volley of thrusts. His cock was pulsing so hard his mother could feel the warm jets of spunk shooting deep into her core.
When it was over, they spent a long time cuddling naked on the couch. They didn't speak for a long time. For now, it was enough to just feel the warmth of each other's body. Lauren never imagined the feeling of happiness and content that came with having a pussy filled with her son's cum. He had taken her completely. Taken her the way no man had ever done before. She was his now, and that's the way it would always be.
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"Sometimes I wish I'd moved farther away after the divorce instead of taking the house next door," Greg told his eighteen-year-old daughter, Marlee, setting his cup down on the table between them. They were sitting together in the open-air café at the resort they'd checked into the night before, having some fruit and coffee for breakfast before walking out to the beach just beyond the patio.
"How come?" she asked. She did that thing where she cast her eyes off to the side to show how uninterested she was. That's how Greg knew he had her attention. If she were really uninterested she would have been doing something on her phone.
"Because I think we would've spent more time together," he replied. "We could've had whole weekends and holidays just to ourselves."
"Sure, Dad, whatever," she replied, barely looking at him.
After Greg divorced Marlee's mother, he took advantage of an opportunity to take the house next door to where they'd all been living. Since Greg and his ex had parted on cordial terms, they agreed it would be good for their daughter to have both of her parents close. The idea had seemed to work for the most part, but with Greg being right next door, he seemed to see less and less of his daughter as she got older. It was like she took it for granted that he was always there. Now, Marlee would be starting college in the fall, and Greg wanted to make sure their relationship was on solid ground before she became deeply involved in college life.
Greg had done as much as he could think of to make it so she wanted to spend time with him. She had a bigger bedroom than the one at her mother's house, with a state-of-the-art computer and a private bath. He'd even installed a pool in the backyard, and she often took advantage of it, either on her own or bringing friends over to use it, but somehow it got to the point where his daughter would come and go and barely spend any actual time with her father. Many times she'd just walk over and go straight back to the pool without going inside.
Her father had also noticed her bikinis getting skimpier and skimpier, and she even started taking off her top and sunning topless. Her tits were now somewhere between a B and C cup, and she would brazenly expose them even when she knew her father was in the house. It was like she was daring him to go out and tell her to put her top back on. But he never did.
He never imagined he'd end up missing his own daughter while she was living right next door. Sometimes he went out to sit with her by the pool, but she just grew more and more distant and harder to talk to, but never while she was topless. Her tits were so round and shapely now. They were even bigger than her mother's, but Greg didn't join her when she was topless mainly because he didn't want to get caught staring at them. It was bad enough he spent as much time as he did watching her sunbathe through one of the windows. It was even worse that she made his cock hard, and the last thing he needed to do was go out and sit with her when she was topless and end up with a hard on he couldn't control. She'd probably freak out and hate him forever.
Yet there were still times that Greg wondered if his daughter knew he watched her. Was it possible her rebellious toplessness was even supposed to be some kind of challenge?
Marlee had been a true daddy's girl most of her life, but over the last couple of years she started to grow distant. Now, the girl in the skimpy black string bikini and see-through beach wrap sitting across the table was practically a stranger. Yet Greg couldn't help being stunned by what his daughter turned into. She was more beautiful than even her mother now, with her long, dark brown hair and full tits, along with a shapely ass and legs that were just shy of thick.
Greg hardly knew who he was looking at, and it was impossible to keep from paying attention to the girl's luscious body. He knew he was looking at her with much more than simple fatherly interest, yet she didn't seem to care one way or the other. She barely made eye contact with him even when he was talking to her directly.
"That's why I thought this vacation would be a good idea," he went on, hoping they could get back some of the closeness they had when she was younger. Yet she was a totally different girl now. It was almost like going on vacation with a stranger. A very hot, sexy stranger.
"Okay, yeah, well we're here. We're spending time together."
Greg sighed with exasperation. It was going to be a long two weeks if things kept going the way they were.
"I miss my daughter," he told her, reaching the end of his wits.
"Pfff. That's the dumbest thing I ever heard."
"Why?"
"Cuz I'm sitting right here. And we even live next door to each other. We see each other practically every day. You can't miss somebody you see every day."
"That's not the same as being close," her father pointed out. "We used to be like best friends. You were my little girl. It's practically like you hate me now."
"That's dumb. You're my dad. I don't hate you, okay? And in case you haven't noticed, I'm not a little girl anymore."
Marlee rolled her eyes as if he'd said something incredibly stupid.
"I'm aware of that," he said, deadpan. He kept his expression hidden behind his dark sunglasses, but he couldn't help taking a look at the ripe tits her bikini top barely contained.
"Whatever," she said, looking away.
"Let's try not to fight, okay? Let's see if we can get through a morning without sniping."
The girl quickly put on her own sunglasses and flashed a big, phony smile at her father. "See how happy I am?"
Greg sighed in defeat. It was only their first morning and he was already deciding the whole vacation idea was a complete failure. He was starting to feel irritated and didn't want to end up saying something to his daughter that he'd end up regretting later on.
"Okay, fine. Have it your way," he finally said. "So we're stuck here for the next two weeks sharing a bungalow, but we can still have separate vacations. You just go your way and I'll go mine. We don't even have to talk to each other."
Greg regretted the outburst before he even finished talking, but he was completely out of ideas. He expected his moody daughter to agree with him, but all she did was get up in a huff, grabbing her beach bag, and stormed off angrily in the direction of the sand. He watched his daughter walk away, and despite being angry with her he couldn't help watching the pendulous sway of her ass. Her bikini barely covered her firm, round cheeks, and it was easy to see through her mesh wrap. He'd never seen that outfit before, neither the bikini nor the flimsy wrap. It had to be one of the new outfits her mother had taken her out to buy for the vacation. Greg felt like he was boiling inside, but he couldn't deny how incredible the girl looked.
The frustrated father took a deep breath and forced himself to calmly finish his coffee and fruit. He wished he hadn't let Marlee see how upset she made him, and also wished he could think of the right way to get to her.
Glancing off toward the pool area, Greg noticed that the majority of women and girls weren't wearing tops. Glancing down toward the beach he found the same thing. It was a completely different atmosphere than the beaches they knew back home. Marlee might've been comfortable going topless in her father's backyard, but how would she feel about it here with all kinds of people around? He wasn't so sure how he felt about it himself. He couldn't pretend he didn't enjoy the view, but this was totally new for his daughter.
The sight of freely exposed tits did a lot to calm Greg's nerves, but he put them out of his mind for the moment and finished his breakfast. After, he grabbed his things and took the same path toward the beach his daughter had taken a few minutes earlier. The beach was still only sparsely populated, with the resort guests forming a much thicker crowd around the pool where the bar and restaurants were easier to take advantage of.
Greg kept walking until he saw his daughter sitting by herself on her towel. She looked sad and forlorn, like she didn't even notice the lush, tropical surroundings. Her father's heart sank and he wished he hadn't let her see him lose his cool. He wanted to go over and sit with her, but thought they probably both needed a cooling off period, so he found a spot slightly behind her where he could still see her but give her some space.
He tried to concentrate on the book he'd brought along for beach reading, but he was paying more attention to his daughter. For that matter, there were plenty of amazing looking females on the beach, many who were topless, but Greg's eyes always came back to his girl. To him she was the most beautiful creature on the entire beach. He wondered, and even started hoping, if she'd take off her top and bare her luscious tits like so many of the others there. Even though she didn't, he noticed how many of the males that walked by her spot turned their heads to check out her amazing body. Every time a guy did so, Greg felt a mixture of jealousy and protectiveness. But then he also found himself feeling a little turned on and proud that his daughter was so sexy and appealing.
There were a couple of guys who stopped and talked to Marlee for a minute or two. Greg could tell from their expressions and body language that they were hitting on her. Each time it happened, he thought about getting up and going over to her spot to put an end to these strange guys trying to pick up his skimpily clad, teenaged daughter on the beach. Yet it was Marlee herself who discouraged them. Her father couldn't hear what was being said, but his daughter's body language was clear. She wasn't interested. This actually surprised the man. Even though she wasn't at home in her comfort zone at her father's private pool where only he or her friends ever saw her, she still chose to bring along revealing outfits that earned a girl as sexy as her plenty of attention.
Marlee got up from her spot a couple of times to go into the water and swim a little. Both times, when she came back out of the water Greg couldn't take his eyes off her. Her hair and skin were soaking wet and glistening in the sun. Her scant bikini was stuck to her sumptuous tits and pouty looking camel toe. The sight made her father's pulse race as he watched her slowly walk back from the water to her beach towel.
Greg couldn't help wondering if Marlee's attitude lately had anything to do with the way he'd been looking at her. A girl like her had to notice these things. Maybe she resented him. Yet she kept coming to the pool and sunbathing topless when she knew he was home. It was like she was encouraging him. But that couldn't be it. That was just crazy.
Greg promised himself he would let himself get upset with her again. Certainly not while they were on vacation together. Considering her attitude it wasn't going to be easy, but he'd just have to find a way. But if he could just be consistent in showing his daughter that he loved and cared about her like no one else in the world then everything would work out. And he'd just have to find a way to keep from noticing her hot sexuality, too.
Greg finally managed to open his book for a few minutes, but it wasn't long before he noticed Marlee gathering up her things and walking toward him. He couldn't stop watching the girl move as she approached, the sway of her slender hips, the mesmerizing wobble of her beautifully ripe tits in her skimpy top.
Marlee set her things down beside her father and spread out her beach towel next to his. She sat down without looking at him, but he couldn't help watching every move of her glorious, young body. He hoped his sunglasses were hiding the way he was looking at her.
"I'm sorry about before," he said, hoping to break the ice.
"Me, too," she replied, still not looking at him.
"I didn't mean what I said before about staying away from each other."
"I know. I wouldn't like that, either."
"I love you, Marlee. More than you'll ever know."
"I love you, too, Dad."
They sat quietly for a while. Greg felt a huge sense of relief. Maybe a minor blowout between them was all it took to clear things up. Then Marlee took her top off.
The girl's father was trying not to stare at her gorgeous tits, but it was more than he could control. As far as Greg was concerned, it didn't matter how many topless tits were showing on the beach at that moment, the only pair he had eyes for were his own daughter's.
Marlee was giving him the impression of being self-conscious but forcing herself to act like it was no big deal. Even in the hot, humid weather, the girl's nipples were rigid. Greg was in danger of developing a hard on for his daughter what would be impossible to hide in his swim trunks.
He didn't want to discourage her from doing what she wanted. There was nothing wrong with it, and she'd done it plenty of times back home. Except here she was surrounded by people who were open about the way they looked at her, like those guys who'd stopped to talk to her before.
"You don't mind, do you?" she asked, turning toward him and letting her tits stand out openly under his gaze.
It felt like the old tension was beginning to melt away while a whole new one was taking its place.
"Of course not," Greg replied. "There's nothing wrong with it, after all."
"I didn't want to do it when I was sitting by myself. It just feels safer with you here," she admitted.
"I'm glad you feel that way, sweetheart. This is our vacation, and I want you to be able to feel like you can do what you want."
"Yeah, I guess I do. Besides, you've seen take my top off back home."
Greg was taken aback. He didn't realize his daughter knew he'd been checking her out from the window.
"Umm, yeah, I guess I've seen you do that a couple of times," he said, doing his best to downplay his avid interest.
"It just feels better," she said. "Besides, I kinda thought you sorta liked it."
"Well I may be your father, but a beautiful girl is always a beautiful girl," Greg admitted carefully.
Marlee blushed and smiled at him for the first time in ages. "Do you really think I'm beautiful, Dad?"
"I think you're gorgeous, sweetheart," he said truthfully. "And I'm not just saying that because I'm your father."
Greg had hoped this vacation would bring the two of them closer, but he never expected to end up talking to his daughter about her exposing her tits in public, much less while her beautifully bare tits were staring right back at him. But Marlee couldn't hide how pleased she was by her father's compliment. If anything, she just pushed her luscious, young boobs out further, encouraging him to enjoy the view.
"I shouldn't admit this," he added, "but I couldn't help feeling jealous when those guys stopped to talk to you before."
"Oh my god, they were just creeps," Marlee giggled.
A few minutes later, Marlee started to rub sun lotion on herself. Greg couldn't help watching her like a hawk, especially when she took extra time and care to rub the cream into the silky skin of her beautiful tits. Greg's cock started to respond immediately as he watched his daughter cream her tits under his attentive gaze. The girl left her father breathless, and then she lay back and closed her eyes to sunbathe a while.
Greg barely took his eyes off his daughter the whole time. With her top off, her luscious, young body was only covered by a scant, V-shaped piece of fabric that was barely wider than her pussy mound. It wasn't long before the man's cock was throbbing in his trunks. And when his daughter rolled onto her stomach, her generously rounded ass was barely covered by the back side of her bikini. She might as well have been wearing a thong for all it covered.
He had seen his daughter do all these things before, but only from the distance of a second floor window at the back of his house. But now his daughter's amazing body was next to naked and close enough to reach out and touch. And Greg wanted to touch the succulent, young girl more than anything.
Marlee put her top and beach wrap back on when they got up and headed back to the resort restaurant for lunch. They went back to the beach and sunbathed a while longer, with the girl taking her top off again, obviously feeling more and more carefree about exposing her tits to her father's admiring gaze. At one point, Greg got up went into the water. His cock was so hard he didn't even care if anyone saw him walking into the waves with that bulge tenting out the front of his suit. He waded into the water until he was chest deep, then slid his hand into his suit and stroked his cock until he squirted a load of cum inside them.
The release of Greg's own personal tension was sorely needed. When he went back to join Marlee, his trunks were soaking wet and she would never know that her father had just squirted an intense load inside them.
They finally decided to go back to their bungalow and took turns showering off the salt and sand. Marlee went first, and Greg went into the bathroom for his turn while his daughter changed in the bedroom. The bungalow only had one bedroom, and Greg was sleeping on a sofa in the salon. Most of the units were set up this way, being that the resort catered mainly to couples.
Greg took a long time in the shower. He kept thinking about his topless daughter sitting next to him on the beach. It was so tempting to jerk off again, but she was just outside the bathroom door. She could have walked into the bathroom at any moment. It wouldn't have been the first time she'd walked into the bathroom while her father was taking a shower. Yet Greg had to admit it was a terrible idea to keep thinking of his own daughter that way. It was enough that his girl now knew her dad thought she was beautiful. Maybe that's what all the tension had been about. Either way, he was relieved that they were finding a way to get along again.
He put on a pair of shorts while he was still in the bathroom, and then went out to the main area of the bungalow to pick out a shirt to wear for dinner. Since things were going so well with Marlee, he decided they should go somewhere nice.
The door to the bedroom was hanging wide open, and while Greg was deciding on a shirt to wear, Marlee came into the room wearing nothing but a pair of white thong panties that covered even less than her bikini bottom. Her luscious tits were carelessly displayed in front of her father. She was holding an outfit in each hand and approached him like it was the most natural thing in the world.
"Dad? Which one of these do you think I should wear for dinner?" she asked.
When Greg finally made eye contact with the girl, he caught the feeling she was more interested in checking to see that he was still showing interest in her naked tits more than the outfits she was asking him to choose. Standing there in those tiny, lacy white panties, Greg felt his heart shift gears.
The two dresses Marlee was holding were both light weight and short. The yellow one had a ruffled skirt hem and a halter top while the white one was a stretchy, strapless sheath. The yellow one was slightly more conservative, but not by much, and Greg found himself far too tempted to see his lusciously built daughter in the white one. She reacted to his choice with a bright smile and went back to her room to put it on. Her father couldn't keep from staring at her fully exposed ass as she walked away. He started to regret not having jerked off again in the shower. Marlee was getting to him in a big way, and he seemed to be doing everything he could to encourage her.
When Marlee came back, Greg couldn't hold back his reaction to the way she looked in her skintight sheath dress. She hadn't bothered with a bra, and her areolas were just barely visible through the well stretched fabric. And seeing how short it was, he knew she'd be in danger of flashing her ass anytime she sat down. He was stunned. At least they were in a resort where almost everyone was wearing something revealing. And hopefully no one would figure out that the hot young girl he was taking to dinner was his own daughter. After all, Marlee was the hottest looking girl he'd ever taken anywhere.



She blushed and smiled when she saw her father's reaction.
"Does your mother know you brought outfits like that down here to wear in public?" he asked, smiling.
"Oh god, no," she snickered. "She doesn't even know I own this stuff."
"Maybe we should keep it that way," he suggested.
"If you think that's best, Dad," the luscious, young beauty replied.
Greg couldn't remember the last time she'd agreed so easily with him about anything.
"Definitely. How did you even get that stuff without her knowing?"
"You bought them for me, Dad," Marlee giggled. "Remember when you gave me your credit card to go shopping for the trip?"
Of course he remembered. And he remembered the damage the girl did to his balance when she finally gave him back the card. But considering the tension between them before the trip, he couldn't help wondering why she would have gotten outfits like that to go on vacation with her own dad. But as he looked at her in her barely-there dress, with the outline of her lacy, white thong showing through it, he didn't care. All he knew was that he was in the presence of an outrageously sexy girl, and one he happened to love more than anyone in the world, no matter how angry she might've been with him.
"How about if I keep stuff like this in my room at your house, and keep my regular clothes at Mom's?" she suggested with a devious smirk.
Greg returned his daughter's conspiratorial smile. "That's a very good idea," he said. "Smart girl."
"Of course," she bragged. "I'm your daughter, right?"
Greg smiled at her. "I hope you never forget how proud I am of you," he told her.
Marlee blushed redder than Greg had ever seen before. It felt like she was Daddy's girl again, the way she always used to be, and he couldn't have felt happier. Without thinking about what he was doing, he suddenly hugged his girl tightly. He still hadn't put on a shirt, and the feel of his daughter's barely covered tits squashing against his body took him by surprise. They felt amazing, and Marlee wasn't the least bit shy about mashing her orbs against her father's body.
The hug went on much longer than Greg meant, but he wasn't sorry. Except that his cock was starting to respond and he didn't want his daughter to feel him get hard. He finally let her go and hurriedly put on the first shirt he could grab.
As they left the bungalow and walked through the grounds of the resort, then out into the strip of clubs and restaurants nearby, Greg felt prouder than ever to be seen with his beautiful daughter. She hung on his arm as they walked together, more like a pair of star-crossed lovers than a father and daughter. Anyone who looked at them would have assumed that's what they were. Greg realized Marlee's mother would have been telling the girl she looked like a whore if she could see how their daughter was dressed, but Greg thought she looked like a sexy angel.
They found a nice, open-air restaurant that they both liked and had a wonderful dinner together. They talked and laughed together the way they hadn't in ages. Greg finally felt like life was starting to make sense again, and the look of happiness in Marlee's beautiful face was unmistakable.
After they ate, they walked together through the busy commercial strip, where there were plenty of access points to go down to the beach. With everyone dressed in resort wear, Marlee's outfit didn't stand out as being slutty the way it would back home. Everyone was showing off their beach bodies and tans. But Marlee still turned a lot of heads, and Greg felt prouder by the moment. He couldn't help feeling excited by the way other men turned to check out her bouncing, braless tits as they walked down the street hand in hand. He couldn't even describe how it felt that all of those people looked at her and assumed she was his girlfriend...or maybe even his younger wife.
Greg put his arm possessively around his daughter's waist as they strolled, resting his hand daringly close to her ass. She looked up at his face and smiled at him with love. All the man could do was stop walking and stare right back. With all the dozens and dozens of people walking around them, they looked like a couple deeply in love. Greg pulled his daughter into a hug right there on the street. His hands were resting just above the rounded cheeks of her ass, and she surprised him when her hands went right onto his ass. He probably should have said something about it, but it felt good and he didn't want to ruin all the progress they were making.
"I'm so happy we're getting along again," he told her. "I was afraid I was going to lose my baby girl forever."
"I'm sorry, Dad," the gorgeous teenager pouted. "But today you helped me answer some questions that were really bothering me."
Greg looked at her curiously.
"It's just that since you moved next door I didn't think you loved me like you used to," she admitted.
Her father looked at her in shock. "How could you ever think that?"
"I know it was probably stupid, but everything changed when you moved. We didn't cuddle in your big easy chair anymore. You didn't come around me much, even when I took off my top at the pool. Like you didn't want to be around me."
"Seriously?"
"Well, yeah. I mean, everybody likes naked boobs, right? Except I thought you didn't like me. That you didn't think I'm pretty enough for you. I know you were watching plenty of times from upstairs, but why didn't you ever come out and be next to me? I was doing that for you, Dad."
Greg was stunned. "I was trying to give you your privacy," he told her. "I had no idea. I was afraid I'd make you uncomfortable. I thought you looked amazing, but I didn't want to end up doing something inappropriate, sweetie."
"You love me, right, Dad?" she asked.
"Of course, baby, you know I do."
"Then how can anything we do be inappropriate?"
Very subtly, right there on the street with people streaming around them in all directions, Marlee ground her ripe, young body against her father's cock as if punctuating what she just said.
"That would be all too easy, sweetheart. You've been giving me the most inappropriate ideas all day," Greg confessed, letting his hands drop over the girl's ass.
"Good," she said. Then she put her mouth close to his ear and whispered. "I want you to make me Daddy's girl for real. It's all I've ever wanted."
At this point, Greg shouldn't have been surprised, but he couldn't help it. He stared at his daughter, studying her pretty face while the weight of what she said sank in.
"Baby, that would be so bad," he told her, practically groaning with frustration, yet his cock was swelling with heat.
"Daddy, look at me and tell me how bad it would really be."
And he did. He didn't let her go, but he actually held his daughter a few inches away and let his eyes drift over her incredible body. Her dark brown eyes were gleaming as she looked back at him with pure desire in them. He looked at the way her firm, round tits were stretching the thin fabric of her dress, her aroused nipples practically burning holes through it. He looked at her silky smooth, mostly exposed legs and the way just the hint of her skimpy panties showed through her dress.
"Really bad," he told her. "Fantastically bad."
Then he couldn't hold back from kissing her pouting lips and sliding his tongue deeply into her mouth. She sucked hungrily on his tongue while hers swirled around it. Her body ground against his growing cock as they held each other and kissed hungrily in the middle of the pedestrian street, crowds of people still streaming by them. Greg's cock just kept getting bigger and harder while his daughter's luscious body undulated against his bulge. He was dying to lift the hem of her dress around her hips and fill his hands with her warm, firm ass flesh...until someone bumped into them on their way by and reminded him they were in public.
"I can't believe we just did that," he told the girl breathlessly.
"I can't believe we finally just did that," she replied with a happy smile.
Greg didn't know how to tell her that they had to resist their urges. It didn't matter how hot and beautiful she was, or how much they loved and wanted each other, they were still father and daughter. But he didn't say anything.
They started walking back to the resort. On the way, they passed a lot of busy restaurants and bars, but they decided to go down one of the side paths toward the beach and walk back to the bungalow along the sand. There were two main beaches with easy access from the resort. There was the one they'd gone to that morning, and another just around an outcropping of rocks. The second one was a nude beach, and that's the one Greg and his daughter were walking toward from the strip of businesses catering to visitors.
Father and daughter both stopped to take off their sandals when they hit the sand. Marlee snuggled up to her dad and he put her arm around her as they started walking. Being nighttime, there were just a few people out on the sand. There was an occasional stroller out, wearing clothes like Greg and Marlee, but there was also a small group that were taking advantage of the nude beach at night. There were about five people all gathered around a small fire; three guys and two girls. Marlee stopped in her tracks and gasped when she saw what one of the guys and one of the girls were doing.
Their fire gave off enough light to tell that the guy was standing, and the girl was kneeling in the sand sucking his cock, her head moving back and forth. The others were obviously watching, with one of the other males stroking his hard cock in the light of the flames.
"Oh my god, Dad, do you see that?" Marlee said as she stopped walking.
Greg spotted them immediately. The sight made his cock ache even harder as he stood there holding his eighteen year old daughter, the two of them watching some stranger getting his cock eagerly sucked on the beach at night. It wasn't as if Greg hadn't had a few of his own sexual adventures on beaches at night, but finding this scene by accident while he was just walking his daughter home was more than he ever expected. Marlee was staring, obviously completely fascinated.
"I've never seen anyone do that before," she admitted to her father in a low voice. "In videos, yeah, but not like this."
"It's definitely not something you see every day," Greg told her. "But in a resort like this, I bet there's a lot that goes on on this beach at night."
Marlee giggled, but her eyes were glued to the blowjob next to the fire. Greg's cock was throbbing in his shorts while he watched his baby girl stare at the adventurous couple.
"That's so hot," she said. "It's dark and stuff, but I mean just anybody could come along and see them."
"Some people like that," Greg said, barely realizing his hand was gradually sliding from his daughter's hip toward her ass.
She watched eagerly. "Did you ever do anything like that, Dad? I mean in front of other people?"
Greg thought a few seconds before answering her, but he finally just told her he had but without going into detail.
"Wow, Dad, I love that. Did you do it with Mom?"
"God, no," he laughed. "She's too much of a..."
"Prude?" she finished the sentence for him.
They both laughed. The brief mention of his ex's sexual shortcomings made the experience the father and daughter were now having feel more intimate. Greg couldn't deny how much he liked talking to his sexy daughter more like she was his girlfriend.
"I wish that was you and me," Marlee said, taking her father by surprise.
It wasn't as if her sexual connection to her father was any secret by now, but it was shocking to him to hear her say it out loud. Especially since she was excited by the idea of someone seeing her suck his cock. The idea was making him throb even harder, and he pulled the hem of her short dress over her ass so he could fondle her bare cheek. The girl responded with a contented purr.
"You'd want someone to see you sucking my cock? Seriously? Why?" he asked, as if her words hadn't registered with him.
"Well," she thought a moment, "because it's really hot, for one thing. And I don't care who knows how much I love my daddy and how I'd do anything for him."
"Baby, that's..."
"Yeah, I know, Dad. It's really naughty. But it's so hot. And it would make me so happy to love you like that."
Greg's cock was already leaking precum. He took a long look at his daughter's pretty face, still watching the blowjob by the fire, and couldn't imagine anything more amazing than having that sweet mouth devouring his hard cock with love.
Marlee touched her father's cock through his shorts. The feel of her hand exploring the shape of his bulge made Greg sigh. There was no way he would ever stop her.
"You really want that, don't you?" he asked her.
"More than anything, Dad."
He remembered how intensely she'd kissed him back, and he kissed her again now, unable to resist her. He fondled her ass with both hands while she continued to rub his cock through his shorts. There was never a time in his life when he felt like he needed a girl as much as he needed his own, hot daughter. While they were still kissing, he slipped one hand between them and unzipped his shorts, then reached inside and pulled his fully swollen cock out into the open. When Marlee felt her father's hot, throbbing flesh she gasped, breaking off their kiss.
"I need you, baby," he told her. "I need you to suck that cock like you won't believe."
"Oh, Daddy," she sighed. "I love you so much."
Then the girl sank onto her knees in the sand. She took her dad's cock into her hand and began stroking it. At the same time, she began licking all around the head and upper part of his shaft. Greg was spellbound. He now completely ignored the group by the fire and focused all his attention on his daughter. The look on her beautiful face was priceless when she took his dripping dome into her wet mouth and started to suck him, moving her hand along his pulsating shaft at the same time.
"Ohhh, baby, fuck," he groaned, watching her lips encircle his rod.
He could tell she wasn't used to this, which came as a relief. She didn't take any bold risks in sucking him, but kept to doing a mind-numbing job of what she'd probably learned from watching porn videos online. But his pretty baby's mouth felt heavenly, and stroke of her hand like she was milking his prick into her mouth sent waves of pleasure through his whole body.
As he watched her suck and stroke, he kept repeating over and over in his mind: this is my baby girl, this is my daughter. It would probably be days or even weeks, if ever, for this experience to really sink into his lust-twisted mind. For now, he just gave himself over completely to the pleasure of his loving daughter's mouth. He couldn't resist pumping between her lips. Just light, gentle thrust, being careful not to overwhelm her. But she caught on quickly and started bobbing her head back and forth, sucking a bigger portion of his shaft and stroking a little less with her hand.
"Ohhh, Marlee, that's so beautiful," he groaned.
Her eyes were closed in a kind of rapture, and he knew she was feeling the amazement of having her father's cock in her mouth for the first time as much as he was amazed by having it there. He wanted her mouth forever. Yet the pleasure she was so eagerly giving him was quickly building to the point of exploding. He didn't want it to ever end as much as he wanted to pour cum into her mouth like a river of creamy father-love.
Greg laced his fingers into his daughter's dark, silky hair as if he needed to hold her head in place. But there was no need. The girl sucked her father deeper and harder every second. It wasn't long before she became more adventurous, working to take more and more of his throbbing shank into her mouth, swirling her wet tongue and reaching inside his shorts to fondle his balls with her free hand.
"Darling, ohhh darling, Daddy's gonna cum," he warned her in a choked off growl.
Marlee only stepped up her efforts, sucking and stroking her daddy like his cock was made of pure sugar. Suddenly Greg felt the tremors throughout his entire body and spurt after spurt of hot, creamy spunk squirted into her mouth. The amazing girl managed to swallow most of her dad's load, while the excess dribbled down the sides of her mouth.
"Mmmmm, I love this," Marlee cooed as she tried to lick up every excess drop of her father's cum.
Moments later she was on her feet again and Greg kissed her harder than he'd ever kissed a girl in his life. The taste of his cum was fresh in her mouth, and he loved knowing she'd savored every drop.
They barely even noticed that the guy by the fire had already cum, and they were all sitting around the flames like nothing happened. Greg put his cock back in his shorts and put his arm around Marlee again as they kept walking along the sand back toward their bungalow.
Before they reached the outcropping of rocks that forced them to walk into the water to get around to the beach where they'd been that day, Marlee asked her father if they could come back to the nude beach the next day.
"How do you expect me to keep from getting a hard on in public sitting next to a naked goddess as sexy as you all day?" he said.
Marlee giggled with her whole body. "Mmmm, you can always hide your dick in my mouth, Daddy."
Greg laughed, but he knew he was completely powerless around his baby girl. They finally got back to the bungalow and both stripped naked for bed. There was no shred of modesty left between them anymore. They finally curled up together in the bedroom.
"You know I love you more than anything else in the world, don't you, baby?" Greg sighed as they held each other.
"I know you do, Daddy. I'm so sorry I was such a bitch for so long. I didn't think I'd ever get the one guy I've always wanted," Marlee replied.
Greg watched his beautiful daughter fall asleep. As he started to drift off himself, he kept thinking how this was the best and worst thing that could happen all at the same time.
*
Greg woke up first in the morning. Discovering his eighteen year old daughter's naked body intertwined with his made him hard immediately so he quietly got out of bed before he was tempted to fuck her awake. He still wasn't sure fucking her was a good idea no matter how much they both wanted it. On the other hand, after what they did the night before on the beach how much difference would it make.
But this wasn't merely sex. It was something much more than that. Greg and his daughter were undeniably in love, and not in the way traditional fathers and daughters loved each other. But there'd never been much about them that was traditional in the first place.
Greg took a quick shower and threw on his bathing suit and a short sleeved shirt that he didn't bother buttoning. He left a note for Marlee to tell her he'd gone to the café for breakfast and would wait for her there. He hoped she wouldn't be disappointed, but he needed a little time to himself to think about everything that was happening. Their relationship had done a complete three-sixty in less than twenty-four hours. He grabbed a beach bag and left the bungalow.
He fixed himself a heaping plate of food from the buffet and found a table near the corner of the patio area. He spent a while just nibbling at his food and watching the girls pass by who were all stopping off for a little breakfast on their way to the beach. There was so much beautifully exposed female flesh, but all Greg could think about was Marlee. His mind kept flashing back on the way she'd sucked his cock the night before. It barely seemed real now. It had to have been a dream. But then, after losing track of how long he was lost in his thoughts, he looked up to see his beautiful daughter smiling brightly as she sat down with him.



Marlee was ready for a day at the beach, wearing a white bikini that was just as skimpy as the black one she wore the day before. She was wearing her mesh beach cover which did very little to cover anything.
The girl looked happier than Greg had ever seen her. She seemed so content with everything. He realized she was sure of herself and knew just what she wanted. And the fact that he was what she wanted only made him want her even more.
"I was sad when I woke up alone, Daddy," she pouted, but she was understanding when he told he just needed to let it all sink in.
They both finished up the food on Greg's plate, then got up and headed toward the beach. They were walking toward the jut of rocks separating the main beach from the nude area. Marlee kept walking that way and Greg didn't do anything to discourage her. He loved sunbathing nude, and he was sure his daughter would love it, too. She kept flashing impish smiles at her dad as they rounded the rocks and walked into the area where there fully naked bodies lying out in the sun every few yards or so.
Greg realized his daughter had never seen so many naked cocks in her life as she glanced in every direction, looking at naked men of every size, shape and age. He didn't try to delude himself into thinking his was the first one she'd ever seen, but being on a nude beach with dozens and dozens of naked people was obviously a whole new experience for the girl. A twinge of jealousy was hard to avoid, but he was amused and even a little turned on as he watched his girl's reaction to being around all those freely exposed cocks.
"Don't worry, Daddy. I still haven't seen one as nice as yours," Marlee winked when she caught him watching her.
Greg gave the girl a playful spank right there out in the open as they kept walking. They finally took a spot close to where there was a stand of palm trees that formed a natural border at the other end of the beach. The crowd was a little sparser over there, but they still had a good view of the beach, and Marlee obviously had a way to go before she got over her fascination with having naked cocks everywhere she looked.
They laid out a pair of large towels, overlapping them so they had a nice, roomy spot to share. Marlee didn't hesitate to pull off her beach cover and then strip off the two, tiny pieces of her bikini. Greg couldn't take his eyes off her as she stripped naked. She was fantastic in every way. She hesitated a moment before sitting down, taking the opportunity to smile at her admiring father and strike a sexy pose for him. He couldn't believe his teen daughter was standing there so proudly naked for all the world to see. He felt so proud of how beautiful she was.
Marlee finally sat down in a cross-legged position, causing her pussy slit to splay open slightly as he thighs stretched open widely. She looked up at her dad with an even bigger smile.
"C'mon, Dad, join me," she said.
Greg took off his shirt and then pushed his swimming trunks down. He was fully aware of his cock being within his daughter's reach, and that she was staring with admiration as his organ waggled in the sunshine. He sat down before his cock ended up swelling any more than it already was. This was family friendly nude beach, and an open erection would be frowned on. Yet he knew there had to be others like him and Marlee who felt the sensual pleasure of being naked in the sun.
Greg didn't hesitate to sit the way his daughter had. His dick was tingling non-stop and he knew it was only a matter of time before he'd get hard. He'd have to lie on his stomach and wait for it go away, which could end up taking forever with the hot, young nudist sitting right beside him.
"This is so nice," Marlee said. "We should do this back at home at the pool. It feels awesome."
"As long as your mother doesn't catch us," her father replied.
Marlee giggled. "It's a good thing she never bothers going over to your house. And if she did, well what's wrong with nude sunbathing? It's really cool all these families are out doing it together. They look like they're having so much fun."
"Well your mom would think it's weird. Just one of the many things we never saw eye to eye on," Greg said.
"I kinda feel bad for her, to be honest. It feels so good being naked like this. I don't see anything wrong with it."
"Neither do I, sweetie," her father agreed.
"It's even better being naked with you, Dad. I love it."
"I love it, too, baby girl." Greg loved it more than he could even say. In the past twenty-four hours, their lives had changed dramatically, and this just felt like a natural part of it. Every time he started to doubt if he was doing the right thing he started to think how there had to be many other fathers and daughters like them who were completely in love with each other. Greg loved his baby girl so much he knew there was no one who could ever feel the same way about her, and Marlee deserved to be loved that much.
"Imagine if Mom could've seen us last night," she giggled.
Greg laughed along with her. "It's a good thing she didn't. But I think a couple of those people by the fire could tell what we were doing."
"I don't care," his daughter proclaimed defiantly. "I don't care who knows how much I love my amazing dad."
"I love you, too, baby. And I think maybe you liked the idea that someone could see you."
Marlee actually blushed. "Is it bad if I do? Last night I was really hoping those people could see us. My pussy was soaking wet."
"You're getting wet just talking about it now," her father pointed out, staring between her open thighs where her juices were beginning to moisten the lips of her pussy.
"I can't help it, Daddy. I love what we did and I want to do it again. And so much more."
Greg's cock was getting bigger and bigger by the second, and his daughter was watching the progress of his swelling with eager eyes. Just knowing she was looking made it worse. His cock began to swell up so much he had to grab one of the extra, smaller towels to drape over it until it went down. Marlee pouted.
"Aww, Daddy, it makes me sad to see you cover up that beautiful cock," she said.
Greg explained the nudist etiquette to his daughter, yet he was just as unhappy about it as she was. He told her he knew about a couple of other beaches in other countries where swingers and exhibitionists had sex out in the open.
"Oh my god, Daddy, you have to promise to take me there," she insisted.
"Next vacation, for sure," he agreed, his cock aching even harder at the thought.
"Meanwhile," Marlee started but didn't finish. Instead, she shifted to a position in front Greg, blocking the view between his legs. She looked around and found that no one was really paying any attention to them. They were simply two more naked people in a crowd of nudists. Yet Marlee's hand was now sneaking under the towel her father had draped over his aroused cock. She readily wrapped her hand around his hot shaft and uttered an excited gasp.
"It's okay, Dad, no one can see," she said as her hand started to stroke his throbbing rod.
Greg just groaned. His daughter's touch was pure paradise, and she was making every effort to be subtle with her actions. She stroked his shaft slowly, using her wrist to swivel her hand motion so her arm wouldn't be moving and making it obvious to anyone who might glance their way.
"I want to always be the one to take care of you, Daddy," she told him. "I'm your girl now, aren't I?"
"Oh god, baby, yes. You're Daddy's girl forever," he groaned.
The two looked at each other intensely while Marlee's hand calmly stroked along her father's big shaft. He was impressed by how patient and careful she was at making sure no one would notice what she was doing. Her grip was firm and sure, yet her stroking had to remain slow and steady to keep from being obvious. This only made Greg's cock throb and pulse with incredible need. It made his pleasure last yet build to a pitch that drove him crazy.
"I love you, Daddy. I love this so much," his daughter said softly while her hand kept stroking him.
The look in her eyes was bright and full of devoted love. Greg knew there could never be anyone else for his daughter but him. She was too determined to have what she wanted. She'd never be happy any other way. And he knew the same was true for him. He couldn't believe he was just staring in awe at her lovely face while her hand stroked and stroked, ever slow and steady.
He could also see the wet arousal of her pussy. Her sex lips were now soaking wet and dripping her delectable honey onto the towel beneath her ass. Greg wanted to touch that luscious, young pussy more than anything and give his baby girl the same pleasure she was giving him, but he didn't dare. Not there.
"Cum for me, Dad," she encouraged him. "I want to feel you squirt again like you did last night. I loved the way you just let it go right in my mouth."
His daughter's words sent him over the edge. He gasped with pleasure, straining to keep still while the girl's subtle strokes milked hot jets of cum from his aching member. The pleasure ripped through his whole body while his cock spurted hard, his cum soaking into the towel and covering Marlee's talented hand.
"Baby, that was amazing," he told her.
Marlee smiled, looking very proud of herself as well as very much in love with the man she'd just secretly jerked off on a public beach. She pulled her hand out from under the towel and licked his cum off her fingers as he watched. Seeing her tongue dart between her fingers and lap up his cum was one of the most amazing sights he'd ever seen. He knew no one else could ever make him feel the way she did. Only his beautiful, loving daughter.
"Dad, I really love your cum," she said with a twinkle in her eye, lapping up the last of it from her fingers.
They spent a couple more hours on the nude beach, sunbathing and running naked into the ocean. Every time Greg saw his daughter's body soaking wet from a swim he nearly got another erection. Her handjob had been fantastic, but it had only given him passing relief. His deeper need for her was still not satisfied. Only making it worse was the fact that her pussy was wet practically the entire time they were there. Greg finally suggested they go back to the bungalow for a while and Marlee was easily convinced.
Putting their outfits back on, they made the walk back, but this time they took one of the paths up toward the pedestrian strip through the village and walked back that way. It was much less crowded than at night.
The moment they got back inside their vacation rental, they threw their bags down and Greg pulled his daughter into his arms and kissed her hungrily.
"Oh, Dad, I love this," Marlee sighed.
Greg smiled and pulled the girl's mesh cover up off of her. She unbuttoned his shirt while he reached behind her and undid the top of her bikini, taking the time to fondle her lusciously bare tits while she finished taking off his shirt. He continued feeling her smooth, warm orbs while she pushed his bathing suit down and began fondling his cock. He was quickly growing hard again under her loving touch. Standing in place for a couple of minutes, he let his daughter's hand stroke his flesh back to a throbbing hard on while he kissed her and felt her beautiful tits with both of his hands.
Then Greg pulled Marlee closer to the sofa. He sat her down and had her raise her legs so he could pull her tiny bikini bottom off and toss it aside. Marlee then just spread her legs, resting one on the floor and the other on the back of the couch. Her completely shaven pussy was wet and open to her father. He started kissing her again, this time with his rigid cock shaft rubbing against her wet pussy. She moaned at the contact and arched her slit against him, inviting him to push his hard rod deeply into his sheath.
Greg wanted to fuck the luscious girl more than anything, but that would have to wait. He started kissing his way toward her tits, taking his time to squeeze and fondle them while licking and sucking each of her hard nipples in turn. The girl's nipples were obviously very sensitive as she moaned and cooed with pleasure over having them sucked by her father.
After spending a long time savoring the feel and taste of her luscious tits, Greg's lips kept working their way lower on her body, until he was kneeling on the floor by the couch and sliding his tongue up and down her honey-coated slit.
"Oh, Daddy...fuck," the girl moaned, letting her father's tongue excite her more and more.
He explored the girl's delicious, young slit thoroughly, lapping hungrily at her lips and clit and darting his tongue into her hole like a little, wet cock. Marlee was squirming against his face and fighting for breath.
"Yes, Daddy, ohhhh yessss," she cried as he slid a finger into her hole and sucked her pink pearl between his lips.
Greg was ravenous for his daughter. He pushed her lower leg up high and wide to expose her tautly puckered asshole. She nearly screamed when he started to lick her starbud, flicking at the tiny ring of muscle with his tongue.
"Daddy, fuck, yes lick my ass," she cooed and moaned.
Greg was beyond pleased to discover his daughter had such a sensitive rimhole. He licked and flicked her chute rim while slipping a finger into her pussy to massage her g spot at the same time.
"Oh, Dad, Daddy, god, fuck, I never felt this before!" she cried as her father licked and fingered her through at least three climaxes.
Greg would have been happy to keep going forever, but his cock was throbbing with a powerful need. He finally stood up and looked down at his dazed daughter. He followed the drift of her eyes toward his imposingly swollen cock.
"Are you going to fuck me now, Dad?" she asked.
"Is it what you really want, baby?"
"I think you know it is."
"Then let me hear you say it."
A wicked smile curled her supple lips. He knew she understood what he wanted to hear.
"Fuck me, Daddy," she cooed. "Just shove that big, hard cock deep in your daughter's tight little pussy. You know I need it bad."
Greg almost came just from hearing his daughter talk that way. But instead, he got onto the couch between her wide spread legs and took his aching cock in his hand.
"Spread it for Daddy, baby girl," he groaned. "Show me what a hot, wet hole my baby girl has."
Marlee's eyes lit up with excitement as she reached between her thighs and splayed open her impossibly wet pussy for her father.
"See how bad I need you, Dad?" she moaned.
Greg pushed the tip of his cock at the girl's easily exposed entrance. Marlee moaned and arched her hips the second her father's cock head touched her hole.
"God, Daddy, please just fuck it. I'm begging you," she purred.
He then pushed his solid shaft into the girl's yielding hole. She purred and growled as his long, thick shaft slipped inside her and filled her young body. She was looking at her father in awe, as if she couldn't believe she actually had his cock all the way up inside her. Greg wasn't totally believing it, either, except for the hot, silky wet feel of her pussy gripping his rod.
Greg began to slide his cock in and out of her. The two of them couldn't even speak now. There was just the sound of their straining groans and gasps while he see-sawed his throbbing boner in and out of his daughter's creamy core. His balls bunched up against her ass on every thrust, and she was soon meeting his cock with her arching hips, greedy to feel every bit of pleasure of each stroke in and out.
The man was soon pumping his baby girl's pussy harder and faster, causing her delectable tits to heave and wobble with the force of his thrusts. He leaned over and grasped her tits, going back and forth from one to the other to suck her deliciously rigid nipples.
Spurred on by their mutual cries and groans of lust, Greg fucked her sodden pussy until she had at least two more orgasms. He wondered how many the sexually charged girl would be capable of having. By the second one, the quivering grip of her inner pussy was milking his cock to the edge.
"Daddy's gotta cum," he managed to groan.
"Oh, Dad, don't take it out! Let it go inside me!" the amazing girl pleaded.
Greg only pounded his pulsing rod harder and faster, growing deeply as his cock exploded and filled the girl's pussy with creamy jets of cum.
After he finished milking the last drop of cum into his daughter's amazing pussy, Greg took her into the bedroom where they lay together naked and cuddling. They spent a long time kissing and holding each other.
"When we go back home, can I move into your house?" Marlee asked.
Greg didn't think twice. "I'd love that, baby," he told her.
"That's good, because Mom wants to move, and I want to stay with you."
Greg wasn't happy that his ex was thinking of moving without telling him, but if Marlee was happy to live with him that was all that mattered.
"I want you to stay with me, too, baby," he told her. "Forever."
Marlee hugged him tighter. Nothing would ever be the same again. It would be better than either of them had ever dreamed.
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Hayden wasn't sure it was her. The woman walking toward him in the crowded airport arrival lounge didn't look like the mother he remembered, or the one in the few pictures he'd kept hidden from his father over the years. The woman working her way through the crowd was looking straight at him as if she knew him, so thought it had to be her. But he must have changed as much as she did in the past ten years. Either way, he couldn't take his eyes off her. She was tall and blonde with a carefully pampered look that included what had to be a surgically enhanced pair of DD cup tits that were heaving as she walked, nearly falling out of the daringly low-cut dress she was wearing. The dress was indecently short, showing off smooth, slender legs. Her skin was evenly tanned and flawless, and she looked younger than the forty-two year old woman he was expecting to meet.
It couldn't have been Hayden's mother. She looked like an actress walking across a stage to accept a porn star award, except that she looked calm and measured her strides with easy grace. The eighteen year old started hoping it wasn't her. Then he wouldn't feel weird about getting a hard on for a woman who turned out to be his own mother because this woman looked to be a fully self-assured sex goddess.
Suddenly she was standing right in front of him, and he could barely make eye contact with her with those spectacular tits so well displayed.
"Hayden? My god, you're so grown up now," she said with a subtle smile.
"Mom?"
She looked a little awkward when he called her that, but he noticed she blushed a little bit too.
Hayden's father had passed away suddenly a few months before, and he wanted to live with his real mother instead of his stepmother. Cheryl had moved to the west coast and had just gone through her third divorce. Her second and third husbands had both been wealthy, and she was now very well off financially. Hayden's memories of her were very hazy, and since his father strictly limited any contact with her over the years it was almost like meeting a complete stranger. Except she was the hottest looking blonde MILF he'd ever met in person. He even started to wonder if he was meeting the right woman.
"I'm so glad you're here," she said a little bit formally.
She seemed totally self-assured. It was like she didn't even know that half her body was falling out of a dress that made her look like a stripper between shows. Hayden figured his mother must dress that way so often it didn't even faze her anymore. It was just normal for her. And it was much more normal for LA than back in Wilmington where he grew up.
"Yeah, uh, thanks for letting me come," he told her.
She smiled again, just as subtle as the last one. "Well, I'm your mother. Where else would you go?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "I guess."
He started to wonder if he should have stayed with his stepmother, but then Cheryl just told him to follow her to the car. She turned and led the way toward the parking garage while Hayden walked beside her pulling his luggage along. It wasn't hard to keep up with her. She walked at a medium pace, with easy, confident strides, even in heels that looked like they had four inch spikes.
Mother or not, it was pretty much impossible not to keep checking out her smooth, evenly tanned legs as well those barely contained, world class tits that were just as evenly tanned and didn't show a hint of tan line anywhere. They didn't say anything on the way to the car, and Hayden was pretty sure his mother was well aware of the way he kept peeking at her body parts. He was curious about this woman who was his mother and who she was. But he'd also never seen a woman like her at all.
Hayden caught plenty of people looking at his mom on the way to the car, but not gawking in disbelief the way they would've back home. He was trying not to gawk, but he didn't think he was doing a very good job.
She led him to a brand new, black SUV with tinted windows. He put his luggage in the back and Cheryl drove to her house. They barely talked during the ride. It felt a little weird to Hayden. He wanted to get to know his mother but he didn't know where to start. Maybe she was just feeling the same way. It took a lot longer than he expected, but he was surprised to see the lavish, modern home on the hillside where it seemed like you could look out and see the entire world. Hayden liked the place immediately. He wasn't surprised when she led him inside and everything was bright and open, with large windows and more rooms than he could count right away. The furniture was sparse and all of it looked brand new, and it looked like nothing was out of place anywhere.
Cheryl led Hayden up a wide flight of stairs where there was a spacious living room almost as big as the one downstairs, and then a short hallway where there were two bedrooms and the biggest bathroom he'd ever seen. His mother opened the door to one of the bedrooms and told him it was his. It was much larger than he was used to. His mother stood in the doorway and calmly watched him check out his new room. It was a fabulous room, but nothing he'd seen since he got off the plane could compare to his mother's perfectly pampered and generously displayed body.
"It's really nice here," he said, sitting down on the bed.
"I'm glad you like it." There was that subtle smile again. "I hope you'll feel at home. After all, this is your home now and I'm your mother. It can be like a new life for both of us."
"Sure," Hayden agreed, already wondering what it was going to be like living with her.
A silent moment or two passed before Cheryl said anything more.
"Hayden, did your father say things about me? Things that weren't very nice?"
Hayden looked at her and felt himself blush. His father had said a lot of things about his mother, always using them as an excuse to keep the two of them from communicating. He knew his mother was already reading the look on his face. It was too late to think of a polite lie.
"What kinds of things did he say?" his mother asked calmly.
"I don't think I should repeat them."
"It's okay," she reassured him. "It's just us here talking. Mother and son, the way we've never had the chance. You can't tell me anything I haven't heard before, and besides, I want us to be able to talk to each other about anything. Once you get to know me you'll realize you can."
Hayden stalled, thinking. But then he finally told his mother what she wanted to know.
"He called you some pretty bad names," he said cautiously. His mother snickered briefly.
"I'll be he did. Such as?"
Hayden didn't want to say, but Cheryl pushed to hear more.
"Well, um, he called you a slut a lot. And a whore."
Cheryl responded with that coy smile of hers and calmly walked over to the bed and took a seat beside her son. She took one of his hands in both of hers and held it on her lap. The hem of her dress rode up so high that the back of his hand was touching her bare thigh. He'd never felt anything so smooth or warm in his life.
"Do you think those are bad things to be?" she asked him.
"I don't know," he avoided answering.
"Did you believe your father when he said those things?"
"Not really," Hayden replied. "I just figured he was really mad at you. He wouldn't let us talk to each other so I had to just imagine you most of the time."
"I see. Am I anything like you imagined?" she asked.
"Kind of," he admitted. "I mean, in my mind you were always really pretty and really nice."
"Do you think I'm pretty, Hayden?"
He nodded silently.
"That's sweet. I'm glad you think so."
"Do you think I look like a slut or a whore?"
Hayden nearly choked at the question, making his mother laugh.
"That's okay," she told him. "Because I am a slut. I am a whore. Just like your father said. But that should never be a reason to keep us apart, don't you think?"
"No, definitely not."
With one deep sigh, Cheryl's tits nearly broke free of her insanely low cut dress.
"I've always been a highly charged sexual creature," she explained openly. "Your father could never satisfy me even in his dreams. No, one man could. And ever since I was your age I've been what people like to call a slut or a whore. A highly sexually active female. Society makes very unfair judgments about women like me. I wanted you to know that about your mother."
"It's okay, Mom. I'm not like that."
She smiled much more widely this time. "That makes me feel very proud of you, baby. I hope you know how terribly I've missed you all this time, and having you come home to me is the best possible thing that could ever happen."
"I'm glad, Mom. I hated not being able to even talk to each other."
"Me, too," Cheryl agreed. "But I want you to know all these things because I don't want to hide anything from you. And I don't plan to change my lifestyle with you here because I don't think there's anything wrong with it. But you should know because you're probably going to see and hear some things you're not used to."
"Okay, Mom." He wasn't sure what else he should say. He was already wondering what kinds of things she thought he'd be seeing and hearing.
"You can ask me about any of it. And if you really want to you can even watch, as long as you're discreet. I'm not ashamed of who I am or the things I do, and I don't want you to be ashamed of me, either."
"Oh, I wouldn't be. I promise."
She smiled broadly again. "You should've been with me all along," she said. Then she turned her body and gave him a hug. Her enormous tits were mashing against his body and he couldn't help but feel intense tingling in his crotch.
Cheryl finally let him go and stood up. "Well I'm sure you must be tired from your trip," she told him. "I'll give you a chance to rest and unpack if you want to. There's no hurry, though. We have all the time in the world now."
Hayden smiled at his beautiful mother. Then he gazed at her long legs as she left the room and closed the door behind her. The conversation had left him a little bit stunned. He was amazed at how bold and open his mother was, but he couldn't help admiring her for it. And now that she was gone, he took a moment to rub at the tingling cock she'd left him with. She was nothing like he expected, and he was upset with his father for talking about the way he always had. Even though it was like meeting her for the first time, Hayden decided he was just going to love and defend his mother with everything he had. His father had failed both of them, and they had a lot of lost time to make up for.
He expected to be getting a lot of erections over her. Who wouldn't? She was a sex goddess, and by her own admission a horny slut. Well, there were worse things to deal with, and he wouldn't have to look very far for the hottest stroke fantasies ever. Eventually, maybe he'd get lucky enough to find a girlfriend who reminded him of his mother.
Hayden was too keyed up to sleep, so he finally went into the bathroom and took a shower. The stall was huge, with a full, glass enclosure and hand held nozzle that he kept aiming at his cock, making it bigger and harder. He began stroking his rod, thinking of how his mother had looked when she met him at the airport, and of the way she'd admitted to being a slut. But then there was the way her amazing tits had felt when she hugged him. He was working his way toward a hard explosion when the door suddenly opened and Cheryl walked into the room carrying a stack of towels.
"Hey sweetie, I just wanted to make sure you had some clean..." Her voice trailed off when she looked through the glass and discovered her son with a very impressive hard on in his fist.
Hayden froze. He noticed his mother's eyes linger on his cock, which made his throbbing much much worse.
"Darling, we have no prudish attitudes in this house about our bodies or pleasuring ourselves, okay? You might just catch me at it sometime, and we're not going to go around pretending there's anything wrong with it. It's perfectly natural."
"Uhh, sure, Mom. Yeah," he stammered.
Now she gave him the coy smile again, and she took a moment to watch him as his hand began moving back and forth on his shaft again.
"That's a beautiful cock, sweetie," she told him. "You should be very proud of it."
"Uhh, thanks, Mom," he croaked.
She finally turned to leave, but then stopped in the doorway. "When you finish, be a dear and make sure to rinse all your cum down the drain, okay?"
"Okay, Mom."
Cheryl left the room without shutting the door. Hayden didn't know what came over him, but he pounded his throbbing cock like never before, spattering the glass with spunk. And just as his mother asked, he took the nozzle and rinsed his plentiful spooge down the drain.
The next few days were like a blur. Hayden and his mother spent almost every minute together. She took him shopping for new clothes at all the best malls, and showed him the sights in and around the city. They had dinners out at expensive restaurants where the waiters were on a first name basis with Cheryl, and other times where they ate together on the balcony. Cheryl was full of questions, and Hayden was ecstatic to finally get to know his mother. He was careful about asking her too many questions, though. He knew she wouldn't mind, but he still wasn't used to way she lived.
Then one morning he found Cheryl in the kitchen still in her satin bathrobe. It was the first time she hadn't been perfectly made up and dressed like a knockout by that hour of the day. The blonde smiled when she saw the curious look on her son's face.
"This is the day for my weekly massage," she explained. "I have a wonderfully talented girl who comes every week, and today I paid her for a double session so you could have one, too."
"Wow, that sounds great, Mom."
"It's perfectly natural to get a little excited from the massage," she explained further. "So if you go getting one of your lovely erections there's nothing to be ashamed of. Mika is used to that. Besides, she always gives me a happy ending massage, and if you want one like that you just tell her. When you see her I think you'll want that. Do you know what a happy ending is, sweetie?"
"Uh, yeah, Mom."
"Good. You're gonna feel so good afterwards."
About an hour later, a young, Asian woman arrived at the house lugging a folding massage table and a bag full of lotions and oils. Cheryl introduced Hayden to Mika by name, not bothering to mention that he was her son. Mika nodded and smiled, briefly shaking hands with Hayden and nodding matter-of-factly when Cheryl told her they both wanted happy endings today. She hadn't bothered to double check and ask her son if that's what he wanted, but Hayden realized she knew he wanted that even before he did.
Being a beautiful day, Mika set her table up on the balcony where they had total privacy. She was a petit girl who was stronger than she looked. Hayden thought she was beautiful enough to be a model, and he couldn't look away when she stripped down to nothing but a tiny, white pair of thong panties. Her tits were perky B cups, with large nipples that were already swollen. Hayden felt awkward, wondering if he should leave the ladies on their own, but Cheryl told him she'd love to have him stay nearby.
"You should get undressed so you're ready for your massage when it's your turn," his mother told him. Then she took off her robe, revealing that she was completely naked underneath. Her pussy was smooth as silk, without a hair in sight, and Cheryl showed no sign of self-consciousness as she strode naked in front of her son, tits heaving wildly, as she went to the table and lay down on her stomach. Her face was turned toward Hayden, where he was sitting on a cushioned, patio love seat.
Before Mika got started, Cheryl reminded her son to take off his and be ready for his turn. He was already getting hard. After what happened in the shower a few days before, he didn't mind his mother seeing him with a boner, but Mika was a different story. Then he reminded himself that Mika was only wearing those panties that barely covered her pussy and did nothing to cover her tight little ass.
Hayden stood up and took off his shorts and T shirt, sitting back down naked, with a semi-erect cock between his legs. Cheryl smiled her coy smile and stared directly at her son's cock while Mika began the massage at her feet. A dreamy looking cast came over the blonde's expression while the smaller, younger woman began oiling up her legs.
Hayden's cock quickly inflated to full size as he watched Mika's deft hands manipulate his mother's exposed flesh. The masseuse wasn't shy about spreading and kneading Cheryl's ass cheeks, exposing the woman's tight ring even to her son as she worked. Cheryl sighed with pleasure, keeping her eyes on her son's cock the entire time.
"It's okay if you want to touch it, darling," the blonde said. "Just don't cum, though. Let Mika take care of that for you. You won't believe how good she is at that."
Hayden didn't need to be told twice. He gripped his enormous, throbbing cock and slowly stroked his shaft while he watched the agile Asian woman work over his mother's upper thighs and ass. She continued up Cheryl's back and shoulders, until she finally told the blonde to roll over.
Hayden was transfixed by the sight of his mother's perfect tits and insanely smooth looking pussy. She was still looking at him, but while Mika began on her legs, Cheryl started breathing more deeply. The smaller woman was soon massaging her firm, heavy tits. She spent a long time on them, drumming her fingers over Cheryl's swollen nipples.
Then the blonde spread her legs in anticipation, knowing Mika was already moving to her side. The younger woman's strong hands kneaded Cheryl's thighs, finally beginning to make fluttering strokes over the woman's fully exposed pussy lips.
Cheryl smiled at her son and sighed with pleasure. Hayden gazed in awe as Mika worked over his mother's pussy with fleet fingers, stroking her slit and drumming her hardened clit. His cock was throbbing like mad and he wanted to cum desperately, but he remembered his mother's advice.
Hayden watched speechlessly as Mika carefully pushed a pair of fingers into his mother's sodden pussy hole. Working the blonde's clit at the same time, she massaged Cheryl's G spot. Cheryl clutched at the sides of the table and rocked her hips, gasping loudly as the climax over her glorious body, her tits heaving to and fro.
Cheryl came so hard that Hayden almost felt like Mika was making him cum, too. He wanted to cum at the same time as his mother, but he held himself off.
After a moment to recover, Cheryl got off the table and told Hayden to take her place. He got onto the table while his mother took his place on the love seat, sitting with her smooth legs parted widely.
Hayden lay on the table with his hard cock trapped under his body. He faced his mother the same way she had faced him. Seeing her spread so openly, so hot and beautiful, so carefree, made the throbbing in his cock worse than ever. Then Mika started massaging him, following the same circuit up the back of his body that she had with his mother. He was amazed at good it felt to have Mika's hands manipulate his ass, and when it was finally time to roll onto his back his cock was marble hard and throbbing like mad.
Cheryl had that dreamy look on her face again, and she reached for her pussy with one hand and started to stroke her slit while Mika massaged the front of her son's hard, young body. Hayden gazed at his mother, transfixed by the sight of her fingers drumming and raking over her obviously wet slit. Her pussy looked perfect, and it was hard to believe she was spreading it open for him to admire while the younger woman ran her oily hands all over his naked body. He tried to ignore the intense throbbing of his cock. It was the first time he'd ever gone this long without making himself cum and his whole body just felt so good.



Hayden's mother started to focus her efforts on her clit, rubbing that swollen pearl firmly while the pleasure she was feeling was all over her pretty face. Her immense tits waggled enticingly as she massaged her nub. Every time Hayden looked at his mother's face she was either looking at his big, fully exposed hard on or looking back at his face with a look of ecstatic happiness in her eyes.
Mika then took a moment to smear oil over her perky tits, then she leaned over and started dragging them back and forth across Hayden's cock. Her nipples were big and hard and they felt so good scraping across his skin. She spent several minutes massaging his cock and the area all around it with her tits, then she straightened back up and took his red hot shaft into her hand. Hayden felt himself gasp with pleasure, and he hear his mother do the same thing while slipping two of her fingers from her other hand into her pussy hole.
Now Cheryl was sliding her fingers in and out of her hole while rubbing her clit with the other hand. Hayden wasn't sure if he should believe what he was seeing.
Mika began stroking his cock with a firm grip. She caressed his balls with the other hand for a moment or two, but then used that hand to encircle the base of his shaft tightly. She gripped the root of his organ tightly like a cock ring while her other hand was gliding up and down his shank with corkscrewing strokes.
Hayden had never felt anything like this before, and the combination of pleasure and pressure was building inside him like a pressure cooker. His mother was smiling back at him. Her two handed assault on her own pussy and clit never let up and she was clearly well on her way to the peak of her own pleasure. Yet she was gazing back at her son with gleaming excitement in her eyes. He knew she understood what he was feeling. She was excited to see him experience such intense pleasure for the first time.
Mika kept gripping Hayden's thick shaft and stroking with her top hand until the pressure in his balls was building to a level he'd never felt before. Suddenly, the petite Asian eased the pressure of her grip with the bottom hand, allowing the teenager's spunk to go shooting up through his rod in a head-spinning explosion of spurting cum.
"Ohhhh fuck!" Hayden cried out. His cum was spurting straight up in the air, farther than he'd ever squirted before. His shooting cum was landing all over his body and some even landed on Mika's tits.
"Oh yes!" his mother cried out as she furiously pumped her pussy, bringing herself to a simultaneous orgasm with her son. Her eyes were glazed with lust and excitement as she watched her son's cock erupt and spatter both his own and her masseuse's bodies.
Hayden needed some time to recover from cumming so hard. Knowing his mother had cum along with him had only made his climax more intense. He was still feeling a little dazed when he finally got off the table. Mika had already toweled his cum off her tits and was getting dressed, although he and his mother were in no hurry to put any clothes on.
Cheryl got up and handed Mika an envelope full of cash.
"Same time next week?" she asked the younger woman. "A double session for both of us?"
Mika smiled and nodded. Hayden wondered if she'd figured out she'd just given happy ending massages to a mother and her son. Either way, if the masseuse was going to come back and do this every week she was bound to learn the truth sooner or later. Hayden realized he didn't mind. Maybe he even wanted the younger woman to know. He felt proud of his bold, adventurous mother. And on top of that, she was the most overtly sexual animal he'd ever known in his life.
After Mika left, Hayden and Cheryl sat naked on the balcony, sunning themselves for a while. Even though they'd been naked around each other a few times in the past few days since Hayden got there, it was the first time they'd hung out together completely in the nude. But considering the audacious way Cheryl always dressed, the woman's body held no mysteries for her admiring son. Yet he still loved seeing her naked. Being naked together. They'd both had incredibly good orgasms and now the sun felt so good on the bare bodies. Hayden loved his mother even more naked. It just felt like they were completely open to each other. He'd never felt so comfortable with anyone in his life. It was then that he realized he felt happy. Happy to be reunited with his mother, and happy that they could be so open and at ease with each other.
"I could tell you enjoyed your massage," Cheryl pointed out with her coy smile.
Hayden was beginning to smile the same way, subtle but so suggestive.
"It was fantastic," he said. "I'm glad we could do that together."
"Oh, baby, that means so much to me. I've never shared that with anyone else, and you'll be the only one I ever do."
Hayden felt good about that. He wanted to have something with his beautiful mother that no one else did.
"You should shave that body, though," she suggested. "Trust me, everything will feel so much better. If you want, I could even take you to the spa where I get my regular waxes."
"Doesn't that hurt?" Hayden asked, although he was truly interested. His mother had yet to steer him wrong.
"Everyone has a different threshold," she told him. "But it's worth it. How about just trying it once? Then, if you don't like you don't have to go back."
Hayden smiled at his mother again. He was willing to try anything.
It was only the next day that Cheryl got Hayden an appointment at the spa where she got her waxing done and arranged for him to get the male version of a Brazilian wax. It wasn't as painful as Hayden expected, except maybe around his balls, but later on he felt it was worth it.
The morning after his wax, Hayden got up and went out naked onto the smaller, second-floor balcony. He loved the way his newly smooth body felt, and he wanted to get an all-over, line-free tan like his mother had. It felt so good to feel free to go out naked whenever the mood struck him, and he was quickly developing a huge liking for lying out nude in the sun. He was also excited by how pleased his mother was with his new appearance. She hadn't been at all shy about telling him how good he looked when she went into the bathroom while he was showering. It made him feel bolder and more confident.
The feel of the sun and air on his smooth body was enough to make his young cock begin to grow thick. He couldn't resist caressing his balls and growing shaft. He was hard before long, and couldn't keep from stroking his shaft. That's what he was doing when his mother came out with two cups of coffee.
Cheryl gazed at her son's aroused cock with her coy smile as she set Hayden's cup on the stand beside the chaise he was on, then she took hers and took a seat on a deck chair. She was wearing her usual, daringly short style of dress. Today it was a form-fitting sheath dress with spaghetti straps that left the size and shape of her braless tits fully accented.
Sometimes Hayden couldn't decide if he loved seeing his mother more in the slutty looking clothes she always dressed in or just completely naked. He hadn't seen her naked since Mika was there to massage them, and the sight would never leave his mind.
"You look like you're feeling good," Cheryl said as she sipped her coffee, gazing at her son's cock over the rim of her cup.
"I feel great like this," he replied, referring to how good his body felt after the wax. Keeping his cock in one hand, he reached for his coffee with the other.
"Well, you look fantastic, sweetie. And it makes your cock stand out so beautifully. You do have such a lovely cock."
"Thanks, Mom. I'm really glad you like it."
"You can keep stroking it, if you like, baby. I guess you already know I enjoy watching that."
"I really liked watching you, too, Mom," he said, thinking of the way she'd made herself cum at the same time Mika had made him cum so hard.
"I could tell, sweetheart. That made me feel so good. I know we're still kind of getting to know each other, but that made me feel so close to you."
"Me, too," he agreed.
"So you don't think it's weird that your mother thinks you have a beautiful cock?" she asked, looking as if she already knew the answer.
"No, Mom. I really like that you do. I mean, I think your body is amazing, too, so I wouldn't want that to be weird for you, either."
"I think it's the sweetest thing in the world, baby," she said.
Then his mother suddenly excused herself and went inside. She went into her bedroom and returned just a moment later with a small bottle of lube, which she set beside Hayden's coffee cup.
"There," she said. "I think you'll find that oil just perfect for stroking that beautiful cock."
Hayden wished she would just stroke it for him. After all, they were already far more sexual with each other than "normal" mothers and sons. But maybe she just felt like that would be going too far. He wanted her like crazy, but he couldn't help but understand her feelings. He thanked her for the lube and proceeded to drip some onto his hand, then smeared it all over his shaft and balls.
His heart started pumping faster when he saw the renewed interest in his mother's eyes. His cock was hard and glistening with a coat of oil, smoothing the glide of his stroking fist.
"I'd love to join you sunbathing," she said, "but I've got a couple of appointments I have to get to. But how about something more to look at while you stroke?"
Hayden nodded and kept stroking his cock while his mother slipped the straps off her shoulders and pulled the top of her dress off her enormous tits. She smiled and played with her nipples while she watched her son stroke his magnificent rod.
"You really like my tits, don't you, baby?" she asked none too coyly. "I could tell when I picked you up at the airport."
Hayden smiled back at her. A few days ago he would've been embarrassed, but life was rapidly changing in the most unexpected ways.
"Who wouldn't like those tits, Mom? They're amazing," he told her.
Cheryl's smile told him how pleased she was with his compliment. "Enjoy them as much as you want, baby," she said.
Hayden kept stroking his cock and watching his pampered looking mother fondle and play with her exposed tits. He wanted to feel them more than anything in the world, but he also respected his mother's limits. Besides, it would be stupid to complain.
"I'm so proud of how big your cock is, darling," she told him.
She went on to talk about his cock while he stroked it, her hands never once pausing in their grasping and groping of her tits. Hayden was throbbing wildly, and he never took his eyes off his mother as he fist-fucked his hot, thick stalk. But before too much longer he grunted and gasped with pleasure while climax exploded, his succulent cock spurting cum all over the front of his smooth body.
Afterwards, he lay back and caught his breath while his mother smiled and calmly rearranged her unwieldy tits back in her dress. She got up to go to her appointments, but as she passed Hayden, she paused and dipped her finger in one of the dollops of cum on his chest. She held the finger to her mouth and sucked the bit of spunk into her mouth.
"Mmmmm, you taste so good, too," she told him proudly.
"I should be back in a few hours," she added. "You can take the second car if you need to go anywhere. Oh, and later on a friend of mine will be coming to visit. A male friend. Just a casual friend, but we'll be visiting in my bedroom. I'll leave the door open for you if you want to watch us, but don't let him see you, okay? He knows you're my son so I wouldn't want it to be weird for him." She paused a little dramatically. "But it wouldn't be weird for me. Not at all."
"It's okay, Mom," her son replied, wondering what his mother would be doing in her bedroom with her "friend".
Cheryl had warned him he might be seeing some out of the ordinary things living under her roof, and now he imagined he was going to find out what she meant. As if the session with Mika hadn't been a big enough hint.
After she left, Hayden went into the bathroom and toweled the cum off his body. Then he pulled on a pair of shorts and went down to the small exercise room his mother had set up on the ground floor. After a good workout, he went back up and showered, getting dressed in a fresh pair of shorts and T shirt. He cracked open the new laptop she'd given him and went online to research colleges in the area. Once he started college it would be easier to meet girls he could do more with than his mother. Yet he didn't want to give up what they had. But if his mother could have friends with benefits, why shouldn't Hayden?
Later on after Cheryl got back home, they had dinner together on the lower balcony. His mother asked if he wanted to suggest an outfit for her to wear for her friend's visit in another hour. He said he liked the purple dress she had on when she picked him up at the airport the other day.
"Your legs and tits look amazing in that dress," he told her.
"Oh my, that's a very slutty outfit," she snickered.
"All your outfits are slutty, Mom."
"Why Hayden!" she exclaimed with mock exasperation. "Is that any way to talk to your mother?"
Hayden laughed. "It would be with an average mother, but my mother is way above average," he said with a proud smile.
Cheryl sighed. "You're the best son any mother ever had."
Hayden was falling more in love with his mother every day, and he was sure she felt the same way.
After dinner, she went upstairs and put on the dress he loved seeing her in. She found a pair of heels that matched, different from the ones she'd worn to the airport the other day. When her friend finally showed up an hour later, Hayden was out on the upper balcony with his laptop. Cheryl and her male visitor hung downstairs for a while. He could hear them talking while his mother opened a bottle of wine. After a couple of glasses each, they came upstairs.
Cheryl came out to the balcony with her friend and introduced him to Hayden.
"Nick, this is my son, Hayden."
Hayden didn't bother getting up to shake hands. Nick gave him a perfunctory nod and greeting while Hayden gave the older man a much more thorough appraisal. The teen knew Nick had something else on his mind. He couldn't blame the guy, not when he was about to disappear into Cheryl's room with her. Nick was probably a little younger than Cheryl, but not by very much. He looked to be in pretty decent shape except for a slight paunch in front. He was good looking and wore his hair cropped short. And he seemed to be much too eager to fuck Cheryl to be worried about doing it with her son in the house.
Casting a knowing smile over her shoulder at her son, Cheryl led Nick back in and toward her room. Hayden watched them walk away, watching his mother's luscious legs as they propelled her down the hall. He closed his laptop and listened. From the balcony, all he could hear was the indistinct murmur of their voices talking quietly so he got up and padded quietly closer to his mother's carelessly open doorway.
Yet Hayden knew Cheryl's open door wasn't careless at all. He knew his mother was inviting her son to listen and even watch. Lingering near the door without trying to look in, he heard his mother ask Nick if his wife knew where he was.
Nick laughed. "Hell, no," he replied. "If she knew I came over here on my own she'd probably call that divorce lawyer she thinks I don't know she's fucking."
Cheryl snickered. "Well I guess we better not tell her, then. Now why don't you sit back and let me do the work?"
"Oh yeah," Nick replied, half in a growl.
Hayden waited and listened. Nick started sighing deeply.
"Mmmm, that cock is getting hard so fast tonight," his mother said. "You must really need it."
"Fuck, yes, I need it bad," the man groaned.
"Oh, I love how big and hard you get for me," Cheryl said.
Hayden then chanced a quick look into his mother's bedroom doorway. The chair that was usually in the corner of the room near her computer table had been moved to the open area near the end of her bed. It was angled so Nick was facing the opposite corner and couldn't see the doorway. Meanwhile, while his mother was kneeling on the floor between Nick's feet, Hayden could see her clearly. He had an angled side view of Nick's naked body as he sat in the chair, and the man's fully aroused cock while his mother knelt on the carpet, stroking his shaft and fondling his balls with both of her hands. When she spotted her son looking in at them, that same, coy smile crossed her pretty lips but she didn't look at Hayden directly.
Hayden could tell his mother didn't want to draw Nick's attention to the doorway. He moved his body into the doorway so she could see him. Considering the way she had Nick distracted with her skillful attention to his excited cock it didn't seem like much a risk.
Cheryl was maddeningly patient in the way she stroked and caressed Nick's cock. Her hands looked just as skilled as Mika's, but her style was so different. She stroked Nick's cock with slow patience, thumbing the underside of the head and making him moan deeply. Hayden was amazed and his own cock was growing hot and hard in his shorts as he discovered his mother's avid love of cocks. The way she was handling Nick's cock looked like she was pleasing herself as much as him. But it was also just as clear that Cheryl was excited by having her son watch her.
Hayden pulled the band of his shorts down below his balls, exposing his impressively engorged cock to his kneeling mother as she deftly handled Nick's cock. He wanted her to see how she was affecting him, wrapping his hand around his thick, hard shaft and stroking it while she caressed and massaged the other man's cock.
"It's so hard, so nice. I love that cock," Cheryl cooed sexily. A quick dart of her eyes toward Hayden told him she really meant those words for him.
Meanwhile, Nick was sighing with pleasure while Cheryl patiently worked over his shaft and balls with both of her hands. Part of Hayden felt jealous, but throbbing excitement in his swollen rod was also because he felt proud of her. She was sexy and so amazing, and her son was astonished by the way she had the other man under her sexual spell. For that matter, she had her son under her spell, too. Hayden wanted to be the one sitting in that chair feeling his mother's special attention to his aching cock. He was sure she must be wishing the same thing, but they were mother and son, after all. They couldn't possibly go that far.
Cheryl pulled her magnificent tits free from her open-front dress and wrapped them around Nick's cock. Nick groaned his approval.
"Oh yeah," he told Hayden's mom, "stroke that cock with those big tits, baby."
"You like these tits, don't you?" Cheryl asked him, casting a quick glance at her son in the doorway.
"You know I do," the man said.
Hayden stroked his cock and watched his mother massage Nick's cock with her tits. She held them in her hands and slid them up and down the man's rock solid shaft. After a while she reared back and went to work on his dick with her hands again. She held his shaft upright and leaned forward to slide her tongue up the underside, then letting it swirl around the flared ridge of the head. Nick moaned with pleasure and Cheryl then took his hard flesh into her mouth, patiently stroking and sucking him at the same time.
The hem of Cheryl's dress was riding up around her hips, exposing more of her legs and ass at the same time. Hayden was dying to see her directly from behind and stroke his cock as he admired his mother's asshole and smooth pussy slit. But her slow, patient sucking and stroking of Nick's cock kept him hard and stroking until precum was steadily dripping from his head. He lubed his shaft with his own goo, pleased to see his mother's eyes darting in his direction every chance she had.



Nick seemed to stay hard for a long time, and Hayden realized his mother's slow patience was her way of keeping the man on the edge and letting his pleasure build slowly but surely. She kept working his cock with her talented mouth and one hand while she slipped her other hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy while she continued sucking and stroking Nick. Hayden wished he had a better view of his mother's wet pussy, but it was so hot to watch her steal some pleasure for herself while working on pleasing the cock in her mouth.
Eventually Nick started to grunt and gasp. Cheryl seemed to know his reactions well. She barely changed the pace of her sucking and stroking, which made Nick groan even more deeply until he gasped and started to climax. Cheryl took some of his cum into her mouth, then pulled away and stroked the rest of his load onto her tits.
Hayden's cock was throbbing madly. He couldn't imagine how good it would feel to be on the receiving end of his mother's skillful attention. But after Nick finished cumming, Cheryl cast a quick look at her son and he knew he had to sneak away from her doorway before Nick saw him.
Hayden padded silently into his bedroom. Closing his door, he stripped naked and kept stroking his cock. He felt like pounding his rigid meat hard and fast, but he couldn't stop thinking about his mother's slow, patient way of milking Nick's cock to a hot, intense release.
Listening at his door, he could hear the murmur of voices from Cheryl's room, and within a few minutes Nick was heading out of the house. Hayden could hear his car start up and pull away. That's when he left his room again and went back to his mother's, just standing naked in her doorway again with his achingly swollen rod in his snug grip.
Cheryl was sitting in the same chair Nick had, but she'd moved it again to face the doorway directly. Hayden realized his mother had been expecting him to appear. Her lusciously big tits were still hanging out in the open, and her dress hem was up around her hips. Her slender legs were parted wide and exposing her silky wet slit. She was raking her fingers up and down her slit, and she smiled when her obviously aroused son appeared in her doorway. She watched Hayden stroke his cock while he watched her massage her pussy.
"I think you liked watching your mother suck her friend's cock and make him cum," the blonde said.
"I did. And I know you could tell."
"Yes, baby, I could tell."
"And you liked having me watch," Hayden added.
"I loved it, baby. I've never felt so close to anyone," she said.
"Me neither," he agreed.
"You don't think it's weird to have such a horny mother?"
"I love it, Mom. And I love you. I want you to be happy."
"You make me happier than I've ever been before, my love. I can't help feeling this way around you."
As if to emphasize her point, Cheryl spread her glistening, wet pussy open wide and fingered her hole for her son. Hayden's pulse raced at the sight.
"You're not the only one, Mom," her son replied with a shaky voice.
She slide a finger up inside her pussy, slowly stroking it in and out. "Could you tell I was wishing Nick was you instead?" she asked.
Hayden nodded. "I was wishing I could be him, too," he admitted. "Is he your boyfriend?"
"Oh god, no, baby. He's kind of an asshole, to be honest, but he has such a nice cock. I have a small group of friends like Nick. We just get together to take care of our mutual urges, that's all."
"I don't think he deserves you, Mom. Dad didn't deserve you, either. You should have someone who loves you like I do."
"I know, baby. But...I'm your mother. We've already broken so many rules." She whimpered softly and dug her finger deeper. Hayden could tell she was reaching for her G spot.
Hayden walked into the room and stood directly in front of his mother's chair. He was close enough to reach out and touch her while his hand kept stroking his dick shaft. Her eyes were gleaming as she watched him stroke.
"We're not like other people, Mom," he said. "We don't need to live by the same rules."
Hayden could smell his mother's intense arousal. Her slip-sliding finger was beginning to make slicking noises as it pumped steadily in and out of her hole.
"Baby, think about what you're saying," the blonde said, her eyes steadily trained on his throbbing cock and stroking fist.
"I know you want my cock," he told her. "I know you like it better than your friend's. It's bigger and harder and much nicer and you know it. I can see it in the way you look at me."
Hayden never imagined talking to his mother this way, but his desire for her was immense and pushing him to become the young man he knew he could be for her. He reached down for her free hand and brought it to his cock. She instantly curled her hand around his shaft and started stroking him.
"Oh, no," she said breathily, despite her readiness to fondle her son's rock hard organ.
"Oh yes," Hayden replied. "That's so good, Mom. And you know it's right. I don't even want to hear you say Nick's name anymore. I have a bigger, better cock for you anytime you need it."
"Oh god, baby, I need it so much," his mother mewled.
Her usual air of confidence was changing to lustful need right before her son's eyes. She took her finger out of her pussy and started stroking and massaging her son with both hands, pleasing his sensitive shaft and caressing his balls at the same time. Just from watching, Hayden could tell his mother's loving touches were eager and firmer than what she'd given Nick.
He stood a while watching the blonde massage his cock, often looking up at him as she worked. Without a doubt, his mother was the hottest, most talented cock pleaser who'd ever held his rod in her hands. She was making him ache harder and harder by the second. He couldn't resist reaching for the back of her head and pulling her face toward his cock.
"Taste that cock, Mom," he groaned. "Suck it."
"Bad," she cooed. "Ohhh, so bad."
Then her tongue snaked out of her mouth and lapped all around her son's big shaft. She licked every inch of him, taking her time and clearly savoring the taste of his hot, swollen flesh. She licked and sucked the head, driving his pulse rate even higher while he cupped his smooth balls in her hand. Hayden groaned and began pushing deeper into his mother's mouth. His thrusts were easy but insistent. Cheryl looked up at him with surprise in her eyes. She was obviously used to taking control of things with her other men, but Hayden wasn't about to treat her like any of them. He was her son. What they had between them was too special for anyone else to understand.
Hayden was soon thrusting strong and steady into his mother's wet mouth while she closed her eyes, her expression practically rapturous. He was barely able to fathom what he was seeing, not to mention the incredible sensation of the woman's agile tongue swirling against his driving shaft. His hands went to her sumptuous tits, fondling and squeezing her smooth orbs while his cock delved between her moist lips.
After as long as he could take, he pulled his cock from the blonde's mouth and pushed her dress off her shoulders.
"Take it off, Mom," he said. "I want you naked. Besides, that dress hardly covers anything anyway."
Cheryl almost looked disoriented. Hayden realized she probably never let the other men tell her what to do, but she stood up and removed the dress that was barely covering her body. He took her by the hand and led her to her bed. She followed meekly and sat on the edge of the mattress.
"Good, Mom," Hayden said, standing in front of her. "Now massage my cock with those amazing tits. I deserve it more than your other guys do."
"Yes, baby, you do," she replied.
Hayden pushed his cock between his mother's big globes and she pushed them together around his shaft, massaging his pole the way he wanted. He stood and watched her stroke his meat with her boobs, savoring the feel of her silky, warm skin along his. Precum was oozing heavily from his knob, wetting his mother's tan skin.
Eventually, Hayden leaned over and kissed her, pushing his tongue deeply into her mouth. His heart nearly exploded just being able to kiss his sexy mother like she was his, not to mention his wildly throbbing cock. He then got down on his knees so he could fondle her heavy tits and go back and forth, sucking each of her swollen nipples in turn. Her sighs and moans of pleasure only made him want to keep going for as long as he could. But at the same time, he reached between her thighs and started to finger her pussy with his right hand. Her moans immediately grew deeper, and within seconds she lay back against the bed and planted her feet on his shoulders, opening her pussy wider.
Hayden slid two fingers into his mother's fuckhole and began licking at her honey-slick sex lips, all around his thrusting fingers. Cheryl gasped and cried out her desire. Then Hayden swirled his tongue around her clit and sucked her pearl in between his lips, sucking and lapping at her pleasure node while his fingers thrust without stopping. He kept going until his mother rewarded him with two, hip-grinding orgasms almost one after the other.
When she caught her breath, Cheryl raised her head and looked at her son in amazement.
"Go sit on the chair, baby. Mama's got something special for you," she said.
Hayden went to chair and sat. When his mother came to him and straddled him, he stretched his legs out and slid his ass to the edge of the seat, making it easier for her to reach down and grab his cock. She held his bone in place while she pressed the hot, wet lips of pussy to the head of his cock.
"Fuck, yes, Mom," he groaned. "Ride that cock."
"Ohhhhhh, fuck," the woman moaned as she lowered her pussy onto her son's rigid prick.
Hayden groaned with pleasure as his mother's hot sheath began to swallow up every, throbbing inch of his huge cock. She sank down his shaft and began rising up down, milking him with her pussy. Her hips rolled erotically as she used her legs like springs and gave his pole a delirious cunt massage.
Hayden was soon grasping at his mother's enormous tits, kneading them and twisting on her rigid nipples while she rode his cock. After all the stimulation he'd had, Hayden didn't know how he could hold out much longer, but his mother seemed to know just how hard and fast to pump her pussy up and down that cock.
Cheryl was moaning deeply with pleasure. It was all over her face. Hayden was satisfied to realized she hadn't looked at Nick at all the same way. She began riding him faster, losing control of her measured strokes and milking her son's fat member for every ounce of friction she could feel.
She began gasping and crying out that his cock was making her cum again. Hayden felt the rippling clamp of his mother's inner sheath. The milking stroke of her sodden cunt was more than he could take any longer, and he finally thrust hard up into her body and pumped her deeply with hard spurts of own her own son's spunk.
Hayden's orgasm went on almost as long as his mother's and left her hole filled with hot cream.
Afterward, she dismounted him and they went to her bed where they lay down together and held each other. They kissed for a long time.
Later, they went downstairs and ate a late dinner together, both of them sitting naked at the table. They couldn't stop smiling at each other across the table. And as hard as Hayden's mother had made him cum, his cock was hard again before they finished their meal. They left their food half eaten on the table and Cheryl led her son back up to her bedroom by his cock.
They both knew Hayden had finally come home.
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The video showed the girl's naked body from the neck down to her upper thighs. She was lightly tanned and smooth as silk, her skin lightly oiled while her hips rocked and swayed in a graceful tease that highlighted a completely bald pussy mound that was perfectly formed. Her hands were roaming seductively over her classically luscious shape, finally moving upward to cup and squeeze a pair of full, round tits that had to be somewhere between a B and C cup size. The video played for about a minute, and Ted's cock was well on the way to a full-sized erection by the time it cut off.
He was sitting in his car, having pulled over to the curb right after his phone buzzed with a message notice. He didn't recognize the number. It wasn't anyone in his list of contacts, and the girl's face was being purposely kept out of the frame. Yet her body and slinky moves were devastatingly hot, and he swiped back to the beginning of the video three times in a row as he sat there watching it, furtively rubbing his engorged prick through his pants.
Ted was throbbing and leaking precum into his briefs by the fourth time he watched it. Then a text came through from the same number.
You like? it said.
Who is this? he sent back.
You didn't answer the question.
Yes, I like a lot. Who is this?
She's hot, isn't she? the anonymous texter replied.
Extremely, Ted sent back. In fact, it was one of the hottest things Ted could remember seeing. Now who is this!?
A friend, the stranger texted. Is she getting you hard?
Fuck yes, Ted admitted.
The response was a wink emoji. Ted sent another to ask who it was but the reply avoided his question yet again.
The next part has her face, the stranger texted back. Wanna see?
Oh god, yes.
A moment later, another video loaded onto his phone. This one began pretty much where the last one left off, with the girl's face hidden from the frame. She was playing with that beautiful pair of tits, twisting and rolling her swollen, oily nipples while her hips kept moving and rocking. There was no sound to give away anyone's voice, but the view suddenly changed as the other person taking the video moved back to finally reveal the face of the incredibly sexy dancing girl.
Ted's heart nearly stopped.
The naked vixen in the video was his eighteen year old daughter, Rachel. Her hair was tied up in a twist and she was laughing and talking to whomever was shooting the video. Ted couldn't believe his eyes. Rachel was shimmying her hips like a seasoned pro, playing with those perfect tits and turning around to show off a naked ass that was more spectacular than Ted had ever seen. She was looking straight into the camera with her sweet, pretty face. She looked completely happy and free, if not a little bit shy about what she was doing. The man was stunned, to say the least, and despite the shock he was feeling his cock was throbbing harder than ever.
The video followed Rachel as she crawled onto a bed in a room that looked like it must have been the bedroom of one of her teenaged friends, not that he could see very much of it. For that matter, he was intently studying his daughter's every move as she got on the bed on all fours, exposing her asshole and pussy as she planted her knees wide apart and ground her ass in the air as if she were fucking an imaginary cock. In the midst of this, she turned to look over her shoulder at the camera, laughing and rolling her eyes like she was embarrassed but excited at the same time. Then she put her head down and rocked her whole body in a seesaw motion, grinding her slit and rosebud back and forth at the lens in an obscene, pornographic tease.
Extending her hand down under her body, Rachel reached for her pussy and spread herself open wide with her fingers to show off the tight, pink hole that was making her father's heart race. Ted yanked his hand away from his cock, afraid he was going to shoot off a load in his pants right there in his car, parked practically in the middle of town. His rod was aching like never before, even as he started to feel a hot rage at whomever took that pornographic video of his eighteen year old daughter.
He watched that second video five more times, each time gazing at his little girl's sweet face and body. He couldn't believe how luscious her pussy looked and couldn't help imaging how she would taste or feel with his cock buried deep in her snug little hole.
Finally, another text came through to his phone. Still hard?
As aroused as he was, Ted was ready to punch out whoever was making videos like that of his daughter. Instead of texting a reply, he put in his earbuds and called the number the videos had come from.
"Hi Mr. H," a young, female voice answered. It sounded vaguely familiar but he was too distracted to place it right away.
"Who is this?" he snapped angrily.
"It's Lia, Mr. H." This was followed by a nervous giggle.
"Lia! What's going on? Just what are you doing with these dirty videos of Rachel?"
"I'm the one who took them," she admitted. "And don't worry, nobody else has seen them."
Ted was relieved for that much. And it was natural for teenaged girls to be curious and want to explore their blossoming sexuality, yet Lia acted like a precocious slut most of the time, flirting and dressing inappropriately with him whenever stayed overnight at their house. Ted had always played along with her. He liked it, in fact. Lia was shorter but with deceptively thick legs and ass compared to his daughter. She had a Latino father and Southeast Asian mother, giving her a uniquely undeniable beauty. Her tits were also quite a bit smaller than Rachel's, but they were maddeningly perky and she dressed to show them off at every opportunity. While jerking off, Ted had often pictured Lia in outfits she wore around his house when staying over with Rachel. The thought of fucking the precocious girl drove him crazy, and he was pretty sure she was well aware of the effect she had on him. However, at the moment, he thought he should probably take the little slut over his knee and spank her until she screamed for him to stop.
"What in the world were you thinking sending those videos to me, of all people?" he snapped.
"Are you mad?" Lia asked, sounding demure for the first time in her life.
"Of course," Ted nearly barked, yet his cock was still aching in his pants. "I think you and I need to have a very serious talk."
"Yes, sir," she agreed. "Can you come get me?"
"Yes, I think now would be a good time. I'm already in my car. I'll just come to your house."
"Oh, oh, um, meet me down on the next block, okay? My mom's home. Can you just text me when you get here?"
Ted agreed and they disconnected. He decided to take a long route to Lia's neighborhood, wanting to give his cock a chance to go soft before he got there. He ended up taking a lot of detours on the way since his erection proved to be incredibly persistent. It didn't help that he kept wanting to pull over again and watch the videos a few more times. His cock finally relaxed to the point where it wasn't making a noticeable bulge, and he pulled over a block down from Lia's house once he reached her street. Then he texted her as promised.
A couple of minutes later, he saw Lia coming down the sidewalk toward his car. She was wearing a white tank top that was cropped at the belly and a snug pair of pink gym shorts that were pulled up tight enough split her camel toe. Her long hair was done in pigtails, and when she spotted Ted's car she smiled like nothing was wrong. Her thick, cinnamon hued thighs rubbed together as she approached. He couldn't take his eyes off her as she got in the car.
"Can we go somewhere? I don't want anyone to know what I'm doing."
"Yeah, can't blame you," Ted admitted, helping himself to a good look at his daughter's scantily clad friend. "I can't believe your parents let you out of the house dressed like that."
Lia snickered. "My mother would kill me, but Dad likes it. Anyway, they're fucking so it was easy to sneak out."
Ted looked at the girl in surprise. She just laughed again, then Ted started driving. The rode in silence a minute or two while he tried to think of the best way to approach this bizarre situation. There was also the matter of where they could go so they could talk privately. Ted finally decided just to drive to his own house. Rachel would be out until after dinnertime, and now that he and her mother were divorced it was just the two of them in the house. It wasn't far from Lia's house, and when he got there he hit the button on his visor to open the garage door, pulled the car in, and then closed the door behind them.
"Don't be mad at Rachel, okay?" Lia said. "The whole video thing was my idea. We were just messing around. She has no idea I sent it to you?"
Ted had already decided he couldn't be mad at his daughter. He didn't want her thinking there was anything wrong with sexual play and exploration, and as long as no one else saw the video everything would be alright. He'd also decided not be mad at Lia. She was too cute and sexy to stay mad at for very long, but he didn't want her to know that. Not yet, at least.
"Then why did you send it to me?" he asked, his eyes drifting over her thick, shapely thighs.
"Cuz I knew you'd think she's hot."
That one made Ted go silent a moment. "But I'm her father, Lia."
The girl giggled wickedly. "Yeah, but you still thought she was hot, didn't you? I mean, she got you hard, right?"
"That's beside the point," Ted frowned.
"Um, no. That's kinda the whole point, silly."
"Okay, maybe you better start at the beginning and tell me how the two of you ended up doing this."
Ted gave the girl a serious stare, hoping it might intimidate her a little. Meanwhile, he was trying to keep from being too obvious about the way he was looking at her curvy little body in her skimpy outfit. He probably wasn't doing a very good job of it, though. She'd unhooked her seatbelt and turned sideways on her car seat, causing her shorts to ride up tighter into the split of her camel toe. He could also see down the top of her tank, nearly to her areolas, and his cock was already starting to get hard all over again.
"Okay, okay," she started. "I guess you gotta know girls talk, right?"
"Of course."
"Okay, so one time we were talking about how you and my dad look at us when we stay at each other's house. And Rachel even said how my dad doesn't just check her out but me, too. She said she wished you'd look at her the way my dad looks at me. I kinda admitted that me and my dad...um...do stuff together."
"What?!"
Lia blushed but actually looked proud of herself. "It's nothing too bad," she explained. "We make out sometimes and he feels me up. He'll just finger or eat my pussy, and I'll suck him or jerk him off. I really wanna fuck but he says we shouldn't." Now she pouted briefly.
Ted was shocked, but his cock was already hard as a rock again. All he could think was that Lia's father was a lucky man to have a girl like her. It wasn't as if he hadn't thought of Rachel the same way. Or Lia, too, for that matter. But as bad it might sound to some people, there was something special between a man and his own daughter. Who else could ever have such a special bond?
"Anyway," Lia continued, "we already took some pix and videos of each other just for ourselves, but I got her to take some special ones of me just for my dad. I wanted to be able to send him something hot when he was at work or whatever."
Ted could hardly believe it, but knowing how bold and precocious Lia was, it wasn't too hard to get past his skepticism. Looking at the barely dressed girl sitting beside him in the car, he realized her father must be constantly hard. His own cock was pulsing like mad.
Lia finally explained that she and Rachel were just playing around naked the day before. Rachel had taken some video of Lia to send her father, and then Lia said Rachel should do the same thing. Ted now realized why his daughter had been so quiet and pensive the night before.
"She said no way at first," Lia explained. "She didn't think you'd like it even though I told her you'd probably love it. But she was really embarrassed, except I know she really liked thinking about it. So we made the video just for fun. Just to see what it was like. She made me promise I wouldn't show anybody, especially you. And I wasn't gonna, but then I was thinking about how you look at us both anyway and I was so sure you'd really like it. So...here we are, I guess."
Ted did his best to think logically against the distraction of the rock hard throbbing in his pants.
"You shouldn't have broken your promise to a friend," he finally said.
"I know," the girl pouted. "I promise I won't do it again."
"Hmmm," Ted thought, "I suppose it would be okay as long as you only ever send videos like that to me."
Lia giggled. "You want to me send you more hot videos of your daughter?"
Ted's cock was doing all his thinking now. "Yes, that would be okay. As long as it's only me, and we just keep this between you and me, okay? Our little secret."
Lia giggled, obviously loving the idea.
"You could send me those videos of you, too, if you want," Ted added, staring at the hard nipples denting her little white top.
Aware of her friend's dad's attention, Lia took an exaggerated breath, pushing her pert titties out for Ted's enjoyment.
"I can send you a bunch of them," the petite young vixen told him. "I've been wanting to for the longest time anyway."
Then she picked up her phone off the floor of the car while Ted watched her thumb and swipe at the screen. A few seconds later, his own phone buzzed with an incoming message. He smiled at the girl and picked up his phone, opening the video she'd just sent him. He opened the video immediately and watched it while she was sitting right beside him, aware of the way she was watching him the whole time.
Lia was completely in view from her knees all the way up to her face in the video. She was only wearing a skimpy pair of white lace panties that barely covered her entire pussy mound. For the first fifteen or twenty seconds she was doing a little dance where she was swaying her hips and playing with her insanely perky tits while pouting at the camera. Then she leaned closer to the camera, showing her pretty face and tits up close.
"Don't stay at work too late, Daddy," she cooed sexily. "I need you to come home and love me with your big, hard cock, Daddy."
Ted nearly squirted in his pants without even touching his cock. It was even worse when Lia made a show of sucking on her finger, teasing her father with the promise of her supple, pouty lips around his cock. Then she stepped back again and pulled the front of her panties aside and exposed her smooth, completely bald pussy. She reached down with her other hand and spread herself open, rubbing at her slit and clit while she whimpered and cooed. "I need your tongue so bad, Daddy," she said in the video. "I need more, too. Won't you give your baby girl that big cock where she wants it the most?"
Ted felt Lia's hand on his cock, beginning to rub his aching shaft through his pants while he watched the last half minute of the video where she sat on the edge of her bed with her legs open, rubbing her wet pussy for her own father. When the video ended, he put his phone down and looked at her, sighing with pleasure.
"I guess you liked it," the girl giggled happily.
"You're amazing," Ted sighed truthfully. Then he unzipped his pants and let his daughter's best friend take his painfully swollen cock out. She stroked his shaft like she was obviously well practiced in the art, making Ted sigh again.
"God, it's so nice," Lia cooed. "It's even bigger than my dad's."
Ted just groaned in response.
"If you want, I could suck it for you while you watch that video of Rachel. I'd love that."
"Oh my god, baby, I shouldn't say this but I love the dirty way you think."
Lia giggled happily. Ted was practically in a trance when the teen leaned down and took the tip of his cock into her mouth. She worked her lips up and down over the first few inches and then worked the base with her hand. He watched her suck his shaft for a while, sucking and stroking him like his rod was made of sugar. He finally picked up his phone again and started the video of his daughter again, watching the girl shimmy and shake while her best friend sucked his cock.
Meanwhile, Ted reached behind Lia, fondling the backs of her thick thighs and ass. Her shorts had ridden up tighter than ever into the split between her pussy and ass. She was already dripping wet and the fabric of her shorts and panties were soaked with her creamy girl-dew. Her flesh felt so supple and smooth, and Ted soon worked his fingers under the crotch of the girl's shorts and started fingering her slick pussy. She whimpered around her mouthful of cock as his fingers probed her snug hole, bringing a fresh rush of her slippery girl juice.
At the same time, Ted was mesmerized by the sight of his own daughter on his phone screen, swaying like a seductive young porn slut, never imagining her dad would actually see her playful pleasure game.
Lia sucked Ted's cock steadily while he watched the video of Rachel a couple of times. Yet taking his fingers in her pussy was making her moan and whimper with lust, until she released his throbbing cock just to pull in a gasp and let out a long, deep moan. This is when Ted opened his car door and got out. He walked around the car with his rigid pole swaggering out of his open zipper. Lia was giggling at him as she watched him take every step around to her side of the car and open her door.
With the doors closed, they were shut in with complete privacy. The garage had two stalls, and Ted had some old furniture that had been replaced a few months before still stashed in that half. There was an old couch and easy chair, along with a scarred coffee table and some shelving. Lia followed him over to the couch. She took hold of his cock and kept stroking it while he undid his belt and pushed his pants and briefs down. Then he sat on the couch and took his shoes and pants all the way off, sitting there in just his shirt with his big, swollen dick sticking upright.
"Why don't you show me some more of what you were doing in that video you made for you dad," Ted asked with a smile.
Lia giggled happily and immediately peeled her top off over her head. The braless teen's perky, cupcake sized tits stood out with stiffly swollen nipples. Ted couldn't take his eyes off them as she ran her hands all over and around them, teasing him with their luscious shape and firmness. He would have loved to get some more of her eager and well-practiced cocksucking then, but she was so hot to look at he just wanted to savor the view before anything else.
"C'mon, baby, dance for me," he nearly growled, taking his rigid rod in hand and openly stroking it while his eyes roamed freely over the teenaged treat that stood before him.
"Mr. H!" she cried. "You're so horny!"
"That's all your fault for teasing me like a hot little porn starlet."
Lia giggled, obviously pleased by the man's sordid compliment. He was already unbuttoning his shirt with his free hand while stroking his rock hard pole with the other. The way the girl's eyes were glued to his stroking fist left no doubt as to how much she enjoyed seeing a grown man play with his excited meat.
The teenager rocked and swayed her hips in a sexy little dance for her best friend's dad, just the way she'd danced in her video for her own dad. She was so hot even if she was blushing, and it was obvious she loved the much older man's rapt attention.
Within a couple of minutes, Lia turned her back to Ted and made a show of slowly bending over as she pushed her skimpy shorts all the way down her petite but very shapely legs. She left her panties on, which had nothing but a slim, lacy thong running between her fully rounded ass cheeks. As she bent low, her pussy puffed out against her snug panties. The gusset was soaking wet and there was even some juice clinging to the bare skin all around her pussy.



Lia then set her feet further apart and ran one hand up the inside of one leg. She made mewling sounds of pleasure while she rubbed her pussy through the thin strip of lace covering it. Her upper thighs and panty crotch only got wetter by the second. Finally, she fingered the crotch of her panties to the side and exposed her perfectly smooth, wet slit. Her small fingers played teasingly over her slick pussy lips, sneaking into her hole with brief thrusts before pulling back out.
"Oh, fuck," Ted groaned. "Come over here, baby. Let me take good care of that pussy for you."
Lia stood back up and turned around to face Ted again, stepping toward the couch and sitting down next to him. He instantly turned toward her and put one arm around her as he leaned in to kiss her. She kissed him back right away, opening her lips and letting his tongue slip inside her mouth. He began feeling her bare tits while they kissed heatedly. Her mounds felt so firm and smooth, and her nipples were hard as little pebbles, making her moan into his mouth every time he pinched and squeezed them.
The girl wasted no time in reaching for the older man's cock, stroking his throbbing shaft while they kissed. Ted spent a long time exploring her luscious tits before sliding his hand down to her panties. He broke off the kiss and started to tug her lacy thong, making her lift her ass off the couch so he could pull them all the way off. Once her panties were on the garage floor, he guided her onto his lap so she was straddling him, facing each other. Her smooth warm pussy was up against his cock while they looked intensely into each other's eyes, his hands moving behind her to grasp her shapely ass.
"This is the first time I've been totally naked with a man," she admitted kind of shyly.
Ted was surprised at first, but then realized everything she'd done with her own father or boys from school must have been sneaky. She'd definitely been naked with Rachel, though, which made his cock pulse even harder.
"I'm glad it's with me," he told her. "You're a gorgeous girl, and one of the sexiest I've ever been with."
Lia blushed, pleased. The luscious young girl then looked the man in the eye. "Mr. H? I don't wanna be a virgin anymore. Please fuck me. I need your cock."
"Oh god, baby, I need your pussy more than anything, but we can't tell anybody ever, okay? Not even Rachel."
"I know, sir. I promise I won't. Even if you were my boyfriend I wouldn't tell anybody. It'd be my favorite secret ever."
Ted felt she was hinting around. Not that he minded. The idea of making Lia his girlfriend made his mind spin and his cock surge with heat.
"You wanna be my girlfriend?" he asked.
She looked excited and happy. "Ohhh yesssss. But you have to fuck me."
Ted had her rise up a little so he could hold his cock in place, nudging the head against her wet pussy lips. He tucked the first inch of his cock into her slick yet snug little hole, forcing a soft gasp to pass through her lips. Then he told her to lower herself down his cock at her own pace, to go as fast or slow as she felt comfortable.
Lia ground her hot, wet sheath down Ted's rigid pole as hard and fast as she could, eager to stuff her hole full of throbbing man cock. She was insanely tight, but she swallowed up his long shaft like she'd been doing it all her life. He realized she'd probably had plenty of fingers and toys inside her before, priming her succulent young pussy for the real thing. It didn't take her very long, and she sank all the way onto the man's prick with a rush of excited breath.
"Oh, god, Mr. H, nothing ever felt this good in me. Not even my dad's tongue," the teen said breathlessly.
Ted then started to guide her up and down his pulsating prick with his hands on the girl's hips. Her pussy gripped so tightly he was already straining not to fill her hole with cum. She didn't even know the strength she had in the muscles inside her pussy. She was soon riding up and down the man's cock, eagerly milking his hard shaft. Her pussy was flowing honey like mad, running down his shaft and wetting his balls.
Lia almost looked older as she rode the man's prick, except for her sweetly young face and the insanely firm titties that were barely big enough to bounce as she rose up and down. Her moans and whimpers became deeper and more intense the longer and harder she rode the sturdy cock filling her young pussy for the first time. Ted was kneading her taut ass cheeks and began thrusting back at her hard rocking pussy. Then his hands moved around and up to play with her perky tits, squeezing the teacup sized mounds and twisting her swollen nipples.
Suddenly Lia was looking at him with a dazed, wide-eyed expression. Along with the clutching ripples within her pussy, he could tell she was cumming. She gasped and mewled deeply and rode his hot prick through two more orgasms before Ted finally groaned loudly drove his prick up hard into the girl's sodden fuckhole, filling her young body with spurt after spurt of hot man cum.
"Oh my god," the girl said breathlessly as she collapsed against Ted's much larger body. His cock was still plugged into the hot, sodden hole of her pussy. "That was the best thing that ever happened to me. You're the best boyfriend ever, Mr. H."
Ted was pretty dazed himself. The girl had made him cum harder and longer than he could remember. But he loved the way everything felt with her, and as insane as it seemed, he loved thinking she would be his girlfriend now. He didn't stop to think yet about the tricky logistics of it all.
"You're incredible," he told her, giving her a kiss.
"Was I a good fuck, Mr. H?"
"The best, baby. The best ever."
"Oh, Mr. H. I love you."
"I love you too, baby. But when we're alone you can call me Ted or even Teddy. Whatever you want. I'm your boyfriend now, right?"
The girl hugged him tightly. "Oh Teddy I love you so much!"
They talked about how she should still call him Mr. H. around other people, but they were both feeling high and happy and almost forgot about the time. Lia pouted when she had to pull herself away from Ted's body, and then she discovered that her shorts and panties were a filthy wet mess on the garage floor. She could never wear them back into her house the way they were. Ted told her to go into Rachel's room to find something she could wear back to her own house. He got dressed while she went inside through the door that led into the house.
When she came back, he picked up her shorts and panties and promised to wash them for her and would give them back to her the next time they could see each other.
"Oh, I hope it's soon," she said.
"Me, too, lover," the man replied.
"Oh hey, maybe we should promise each other I won't be jealous of Rachel if you won't be jealous of my dad. He's not gonna go all the way with me anyhow," Lia added.
"I won't be doing anything with my own daughter, Lia."
"Yeah, you say that now, but she wants it as much as you do."
Ted didn't reply.
Now dressed in a pair of Rachel's shorts, Lia got in the car and Ted drove her back to her street, dropping her off a block and a half down from her house. He wasn't even back at his own house when the girl was already texting him.
*
When Ted pulled his car back inside the garage after dropping off Lia, he sat there exchanging texts with her even though it was barely ten minutes since he'd seen her. The smell of her eighteen year old pussy was all over him, and he couldn't resist picking up the soaked shorts and panties she'd left behind and taking a deep sniff of them. The teen's pussy had been so wet and fragrant, and even though he'd only cum inside her barely half an hour ago his cock was already tingling with excited heat.
He could hardly believe he agreed to having a boyfriend/girlfriend relationship with her. But every time she sent a gooey-sweet text message all he could do was smile and send her back another message to tell her how happy she made him. It was the best and worst idea he'd ever had, but he felt like a man who was falling in love and that felt better than anything he'd felt in a long time. It wasn't like Ted would just fall in love with a girl he'd just had sex with for the first time, but it wasn't as if he'd just met Lia. He'd already known the girl for years. She was practically part of the family.
He hadn't had a girlfriend since breaking up with his wife, and now his eighteen year old daughter's best friend was suddenly his girl. He didn't care about how many rules he was breaking. Lia was too hot and luscious to resist, and she was into him just as much as he was into her.
After texting and sniffing her panties for a while, Ted finally got out of his car and went into the house through the door from the garage into the small laundry room off the kitchen. He'd promised to wash Lia's panties and shorts for her, but he decided not to just yet and kept them with him as he went upstairs to take a shower. He sat on his bed and held the teenager's aromatic panties to his face again. God, the scent of her young pussy was so intoxicating and his cock was already beginning to get hard again.
He finally went into the adjacent bathroom, leaving Lia's shorts and panties on his bed, and started the shower. While he was waiting for the water to heat up, he watched the videos he still had on his phone of his daughter, Rachel, and the one Lia had given him of herself. He took off his clothes and stroked his growing cock as he watched the videos at least three times each. Then he couldn't help thinking about Lia sucking his cock in the car while they were shut into the garage. And the way she rode his rigid prick was amazing. The girl made him hornier than he could remember being in years, not to mention making him think more and more about his eighteen year old daughter in ways a father isn't supposed to.
Realizing Rachel would be home anytime now, Ted finally put his phone down and got in the shower. His cock was rock hard again and he lathered his rod with liquid body soap as he thought about luscious, young Lia riding his cock on that couch in the garage. Thanks to that precocious teen, the man's cock had been hard more in one day than the whole previous week combined. But then he was suddenly startled by Rachel's voice coming from the bathroom doorway.
"Hey, Dad, I'm home," she called.
Ted could tell from the sound of her voice that she had to have been standing in the doorway where she could've seen him stroking his cock through the glass shower stall. He turned quickly to hide his massive erection from view. Looking back over his shoulder, he saw Rachel leaning in the doorframe making a show of looking everywhere except the stall. The glass was smoky and steamed up anyway, so she wouldn't have seen anything in very much detail.
"Hey, sweetie, I'm glad you're home," he said. "I'll be done in a couple of minutes here."
"Don't worry, Dad, I'm not looking."
Her head was turned toward his bedroom so he took the chance to turn around again, knowing his swollen cock would be visible to her if she merely turned her head back that way. He found himself wishing she would. The thought of her seeing his cock fully aroused, even seeing him stroke it, drove his excitement to another level.
"It's okay, honey," he told her. "With just the two of us in the house now I guess we don't really need to be so shy around each other. It's natural we could end up seeing each other naked, or whatever. There's nothing wrong with it."
"Um, yeah."
Without being able to see his daughter in too much detail, he could tell her head was now angled toward the floor. He smiled to himself and began stroking his cock again. He was facing her directly through the glass, his hand slowly going up and down his thick shaft.
"I'm so glad tomorrow's the last day of school and I'm finally going to graduate," she said.
"Me, too, baby," he said. "I mean, school's important and everything but I'm looking forward to having you around more over the summer. It'll be our first without your mom around."
Rachel was just as happy about her mother being gone as her father was. "It's gonna be a great summer," she agreed.
Ted watched her form through the steamy glass and continued stroking his cock. He noticed her head darting quickly at the stall, never watching him for more than a second or two at a time, but he was sure by now she could tell he was pumping his shaft. It made his pulse race faster.
"How about after school I take you to the mall and we can go shopping for new summer clothes for you?"
"Really, Dad? That would be awesome."
"For sure, sweetie. We can get you some new bathing suits, too. Maybe this year we can get you a couple of hot looking bikinis instead of those one-piece suits your mother always wanted you to wear."
"Can I?"
"Definitely. You've really got a good body for a nice, skimpy bikini now," he told her, his hand steadily stroking.
"Oh my god, Dad!" she cried, but giggled happily right after. "I can't believe you said that."
"Well it's true, baby girl."
Ted started to imagine his daughter out in the sun in a tiny string bikini. He couldn't wait to see what she'd look like and hoped she'd pick suits that were as revealing as she could get away with. His cock was aching for release, and he was beyond worrying about how much Rachel could see. He closed his eyes and pumped his rod harder and faster, pounding his shaft until body felt the wave of pleasure. Cum was spurting in every direction, some it spattering against the glass.
When he opened his eyes, he noticed Rachel was standing still as a statue, and she was looking directly at the stall. He realized his eighteen year old daughter had just watched him make himself cum. It only seemed fair after his seeing the video she made with Lia's help. Ted never imagined anything could feel so wrong and so right at the same time.
Rachel stuttered an excuse to leave, saying she wanted to shower before dinnertime and then disappeared from the doorway.
Ted could hardly believe what he'd just done. His heart was still racing. No matter how much she could or couldn't see, just stroking off with the girl in the same room had made him cum hard. Yet if he hadn't already known she was curious about him he never would have taken the chance.
In another minute, Ted finished rinsing off and got out of the shower. When he went back into his bedroom, he noticed that Lia's shorts and panties were still on his bed, but they were in different places than where he'd left them. Rachel had most certainly picked them up, curious to know why her best friend's clothes were in her father's bedroom smelling strongly of her aroused pussy.
Now Ted worried. Who knows what Rachel would be thinking. Would she call or text Lia to ask? Would Lia admit to everything they'd done that afternoon? Ted wished he'd thought to hide Lia's things, but under the circumstances the best way to deal with the situation was head on. He couldn't lie to the daughter he loved so much. But he didn't necessarily have to talk to her about it right now, did he? Maybe she'd bring it up first. Either way, he finished getting dressed and went downstairs to see about putting something together for dinner. He left Lia's shorts and panties on his bed. Now that Rachel had already seen them there didn't seem much point in trying to keep them hidden.
While he was in the kitchen, his phone buzzed and he smiled when he saw it was a text from Lia.
Omg I can't believe you already let her see you jerk off! So hot!
Ted shouldn't have been surprised that his daughter would text her best friend about what she saw him doing in the shower. What he deliberately let her see. The two girls were obviously very open with each other, to say the least.
I couldn't help myself, he admitted in a return text.
She's in her room rubbing her wet pussy right now, Lia texted back.
Ted went back upstairs quietly and listened at his daughter's bedroom door. Rachel was obviously muffling her moans of pleasure, but her father could tell she was aroused and playing with herself. He couldn't help thinking of the way she looked like a perky young porn starlet in her video while he listened to the sounds she was making now behind her closed door. His cock responded immediately. Then he heaved a silent sigh, thinking the two eighteen year old vixens in his life would be keeping him hard constantly. He wondered if that's what it was like for Lia's dad.
He spent some time fondling his cock through his shorts while he listened to Rachel, but he snuck back downstairs before he could make himself cum again. He went to work putting together some food to have for dinner and Lia texted him to tell him that Rachel told her she made herself cum three times thinking about watching her dad jerk off.
Ted had a lot to think about, most of which was making his cock ache for more. After he had some food on the table he called Rachel downstairs to join him for dinner. His teen daughter finally appeared in the kitchen wearing a pink, V neck T shirt that fell just to level of the bottom curves of her succulent ass cheeks. With any twist or turn the hem rose to show flashy glimpses of her ass in lacy white thong panties. It wasn't unusual for Rachel to go around the house in her underwear, but this was the first time her father had seen her wearing a thong. She was obviously not wearing a bra, and her shapely young tits quivered and shook under her shirt whenever she moved.
Dinner was quiet. Rachel was clearly preoccupied, and her father knew exactly why. Yet he couldn't stop looking down the top of her shirt or thinking about the video he'd practically memorized by now. Both of their phones were buzzing with messages, and Ted knew Lia was texting both of them at the same time.
After they ate, they both went into the living room and turned the TV on. Ted sat in his reclining chair while Rachel lay down on the carpet, facing the TV. Her shirt rode halfway up on her delectable young ass cheeks, and Ted couldn't pay attention to anything else. His cock was soon hard in his shorts. He felt like sneaking off to the bathroom to jerk off again, but as long as his daughter was lying on the floor showing off her ass that way he couldn't bring himself to move. For now, he just chanced an occasional rub of his bulging cock through his shorts.
He got a text from Lia: How do you like what she's wearing?
He messaged her back and admitted his daughter was making his cock hard again.
God, that's so hot, Lia wrote back. Then she sent a couple more messages to say how she was the one who convinced Rachel to dress the way she was.
You're terrible, Ted texted her. And I love it. And I love you too.
I love you and I'd do anything to make my hot boyfriend feel good, Lia wrote back.
Ted sent her a kiss emoji, and then told her that Rachel had found her shorts and panties in his bedroom. Rachel hadn't said anything about that to Lia, and now they were both wondering how much she suspected was going on between them. His daughter was paying more attention to her phone than the TV, and Ted was dying to see what she was saying to her friend.
The hopelessly aroused father got out of his chair and made the motions like he was going into the kitchen for something, but all he did was unzip his shorts and reach inside to stroke his cock. Then he went back in the living room and took a moment to stand over his half-dressed daughter. She was still dividing her attention between the TV and her phone. Ted quietly took his painfully swollen cock out of his shorts and gripped it one hand. With the other, he took a picture with his phone, his rock hard cock with his daughter's nearly naked ass down just below, but clearly in the frame.
He then scrambled to put his cock back in his shorts and got back in his chair before Rachel suspected anything. His pulse was racing from the excitement, and he sent the picture to Lia as soon as he got his shorts zipped back up. Lia was quick to text him back that she loved the picture, and she told him she knew that Rachel would love his dick as much as she did.



Ted's cock was hard the entire time Rachel was lying on the floor flashing her luscious young ass at him. He waited patiently until she finally got up to go upstairs. With the bulge in the front of his shorts, he went upstairs a few minutes later and took off his clothes. His cock was aching for yet another release. He picked up Lia's shorts and panties and was just about to go into his bathroom to jerk off again while sniffing them, but there was a soft tapping at his door.
"Daddy? Can I come in and talk?"
Ted couldn't refuse his daughter. He never had before and he wasn't about to start now. He dropped Lia's things on the floor by the side of his bed and hurriedly got under the covers, trying the hide the evidence of his hard on under the folds of the sheet.
"Of course, baby. I'm just getting into bed."
Rachel came into the room and her father couldn't take his eyes off her smooth, shapely legs as she walked in and got onto the bed. She sat close to him in a cross-legged position that brought the crotch of her lacy thong into view. Ted knew his hard on wouldn't be going away as long as the girl was sitting there. To make matters worse, her nipples were hard and poking dents into her low cut shirt.
"What's on your mind, sweetheart?" he asked.
The eighteen year old looked pensive and hesitant, and her father reminded her that they could always talk about anything. She took a deep breath and waited a few seconds.
"What's going on with you and Lia?" she finally asked. "She's been talking about you a lot. She usually does, but way more than normal. And, um, I saw her shorts and panties in your room, and suddenly a pair of my shorts is missing."
Ted thought about trying to cover it up, but in the end he didn't want to lie to his daughter. Besides, Lia would surely give it away one way or another eventually. They were best friends, after all. So he told her what happened that day, just leaving out the part about Lia sending him the video she made of Rachel.
Rachel was thoughtful for a moment, but then she smiled. "So...my best friend and dad have decided to be boyfriend and girlfriend," she stated, half to herself. Then she looked serious again. "If that's true, then why has she been texting me all day about dressing slutty in front of you?"
"I guess I don't have to tell you what a playful slut your own best friend is. It turns her on. She'd like to be doing more with her own dad."
"Yeah, all true," Rachel nodded, glancing at the bulge of her father's excited cock under the sheet.
Then she grew thoughtful for a minute or two. Ted couldn't stop taking in the sight of her braless tits pushing out her shirt and the teasing glimpse of her panty crotch. He moved his hand on top of his bulging cock, giving himself a squeeze and rub through the sheet while his daughter's eyes grew wide. Then she finally came out with her next question.
"Daddy? Are you hard now because of her or because of me?"
"You, baby," he told her, pulling the sheet away and exposing his achingly swollen cock. He took hold of his shaft and began stroking it while she watched. It was time to tell her everything. "Sweetheart, I've been hard as a rock practically all the time ever since Lia sent that video of you to my phone today."
Rachel gasped. "She wasn't supposed to show you that."
"Don't get too mad at her, okay? I really love it."
"You do?"
"What do you think?" he asked, nodding toward his enormous hard on.
Rachel giggled, obviously pleased, but her eyes never wavered from the sight of her father's hand calmly sliding up and down his thick bone. Ted's pulse was racing and his cock was throbbing harder than ever to have his eighteen year old daughter's fascinated gaze on his boldly revealed flesh.
"Why don't you take off that shirt, sweetheart?" Ted suggested. "I want to see you for real."
"Yes, Daddy," she said softly. "I want you to see."
The girl had her top off within a couple of seconds, exposing her beautifully ripe tits. Now, while Ted lay back completely naked on his bed with his ragingly stiff cock in his hand, his daughter sat cross legged beside him in nothing more than the lacy thong she still had on. Of everything that happened that day, this made the man's cock throb and ache more than anything. This was his sweet, beautiful daughter, and she was the hottest thing he'd ever seen.
"Daddy? Do you think I look pretty?" Rachel asked.
Ted sat upright and moved in front of his daughter. They arranged themselves with their legs intertwined, facing each other, with Ted's swollen cock pressing into his beautiful girl's smooth, warm body. He took her face in his hands and told her she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. Then he kissed her deeply. Their lips instantly opened together and allowed their tongues to dance and swirl together.
Ted's pulse raced even higher while he and his daughter kissed passionately. His hand roamed over her silken skin until they came between them to cup and fondle her warm, bare tits. Her nipples were swollen and so sensitive. While he was tweezing the girl's nubs, he felt her hand reach in between and grasp his cock. They broke their kissing off and just looked at each other as if to reassure themselves it was really happening. Ted kept massaging the girl's sweet tits and she started slipping her hand up and down his heat swollen shaft.
It had been hard enough to believe when Lia first started playing with his cock. Now, watching his own, teenaged daughter stroking it for him was even beyond that. Not to mention the feel of her warm, beautifully shaped tits in his large hands.
"Daddy? Did you ever think about us doing this before?" Rachel asked.
Ted admitted that he had. With his daughter's hand stroking up and down his throbbing cock he would have confessed to anything. "I know it's bad, sweetheart, but I've thought about it kind of a lot. And, baby, it feels so good."
Rachel smiled, revealing how proud of herself she was for being able to please her father so much. "I've thought about it forever," she admitted. "I guess I should thank Lia for sending you that video even though I made her promise not to."
The whole time she was talking, Rachel had her eyes on her father's cock. The look on her face was like she could barely believe she actually had his enormous boner in her hands.
"Baby, that feels amazing," Ted sighed.
"Dad, I wanna do something that feels even better."
Ted knew exactly what she had in mind. He lay back on the bed and watched her shift her position where she was stretched out between her father's legs with his cock in her face. Holding his shaft upright, she ran her tongue up and down his cock, exploring it all and licking around the ridge of his large head. She was stroking him with her hand at the same time, and she didn't neglect his smooth shaven balls, licking and suckling on his full sack.
When Rachel took her father's cock head into her mouth and started sucking him, she looked up at him with wide eyes, searching his face for a sign of approval. Ted smiled and sighed with the deepest pleasure he'd ever felt.
"It's so good, baby," he told her, half moaning the words. "You're so good with your mouth. You're a natural."
Ted could see the beam of satisfaction in the girl's eyes as she devoted her attention to sucking his cock. He'd always been aware of how pretty his daughter was, but with her lips wrapped around his thick shank she was gorgeous. She spent a long time pleasing his pulsating rod with her mouth and hand, bring her father right up to the edge of his climax. That's when he told her to ease off.
He sat up and told the girl to roll over. He then pulled her thong off her legs and laid his eyes on her pussy. She was shaved every bit as smooth as Lia.
"Is it pretty, Daddy?" she asked.
"It's beautiful, baby girl. And I'm gonna make it feel as good as I can."
Ted reached between his daughter's open thighs and began rubbing her slit with his fingers. She was already dripping wet, and her clit was standing up hard and proud under its little pink hood. As he stroked her slippery wet lips, he was sure to include the girl's hot little pearl, rubbing his fingers over it with every pass. At the same time he kept massaging the full, sexy tits that excited him like crazy. He was pleased to see how sensitive her nipples were, bringing coos and moans of pleasure every time he pinched and rolled them between his fingers.
Rachel was soon moaning without hardly taking a breath while her father stroked a pair of fingers into her snug hole and rubbed her g spot.
"Oh, Daddy, that's amazing," she muttered between gasps.
Keeping his fingers inside her, Ted leaned over and started licking her hard clit, flicking it with his tongue for a while and then covering it with his lips to suckle. The teenager was now writhing with pleasure at having her father pleasure her g spot and clit at the same time.
"Yes, Daddy...ohhhhh fuck yesssss..." she cooed and growled.
Her gracefully slender hips were bucking spasmodically against her father's face and hands harder and harder until she came against his mouth and hand. The climax left the girl momentarily dazed, but Ted slid next to her and kissed her, his cock rubbing along the side of her body. It wasn't long before Rachel recovered and was kissing her father back as hard and deep as he was kissing her.
Ted couldn't keep his hands off the girl's tits while they were kissing. He knew he was probably going to be obsessed with feeling them whenever he could.
"Are you gonna fuck me now, Dad?" Rachel asked.
"Yes, baby."
Ted lay back and had his daughter straddle her hips, telling her he wanted her to be able to control how deep and fast she took his cock for her first time. He played with her nipples while she reached to hold his cock in place and mashed her sodden pussy onto the head. Her pretty eyes lit up with excitement just getting the tip of his rod inside her.
"Take your time, baby," he told her. "Take that cock as fast or slow as you want."
"Oh, Daddy, I just want all of it," she moaned as she worked her hot pussy all the way down his shaft to his balls.
Rachel didn't have to be told how to ride her father's dick. She quickly began a riding motion, instinctively rocking her hips and holding onto the man's shoulders while he grasped and fondled her quivering tits.
"Daddy, I love this so much," she whispered hoarsely.
"You're amazing, my love," he told her.
The teen suddenly giggled, but didn't stop riding her father's cock. "You just became Lia's boyfriend a few hours ago and you're already cheating on her. With your daughter!"
Ted wanted to laugh but he was feeling so good he could barely breathe. He did manage to garble out how he and Lia had made that non-jealousy pact regarding father and daughter love.
"That's good," Rachel huffed, "because she's probably going to get her dad's cum in her mouth before she goes to sleep."
Then Rachel got the idea to get her father to take a phone picture of his cock stuck up inside her pussy.
"I want her to see," the teen said excitedly. "She can be your girlfriend all she wants, but you'll always belong to me, Daddy. You'll always be my man."
Ted had to grit his teeth to keep from filling his daughter's tight pussy with cum on the spot. But he reached for his phone and Rachel stopped moving long enough to pose with Ted's cock embedded halfway into her bald pussy. Taking the pictures only made father and daughter even hotter. Rachel couldn't resist riding up and down her dad's cock again while Ted switched to video mode on his phone.
He propped the phone on his chest and took video of his daughter's fully stuffed pussy eagerly rising up and down her daddy's thick, glistening pole.
"Oh god, are you taking a video, Dad?" she moaned. "That's so dirty. You're fucking me, Daddy. You're fucking your horny fucking daughter!"
Rachel then rode her father's cock like a needy slut. She needed this as much as he did. Somehow, he managed to keep the phone set in place while the girl rode him harder and faster. He could feel her inner walls begin to clench and grip at his shaft as her orgasm started to build.
"I'm gonna cum, Dad. Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum. Cum in me. Right up inside me, Daddy. Do it! Cum deep!"
"Arggggg, fuck!" Ted cried as he felt the cum racing up his shaft and spraying into his daughter's hot pussy. He did his best to hold the phone steady as he recorded their first mutual orgasm, capturing their moans and cries of pleasure while he filled his eighteen year old daughter's tight fuckhole with a head-spinning load of daddy cum.
Ted set the phone aside when Rachel flopped forward and lay against his body. They were both covered in a sheen of perspiration. His cock was still inside her and he held her body close while they spent a long time kissing and looking at each other in amazement.
Ted brushed his daughter's silky, brown hair behind her ear. "You're Daddy's real girlfriend," he whispered. "No matter what."
"Promise, Dad?"
"Forever, baby girl."
"Oh, Daddy I love you so much."
"I love you, too, sweetheart."
They went into Ted's bathroom and took a quick shower together, then went back to bed. They sat together laughing and giggling, excited to show off their homemade porn video to Lia. Ted found himself feeling just as giddy as his daughter when he picked up his phone and send her the video they just made. Then they lay cuddled up in bed together, both their bodies still naked, talking about how happy they both felt while they waited to see how Lia would respond.
*
Lia was in her bedroom. She was naked after her shower, but she was looking for the sluttiest thing she could get away with wearing around her father while her mother was still up. Mom would be half asleep by now anyway, so Lia threw on a light, cotton sleep shirt that was so thin you could see through it. Her father would see her pert nipples and pouting, bald pussy easily, and that's exactly what she wanted.
The afternoon's events had left the curvaceously petite eighteen year old with deeper and deeper cravings. She loved it that Ted was her boyfriend now. He was always so nice, and he had an amazing cock that felt better than anything she'd ever put in her pussy before. But it wasn't like she could just go over to his house and get more of his big cock whenever she wanted. Besides, he and Rachel had both stopped texting her, so she figured something deep was going on with them. She was dying to know, but they'd end up telling her sooner or later, and whatever one of them didn't talk about the other probably would.
Rachel was so lucky. She was probably going to get her amazing dad's cock deep inside her. Lia knew it was going to happen sooner or later. She knew what Rachel was like, and she now knew that Ted would definitely break down and fuck her if she got him horny enough. They could even be fucking now, for that matter. Lia pouted as she thought about the way her own dad wouldn't go that far. As if eating each other wasn't really going too far.
Whatever, at least she could probably get her dad to cum in his mouth before he went to bed. She just wished she could get him to cum in her pussy. If he did, it meant that two dads would have cum in her pussy in one day, and that excited her until her slit was getting juicy over the thought. It would be amazing to get fucked by two older men on the same day she gave her virginity to her best friend's father.
It felt a little like she was cheating on her dad with Ted, but if her father wasn't going to fuck her what else could she do? There was no way she'd ever let a boy from school fuck her. Besides, she was really in love with Ted and she had been for a long time. She was in love with her father, too, but that was different. That was the most natural thing in the world. In fact, she almost felt guilty about fucking Ted because of Rachel. Being her dad, Ted kind of belonged to her. Lia knew that wouldn't make sense to very many people, but it was exactly the way she felt.
Lia's pussy was getting hotter and hotter now. She finally left her room and went downstairs to find her father sitting in his favorite easy chair with the TV on. Her mother was stretched out on the couch, already sleeping.
Alan, Lia's dad, was just wearing a T shirt and boxer briefs. It always drove the girl crazy when her dad only wore those in the house. The way the briefs fit him made it so she could see his full package, which always made her wish she had his big cock in her mouth.
Alan smiled when he saw his sexy daughter come into the room. It made Lia's skin feel hot whenever her father smiled at her that way. She went up to him and stood in front of his chair to give him a good look at her bare tits and pussy mound through her see-through nightie. Alan's eyes lit up. He loved seeing the girl's body as much as she loved showing it off for him, and the hot lust in his eyes only made the girl's pussy ache and leak honey.
"Hey Daddy," Lia whispered, careful to keep from waking up her mother.
"Hey darling," Alan said.
Lia lifted the hem of her shift and gave her father a better look at her smooth pussy. "I missed you, Daddy."
Alan was staring at the girl's mound. "I missed you, too, baby girl."
Lia smiled and ran her free hand seductively over her smooth pussy mound. It made her father sigh out loud, and cast a nervous look at his dozing wife. He cautiously held his finger to his lips in a shushing gesture, as if Lia didn't already know she had to be careful about waking up her mother. But deep down it made her feel good. It meant her father liked what she did for him too much to get caught and see it come to a stop. That's what she wanted too. She knew boyfriends could come and go, but your daddy was forever.
The teen then turned around, holding the hem of her shift up above her thick, shapely ass. She bent over and quietly rocked and rolled her hips as she gyrated her bare ass for her dad. She knew he was practically obsessed with her big, beautifully shaped ass. He'd been staring at it every chance he could get away with since even before they started playing with each other.
Lia reached under her body and ran her fingers along the crevice between her cheeks, letting her father see her slip them over her tight little asshole and down along the lips of her slit. He loved this, and she loved doing it for him. Her pussy was already so hot and wet she couldn't wait to feel his fingers or tongue shoving desperately into her needy, young hole.
She spent as long as she could teasing her increasingly wet pussy with her fingers while her dad was watching. She didn't have to see him to know he was rubbing his growing cock through his boxer briefs. Yet despite her mother being a sound sleeper, the woman would sooner or later rouse herself to get up and go to bed. It was the same thing practically every night. Lia finally pulled her hand from between her thickly shaped thighs and stood upright, letting the hem of her shift drop back down. She turned to face her father again and found him gazing at with that needful look in his eyes that always made her pussy quiver with need. And sure enough, his cock was bulging in his briefs and his hand was on top of it.
She went to him in the roomy chair and sat halfway onto his lap, snuggling up to him the way she did almost every night. He put his arm around her shoulders and cuddled her close, making her feel warm and even more tingly than before.
"I love you, Daddy," she whispered.
"I love you, too, darling," he whispered back.
Then Lia reached for the hard rod stretching his briefs and gracefully traced the shape of his hard on with her fingers. Alan sighed with pleasure. He whispered to her to be careful and remember her mother was sleeping just a few feet away on the couch. Lia then moved her leg on top of her father's cock bulge and rubbed him with the inside of her thigh. She loved the way his cock felt against her skin, but she wished he didn't have his briefs covering it.



The girl's back was to her mother, and Alan carefully reached to feel his daughter's pert little tit mounds through her top out of sight from his wife in case she woke up.
"I need you, Daddy," the girl whispered.
"I need you, too, baby. But we have to be careful. Your mother could wake up any second."
"Daddy, I really need you to fuck me," she told him, her lips brushing softly against his ear as she whispered.
"Baby, you know we can't do that no matter how much we both want to. Aren't you happy with Daddy's tongue and fingers?"
"You know I love that, but I need more. Don't you want me to be your girl and give you everything?"
"God, yes, baby, but we can't."
Lia pouted. Alan then slipped his hand down the top of the girl's shift and felt the smooth warmth of her perky tits. Her nipples were already hard and swollen, but it felt so good when her dad rolled and twisted them firmly.
"Come up to my room and kiss me goodnight, Dad," she whispered, her pussy was dying for the man's loving attention.
"I will, baby. You go ahead and I'll be there in just a few minutes."
Father and daughter chanced a deep kiss before Lia got up from the chair and flashed her heart shaped ass at him before going upstairs. Judging by how hard her dad's cock was she didn't think he'd keep her waiting very long. When she got to her room, she took off her shift so she'd be naked for him the moment he entered. She sat down on her bed and gave her pussy a few strokes while she checked her phone with her free hand. There were a bunch of messages from Rachel and Ted both. She scanned through them quickly, letting them make her pussy feel even hotter and wetter as they talked about teasing each other. But she was totally stunned by the video Ted sent.
Lia gasped aloud as she saw her best friend's bald pussy riding up and down her own father's rock hard cock. She was so wet and his pole was all shiny with her juiciness. The sounds of their grunts and moans only turned the girl on even more. She was amazed at how good Rachel looked at riding her dad's cock. She milked that big rod like a pro, even though Lia knew very well it was her friend's first time. She wished her dad could've been her first, too, but Ted was such a sweet man and he'd fucked her just the way she'd always dreamed of being fucked.
When Lia saw the way her boyfriend's cock pulsed and filled his daughter's hot, young pussy with cum she nearly came herself without even touching her slit. She swiped the video back to the beginning and watched it again as she spread her legs and drove a pair of fingers into her aching fuckhole.
She was more in love with Ted and his big dick every minute, but she needed to get that from her father, too. She was so frustrated by Alan's silly boundaries. Either way, she kept watching the video until her father quietly slipped into her room and caught her fingering her pussy to the video on her phone. It was far from the first time Alan had seen his daughter rubbing herself to porn, and Lia liked the way her dad watched her play with her pussy.
He came over and sat on her bed, feeling her thighs while he watched her masturbate. His dick was still so hard looking, still tenting his snug boxer briefs. She pulled her fingers out of her hole and opened her legs wider. Then her father began massaging her tender slit. He always seemed to know just the right way to touch her pussy, but it still didn't take her mind off seeing Rachel fucking her own dad. She even took his cum inside her! How lucky could a girl ever be?
Lia needed to get her dad's cock inside her.
"I got a boyfriend today, Dad," she told him.
"Is that so," he replied, sounding a little suspicious.
"Does that make you jealous?"
"Yeah, kind of, to be honest. But I figured it had to happen sooner or later," he admitted.
"Don't you wanna know who it is?"
"Yes, of course. Your father should approve of who you're seeing."
Lia hesitated, but only for a second. "It's Ted H."
"What? Rachel's dad?"
"Yes," she nodded.
"But he's..."
"Like the same age as you? Yeah, he is. You wouldn't want me messing around with some stupid boy my age, would you?"
"Okay, you do have a point, but..."
Alan needed a moment to let it sink in. Lia gave him a few seconds, but then she kept going. He was still rubbing her pussy, and she reached into his briefs and started rubbing his cock. He was as hard and throbbing as ever.
"I sucked his cock today," she said boldly. "He's dying to fuck me, too."
Lia didn't like lying to her father, and she wasn't lying technically. She was just choosing which details to share with him. But when she told him she'd sucked Ted's cock, Alan's rod pulsated and leaked precum onto her hand. At the same time, Alan pushed a couple of fingers into his daughter's dripping hole, causing her to moan.
"Are you going to let him fuck you?" the man asked.
"I want to, Daddy. And I should if I'm going to be a good girlfriend, right? But I really want you to fuck me first."
"Baby, you know I want to so bad, but that's something we just shouldn't do."
"Why, Daddy? Are you afraid my pussy won't make you feel good?"
"God, no, baby, that's the last thing I'm afraid of. I'm afraid I'll want it all the time."
"Mmmmm, that would be amazing."
"But we just can't, darling."
"Then here, maybe you should take a look at this."
She handed her phone to her father, whose eyes went wide as he looked at the couple fucking.
"Fuck," Alan muttered. "Who are they?"
"That, my darling daddy, is my boyfriend, Ted, and his hot daughter, my best friend, Rachel."
"Fuck," he muttered again.
Alan became so mesmerized by what he was watching that he forgot to keep fingering Lia's pussy. She didn't mind, though. She moved off the bed and knelt on the floor between her father's feet, pulling off his briefs while he kept gazing at her phone screen.
"Isn't it hot the way she rides her dad's cock?" the girl asked as she took hold of her own dad's cock, beginning to stroke him while he stared at the video.
Alan just groaned and pushed forward a little so his daughter had better access to his fully swollen cock. She stroked him a while and then spent some time licking his balls and shaft, wetting him all over with her agile tongue. Her father's groans only grew deeper while he watched Rachel fuck her dad and savored the feel of his own daughter's tongue lapping all over his cock and balls.
"I think you've had fantasies about Rachel's pussy plenty of times," the girl teased her dad. "You can't hide the way you look at her when she stays over. I know you love those big tits of hers. And now you can see what a hot, tight pussy she has. You wanna fuck her, don't you, Daddy?"
Alan groaned. "Fuck yes, I do."
"I wanna watch you do it, Dad. If she's fucking her own dad I know she'd fuck you too. I can help you get her, but you gotta let me watch...and help."
"You're such a dirty little girl, Lia," her father groaned. "How could I ever love you more?"
Lia smiled and felt full of love and pride. "I love you, too, Dad," she replied, and then she leaned her head over and took his throbbing cock in her mouth. She stroked her moist lips up and down his shaft, wetting his flesh with her saliva while he brushed her hair out of the way and watched her suck. She loved it when he watched. It made her want to give him the best sucking he ever got. She wanted to be the best her daddy ever had.
The girl's pussy felt like it was broiling as she sucked that big, throbbing cock, knowing he was diving his attention from the video of Rachel and her dad and his own daughter pleasing his cock. And now that she knew how good it felt, Lia needed a real mancock deep in her pussy more than ever. She promised herself there was no way she was letting her father leave her bedroom without planting a load of hot cum deep in her girl hole. Knowing it would be the second load in one day only made her crave it more.
Lia pushed at her father's chest, letting him know she wanted him to lie back and lift up his legs. She let his cock slip out of her mouth and stroked it while she started licking around his asshole.
"Ohhhh god, you dirty little girl, I love you so much," the man groaned while his daughter lapped at his puckerhole, jabbing at the tight ring of muscle with her tongue. She'd only ever seen it done in videos before, but she loved rimming her dad from the very first lick. His gasps and moans of pleasure only made her want to give him more.
Knowing her dad's asshole was so sensitive, Lia replaced her tongue with a finger, slowly pushing it into his saliva-slick hole while she licked his balls and all the way up his shaft. Alan groaned deeply, and his daughter took his boner back in her mouth while she slowly teased his asshole with her finger. She sucked him hungrily and carefully slid her finger in and out of his chute.
Lia could feel her father growing closer and closer to filling her mouth with cum. By now, she knew the way he responded and she could make him cum anytime she wanted. It made her feel hot and strong, and incredibly horny. But tonight he was going to pump his cum somewhere else, and luckily, her rimjob and finger tease seemed to convince him he needed the same thing she did.
"Get up here and ride Daddy's cock, baby girl," Alan groaned. "Daddy needs to fuck that hot pussy so bad."
Just hearing him say it was enough to make Lia's pussy quiver inside. Within seconds, she released his cock from her mouth and pulled her finger out of his asshole. By the time she got up on the bed and straddled his hips, Alan had taken off his T shirt and was lying there completely naked. He was looking at her with a wild, lust-filled expression that was more intense than she'd ever seen before.
First, she ground her wet, hairless pussy onto his thick shaft. His hot, rock hard flesh felt so good against her tenderly swollen cunt lips.
"Ohhhh, Dad, that feels amazing," she cooed. "I love your dick so much."
Alan ground his rod back against her for a while, but she finally rose up held his cock head against the slick opening to her hole. She felt his hands clasp tightly onto her thick, shapely ass while she ground her hips in a circular motion, lowering her body down and swallowing up his pulsating prick with her pussy. Lia was so excited to feel her dad's cock gradually filling her pussy it felt like she was fucking for the first time all over again. She mewed like a kitten when her thick ass finally sank down and she could feel her father's balls touching her. His hands moved around from her ass to her perky little tits, cupping and squeezing the sweet orbs and playing with her hard, sensitive nipples.
Lia was just about ready to start riding up and down her father's cock when the sound of her mother's footsteps coming upstairs made her freeze. She looked at her father and they just stared at each other listening. Her door was unlocked, and when her mother went into their room and discovered that her husband wasn't there she'd have to wonder where he was. And there weren't that many places Alan could be after going upstairs. There was only the bathroom or Lia's room, and he sure wasn't in the bathroom.
Father and daughter held still as statues while they listened and waited to see if the girl's mother would go looking for her husband. Hopefully, she'd be too tired to bother or care.
Alan's cock was pulsing inside his daughter's tightly gripping pussy hole. And despite the tension of the moment, he never stopped fondling the girl's tits or playing with her nipples. Meanwhile, Lia wasn't about to let go of her father's cock until he filled her pussy with his man juice. She needed it so much she didn't even care if her mother walked in. She almost wished it would happen just so her mother could see that she was the one her dad truly belonged to.
Lia loved it when her father started rocking his hips underneath her, beginning to slip his cock in and out of her pussy. He obviously needed to fuck her as much as she needed him to, and he was willing to risk his wife walking in on them to get what he wanted. The girl gave her father her happiest and most wicked smile as she began to ride his rock solid prick. Alan looked back at her with a faint smile of approval, moving his hands back to her sumptuous ass while she milked his horny rod with her snatch.
She leaned forward to let her dad lick and suckle on her nipples while she gracefully rocked her hips up and down his cock. The stroked of that fat rod in her hole made Lia's heart race. Her juices were flowing hard, and she could feel her dad rubbing her sauce over her puckerhole. She practically cried out but bit her lip just in time. Then he started to push his finger into her chute, sliding it in and out while she rode his hard on faster.
Lia started to cum. Feeling her dad's finger in her ass and his cock in her pussy at the same time was beyond her dreams. She gazed lovingly at the man as the pleasure of her climax made her whimper and shake. She wanted him to know how much she loved him and everything he was doing to her.
She kept riding him and another orgasm rippled through her luscious, young body. Her father couldn't hold back any longer and gripped one side of her ass hard while he drove his finger deep in her asshole. At the same time his cock was pulsing wildly and spurting warm jets of gooey man cream deeply into her hole.
After, she spent a long time kissing her amazing dad and promising she would always do anything to please him. He told her she was the most beautiful girl in the world and that he would never love a girl the way he loved her. They whispered everything as softly as they had downstairs when the girl's mother was just a few feet away on the couch. Hopefully, the woman was fast asleep by now anyway.
Alan spent a long time cuddling and making out with his daughter after their wonderfully pleasurable fuck. He told the girl he wished he could just spend the whole night in her bed, but eventually he had to get up and tip toe down the hall to the room where her mother was probably sleeping soundly. Lia felt sad when her dad left her alone in her room, but she was happy and excited about taking this big step with her father. She couldn't wait to text Rachel and Ted both and tell them all about it.
Lia finally lay back to try and sleep. Her thick legs were parted and she was lazily raking her fingers over her wonderfully fucked pussy. She wondered if her father would still have the smell of her pussy all over him when he woke up in the morning. The thought of it made her giggle softly.
The content eighteen year old couldn't resist pushing a finger into her smooth, cum-filled pussy. She felt so gooey and warm inside, and it made her feel so good to know that was her dad's cum making her feel so slick. It made her smile to think of the possibility her father's goo could take hold and make her belly swell with his baby. Then she thought about the same thing happening to Rachel. They were such good friends, it would be amazing if they both ended up with baby bumps at the same time as they each carried their dad's babies.
They'd be the happiest girls in the world.
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"How's Violet getting by?" his mother asked, inquiring about his younger sister.
Josh looked at his eighteen year old sister. Except for the two bedrooms, the apartment was all one open space, so he could see her in the kitchen from where he was sitting in the living room. She was cleaning everything again, mostly out of a combination of boredom and anxiety, the way a lot of people were getting during the lockdown. The petite yet thickly curved teen had only brought enough clothes for a few days, so she was now borrowing things from Diane, Josh's live-in girlfriend. Right now she was wearing a pair of stretch denim booty shorts that were too small for her, and stretched to the max over her thick, round ass. She was also wearing a cropped halter top of Diane's, also too small, especially since Violet's boobs were bigger than her brother's girlfriend.
"She's fine," Josh replied, hardly believing how good his sister's thick legs and ass looked. Just watching his raven-haired baby sister clean the kitchen was an unexpectedly erotic vision. Diane was a great looking, well-built twenty-one year old, but she didn't have a hope of filling out those clothes the way his teenaged sister could.
"We're just a little stir crazy like everyone else," Josh added. "How about you and Dad? Are you staying home and out of harm's way?"
Josh's mother gave him the same answer to the same question he'd asked her only a couple of days ago. Everyone was staying in their homes except for necessary trips, and nothing much changed from day to day. Except in his case. His curvy little sister, Violet, was constantly around and making her brother notice her in the most unbrotherly way. But of course he left that out of his phone calls to their parents to see how everyone was doing during the lockdown.
Diane was stranded overseas with her boss, while Violet had been visiting Josh at his place on the coast when everything started closing down. Their parents didn't want Violet getting on a plane in the middle of a pandemic, but she and Josh were both perfectly happy to have the extra time together.
Josh had been out of the family home since the beginning of college, when Violet was quite a bit younger. She'd always looked up to her big brother, and she was so impressed to see how well he'd done for himself after finishing school. He had a roomy condo, with a hot tub and private deck on one side, and if she was going to be stranded anywhere Violet was happier to be with her brother than anywhere else. It was much better than being stuck at home with their parents.
And with Violet for company, Josh barely even noticed Diane was gone. He suspected there was something going on between her and her boss anyway, and he sure didn't appreciate Diane's attitude the first couple of days before she left when she would put his sister down every time they were alone. Diane would call Violet fat, despite know how much it made Josh mad. He defended his sister every time. Besides, calling her fat was just rude and arrogant, and Josh was convinced his girlfriend was only jealous because the younger girl was much prettier, not to mention so much shapelier and voluptuous. So when Diane left on her trip Josh was relieved she was gone.
Josh and Violet's father got on the phone and talked for a few minutes, but the call ended once the parents were satisfied their son and daughter were healthy and safe. While Josh kept watching his little sister from the other room, mesmerized by the hypnotic sway of her sumptuous ass in those shorts that barely fit her, he thought of how he just wanted to keep her safe. He never loved anyone the way he loved Violet, yet he knew he shouldn't have been watching her sashay her glorious ass around the kitchen while she cleaned and danced to the music in her ear buds at the same time.
His little sister was making his dick hard, and it was far from the first time that happened since she arrived. This was a distinct disadvantage of his girlfriend being stranded, since only having his sister staying with him the only relief he could get was from jerking off. Yet the longer Violet was there and borrowing skimpy outfits from Diane, the less Josh could think about fucking his girlfriend. Diane simply could never appeal to him the way his own baby sister did, and when he did manage to sneak in some private bathroom time to rub one out, it was Violet he was always thinking about.
Of course, Josh knew it could never happen. Not with his own sister. But he knew there had to be plenty of guys just like him who had pretty, sexy sisters that gave them aching hard ons without even knowing it. So it couldn't be all that weird, and keeping his interest confined to some harmless fantasy dick stroking couldn't be all that bad.
But the last thing he wanted was for Violet to see the effect she had on him. As his little sister, it probably didn't even occur to her that her own brother would see her in any kind of sexual way. Why else would she end up taking Diane's most revealing outfits that were too small for her thickly built body and flash practically everything she had in front of him? There could only be one answer: that she trusted her big brother not to look at her the wrong way and let her feel at home in whatever she felt like wearing.
It was mid-morning, and Josh was still wearing the boxer briefs and T shirt he'd slept in. His big rod was already hard as a rock and stretching his briefs to their limit. He took another minute or so to watch his sister prance around the kitchen, and instead of going in and pouring a cup of coffee like he usually did, he retreated to the deck where he could sit at the table and wait for his erection to go down.
Violet had already made coffee. She knew how much her brother loved having a cup or two every morning, and Josh thought it was the sweetest thing in the world the way she made a pot for him every day. Diane had never made a pot of coffee in her life. Not that Josh needed a woman to wait on him, but he was starting to feel spoiled at the way his sister did little things like that for him. She might've only been eighteen, but she would've made a much better girlfriend than Diane.
Josh forced himself to stop imagining what a perfect girlfriend his little sister would be. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath and started thinking about going to work online. It was Sunday, but the days of the week didn't seem to matter anymore, and now, that hard cock in his briefs needed to go down before he could even think straight.
Suddenly, Violet was right beside her brother, setting a cup of coffee in front of him on the table. Josh opened his eyes and found himself staring into the sweetest smile he'd ever seen. He couldn't help returning his sister's beautiful smile and letting his eyes take a circuit around her generous curves. Her big thighs looked so smooth and simply amazing, while the stretch shorts she had on were digging up into the split of her delectable, young pussy. Josh's pulse skipped a few beats, and he couldn't help noticing the way her braless tits were showing hard nipple dents in her top.
"Thank you, Vi," he said. "You're spoiling me, you know."
Violet's smile went even wider, telling her brother that's exactly what she wanted.
"You deserve it, big brother," she told him. "You're the best brother in the world and you need me around to take care of you."
Josh nearly flinched at his sister's choice of words. Having that girl "take care of him" was the prime material of every stroke fantasy he'd had since Diane left on her trip. Violet went to sit in the other chair while Josh discreetly checked to make sure the bottom of his T shirt was covering the huge bulge his hard cock was making in his briefs. At least he didn't have to get up to go to the kitchen now.
"You're supposed to be here to have a good time," he told her. "Not cooking and cleaning and waiting on me."
"But I like doing it, Joshie," she said with a cute tilt of her head. "Diane doesn't lift a finger to take care of you, so why shouldn't I?"
Josh could think of a hundred reasons why not, but he thought it was safer to change the subject.
"I'm sorry you ended up getting stuck here," he said. "But I'm glad you're here."
"I'm glad, too, Joshie. I'd much rather be here than stuck with Mom and Dad. And with Diane stuck with her boss I'm glad you're not alone."
Josh couldn't help smiling at his sweet baby sister. "Well, if I'm being honest, I'd much rather have you here than anyone else."
Violet blushed happily. She squared her shoulders proudly, pushing her perky tits forward in her snug top. Josh practically resigned himself to having a hard cock as long as his sister was living there. It was insanely frustrating, but he had to admit he didn't know when he'd ever felt so happy.
"I wish I could live with you and take care of you all the time," Violet said.
Josh had to admit he would love having his sister live with him full time. He couldn't help thinking Diane was most likely off in some foreign hotel getting banged by her boss. It was time to break up whether his sister stayed there or not.
He was lost in his thoughts when his sister got up and said she wanted to take advantage of the warm day and get an early start on her sunbathing for the season. Back home she couldn't work on her tan this early in the year. Josh would have gotten up to go take care of his hard on, except he knew his sister was definitely in his bedroom going through Diane's things since she'd only come with a week's worth of clothes.
When Violet came back, her lavish young body was clad in a pale turquoise bikini of Diane's. The suit had been skimpy on the older girl's comparatively stingy curves, but on Violet it almost looked like a micro bikini. The material was stretched to its limit on the girl's extravagant form, the thong bottom leaving Violet's full, round ass on display. The girl's tits were a firm, shapely B cup that stetched out the A cup sized top more than it was designed for.
"Wow!" Josh exclaimed without thinking.
His little sister blushed happily while Josh struggled to maintain eye contact. It didn't help that his baby sister's nipples were hard and the wickedly tight thong showed her camel toe in obscene detail. His cock was now throbbing harder than it had all morning. Whenever he saw Diane wearing the same bikini he barely noticed her, but his little sister merely had to walk out on the deck and she redefined the mean of horny.
"I guess Diane's stuff is kinda tight on me," she giggled.
"Did you hear me complaining?"
Violet giggled again. "No. I'm just kinda loving the look on your face," she told him.
"Um, you just kind of caught me by surprise," Josh said. "I knew you'd end up borrowing something from Diane. I just didn't expect..."
"Expect what, big brother?"
Josh hesitated, but then he figured his sister was probably overdue for a compliment. "I didn't expect you to look so much better than she does in her clothes."
Violet blushed hard at that one. She went to Josh and leaned over to hug him where he was sitting, mashing her half naked tits against his shoulder and then giving him a kiss on the side of his face, daringly close to the corner of his mouth.
"You're the best brother in the world," she told him. "I bet you're an even better boyfriend."
She flashed him a sassy look and went to lie down on a chaise in the sun, leaving him in his seat with a speechless smile. Josh tried not to think about what she said, but that didn't work out too well. It was the last thing that could ever happen, of course, but in some kind of bizarre, parallel universe, Violet would be the hottest, sweetest and prettiest girlfriend Josh ever had. And as he watched her lie back and sunbathe with her eyes closed and subtle smile on her supple lips, he knew that she had to be thinking about the same thing.
This would have been the perfect opportunity for Josh to go back inside without letting his little sister see the ripe, hard bulge in his briefs that was just for her. But instead he took a little extra time to look at her. It was a little strange to see her in Diane's bikini. The last time he'd seen his skinny, blonde girlfriend wearing it was there in the same place. Diane had put it on to sunbathe in the same chaise Violet was lying on now. The difference between the two girls was like night and day, and not just physically, but pretty much every aspect of their personalities. Violet proved this even more when she sat up long enough to take off the top of the bikini, leaving her delectable scoops of tit flesh bare to the sun.
She lay back and closed her eyes again, acting like it was no big deal. Josh didn't want to say anything because it shouldn't be a big deal. He liked having a private deck for naked sunbathing himself, and he would've felt like a hypocrite telling his sister there was anything wrong with her body. But that was the problem. Everything about his little sister's body was so right it made his cock throb with heat.
Josh slowly finished his coffee, and with Violet's eyes closed he took the opportunity to reach down and squeeze his aching cock through his briefs a few times. He finally got up and went inside. Going straight to the bathroom, he took a shower and stroked his rod while he replayed images of his topless, sunbathing baby sister in his mind. When his climax finally came it felt like it was going through his whole body, leaving him momentarily dazed.
Jerking off gave Josh sorely needed relief, but it was only temporary. Being cooped up with his impossibly hot little sister was proving to be a challenge, to say the least. No one knew how long this situation would go on, and the feelings he shouldn't be having for Violet could only keep getting worse.
After he got dressed, Josh decided to get out for a while. Maybe just drive around or go to the supermarket. His choices were incredibly slim, but he needed a change of scene - one where his own sister wasn't making him hornier than any girl had ever made him before.
Josh slipped out of the condo without telling Violet he was leaving. He got into his pickup and drove aimlessly for a while. After a while he stopped at a supermarket and picked up a few supplies out whatever was still available. He got a few bags of groceries and managed to score a few rolls of much sought after toilet paper. When he got back to his truck he slathered his hands with sanitizer and got ready to drive home when his phone started blowing up with messages.
None of them were from Diane, as usual, which came as a relief. But he felt bad when he saw that his sister was freaking out not knowing where he was and not even knowing that he'd gone out. Josh messaged her back and apologized, explaining he'd only gone out to shop a little and he'd be back in fifteen minutes.
Josh nearly dropped the shopping bags on the floor when he went back into his condo. The second he walked in, his little sister came stomping into the kitchen all the way from the deck where she had still been sunbathing. And she was still only wearing the thong. Obviously upset, she came straight toward him with her firm looking tits wobbling with her steps.
"How could you just take off without telling me?" she said, sounding more like a wife than a baby sister. "I was worried about you. And you went without me!"
Josh couldn't ignore the girl's state of near nudity, and the pert shape of her young tits was burning a permanent image into his mind.
"I'm sorry, Vi. I just needed to pick up a few things," he said, not wanting to tell her the real reason he went out.
"It's so dangerous out there, Joshie," she whined. "If something happens to you my life is over. Just over!"
She was talking to him like she completely forgot all she had on was a thong that belonged to his girlfriend. She seemed completely oblivious to the fact that her naked tits were quivering before his attentive eyes, with nipples that were growing hard. Josh didn't want to upset the girl, but now his cock was growing hard again too.
"Baby," he said in a soothing tone, "everything's gonna be fine, okay?"
Violet appeared to relax a little, but she planted her fists on her bare hips in an angry stance. But then it looked like she was going to cry.
"You're my whole life, Josh. Not Mom and Dad. And not any of the stupid boys who keep asking me out. You, Joshie. You're everything. I can't lose you."
Josh was left a little bit stunned. And when he thought about it, he realized he could think of no one more important to him than Violet. Diane was barely even on his radar anymore. Suddenly he frowned.
"Boys asking you out?" he said in a disapproving tone.
Finally Violet smiled and uttered a giggle.
"Are you jealous, Joshie?" On that, she struck a sassy pose, pushing her naked tits forward and cocking her hip to the side.
He couldn't believe his little sister was openly teasing him like that. And the look on her face was practically begging him to do something about it. In nothing but that too small thong, her thick thighs looked insanely smooth and tanned, and her camel toe looked just as smooth and enticing. Her nipples were fully erect now, staring back at him defiantly. His cock was swelling and draining all the blood straight out of his brain. That had to be the only reason he suddenly grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her close to him, holding her so her tits were touching his shirt and she could surely feel the impressive bulge of his hard on through his pants.
"You're mine," he nearly snarled. "Fuck Mom and Dad. Fuck Diane. And fuck those clueless boys. You need a man, not a boy."
The girl sighed deeply, a blissful look crossing her pretty face. "You're my man, Josh. Aren't you?"
"You better believe it," he insisted.
And then he kissed her, taking her mouth with hungry insistence, pushing his tongue between her instantly parting lips. She kissed him back just as hard and made a whimpering sound when he ran his hands down the bare skin of her back and gripped both of those big, round cheeks of her ass. They kissed harder and her whimpers grew deeper as he squeezed and kneaded her ass flesh. She ground herself anxiously against the hard bulge of her brother's cock, urging his meat to grow hotter and harder for her.
Josh's dick was throbbing like he never felt it before. But then again, he'd never kissed his nearly naked little sister like he owned her before, either. Her skin felt hot smooth as silk, and her big, thick ass felt even firmer than it looked. It was unbelievable that his eighteen year old sister had the most luscious ass he'd ever laid hands on, and the excitement was making his cock throb and ache like never before.
He kept one hand on the girl's ass and squeezed the other between them to feel her tits. Each of his baby sister's perfect orbs just overfilled his hand, and he loved the way she moaned into his mouth when he played almost roughly with her hardened nipples.
He soon began kissing his way to her neck and throat. "God, Vi, you're so beautiful," he told her through ragged breath. "I want you more than I ever wanted anyone."
"Oh, Josh, my Joshie," she cooed, her hand reaching between them to feel the shape of his rigid cock through his pants. "All I ever wanted was to be all yours."
"I love you so much, sis," the older brother proclaimed. Then he took her into a crushing hug and kissed her harder than he'd ever kissed anyone.
Violet whimpered and cooed, sucking her brother's tongue and swirling hers around his. At the same time she squeezed her other hand between them and fumbled with his belt and zipper until she had his pants open. Josh groaned deeply when he felt his sister's hands release his aching cock and explore the length of his swollen shank. He broke the kiss off just to be able to breathe while the feeling of her hands moving all over his rod and balls was making him gasp. He started feeling her tits again and then pushed one of his hands down between her thighs to feel her pussy mound through the thin material of his girlfriend's thong.



Violet moaned when her brother felt her pussy, mashing his fingers into her pliant mound. He was just about to push his hand under the thong when he decided they needed to be on his bed. Immediately.
He took his baby sister by the hand and led her to his room. She sat down on his bed and lay back, allowing him to pull the thong off her legs. Then she sat back up and watched him while he pulled off his shirt, then took off his shoes and pants.
"Oh, Joshie, it's huge," she said, gazing at the hard, naked stalk swaggering in front of him.
He stepped up to the side of the bed while his sister scooted to sit in front of him. She was staring at her brother's cock like she'd never even seen one before, even though Josh was sure she'd already seen her share. From her perch on the bed she started stroking him, cupping his balls in her other hand while skimming her small fist up and down his shank. Josh moaned with pleasure as he watched her, amazed by the sight as much as the feel of her soft hands over his hard flesh.
Violet looked up at her brother while she stroked and fondled him, looking both ecstatic and amazed to have her big brother's cock in her delicate hands.
"When I came here did you think we'd end up naked together like this?" she asked.
"Not a chance," he told her.
"But you like it, right?"
Josh grinned. "What do you think?"
Violet giggled. "Well your dick definitely likes it," she said.
Josh laughed a little but his sister's hands on his cock and balls were keeping him focused on her. "Sweetie, my dick has been hard practically every minute since you got here," he confessed.
This made Violet giggle, too, and she blushed even through her tan, obviously so pleased. She leaned forward and licked the head of her brother's cock. Josh uttered a small gasp at the wet flash of her tongue. Then she did it again, and again, until she was licking all around the ridge of his knob and along his shaft.
"Oh, Josh, I just want to keep making you hard all the time. I wanna make you forget Diane ever existed," she told him.
"Diane who?" her brother grinned.
Violet gave him back the sweetest smile, and then she opened her pretty mouth and took his cock inside. Her head bobbed back and forth as she stroked her moist, supple lips along his throbbing shaft. She cupped and caressed his smoothly shaven balls in her hand while she sucked him like a big piece of sweet candy.
Josh couldn't take his eyes off his younger sister, his moans soon turning to groans as she sucked him to deeper and deeper sensations of sheer pleasure. He stroked her silky, dark hair and face, mesmerized by the sight of her lips encircling the girth of his cock. He told her how sweet and beautiful she was, and how much he had always loved her more than anyone else.
Violet probably would have spent the whole rest of the day sucking her brother's long, thick rod, and Josh would have been happy to let her, but he didn't want to let her be the one doing all the work. He wanted his luscious sister to feel what he was feeling.
He finally pushed her back and guided her down onto the bed. He climbed on beside her and started kissing her, his hot, swollen dick rubbing against her body while he firmly massaged her tits.
Violet was already beginning to squirm, and her brother soon kissed a trail to her sweet tits. He slid one hand between her thick, smooth thighs and began stroking her smooth slit with his fingers while he went back and forth sucking on her swollen nipples. She spread her legs open wider when he started to probe into her creamy hole, giving him easier access.
Josh slid two of his fingers into his sister's slippery pussy, searching for her G spot with his fingertips. Violet moaned deeply and ground her pussy at her brother's fingers. He soon moved down along her curvy body and started licking her clit while he kept massaging her inner channel.
"Oh, ohhhhhh, Joshie, that feels so good," the girl moaned in heat.
He could feel her groping around to take hold of his cock while his fingers continued massaging her hole. Then he suctioned his lips over her clit and sucked on her hard little pearl while swirling his tongue over it. His fingers were sliding in and out of her at the same time, and he didn't let up until she gasped and moaned her way through at least two, hip-shaking orgasms.
After that, Josh pushed his sister's legs up high and wide enough to expose her tight little ass bud. The girl squealed in delight as he began licking her tiny rimhole, rubbing the pad of his thumb over her clit at the same time.
He was a little disappointed to have to move out of her reach. He missed feeling her hand skimming up and down his cock, but he was in love with the way she was responding to having her asshole licked with loving hunger. Giving her taut ring a thorough wetting down, he started to push the tip of his tongue into her bud, opening it slightly to permit entrance to the tip. He licked at the inner ring of her entrance while she let out a shriek of surprise.
"Ohhhh, fuck, Joshie," the girl cried. "I can't believe you're shoving your tongue up my ass. That feels so amazing. Oh god, Joshie, I love you!"
Josh just kept lapping into his sister's asshole and mashing his thumb over his clit. He was soon rewarded with another shivering orgasm from Violet's writhing body. The girl's capacity to cum was amazing, but it was time to come up for air.
When he sat back up, Violet was staring at her brother with a glazed look in her eyes. Her pert tits were heaving with her deep breath, but she instantly lowered her knees and spread her legs out wide, opening her dew-glazed slit for him.
Josh got into position and took his cock in hand, rubbing the head up and down his sister's slippery lips.
"Do it, Josh. Fuck me," she pleaded.
He mashed his imposing cock head into her slick opening, then pushing his shaft deeper and filling her velvety channel with cock flesh. The girl's sheath gripped him tightly and she started cooing and moaning as he began slipping his cock in and out of her.
While shoving his red hot rod in and out of her frothy hole, he leaned over and kissed her hard, then clutching her firm tits and holding them as he moved his head back and forth to suck on her nipples.
Sucking on Violet's tits just seemed to deepen her response as she ground her hips into her brother's hard driving cock. Josh couldn't believe how perfect his baby sister's pussy felt, and when she started to cum again he could feel the ripples of her clenching hole. He kept on pounding and pumping his long rod into her body until the extra hard grip of her climax set him off at the same time.
Josh grunted hard and deep while his cock spurted forceful jets of brotherly cum far up inside the girl's body.
After, they held onto each other for a long time, kissing and looking at each other with the most intense love two people had ever shared.
They finally got up and took a shower together. Without bothering to get dressed, they worked together in the kitchen to put together something for dinner, then ate naked outside on the deck.
After they finished eating, Josh said, "According to what they're saying on the news it looks like we could be stuck here together for months."
Violet grinned like it was the best news she'd ever heard. "I don't mind at all," she said.
"After all that, you should just keep living here permanently."
His sister looked like he'd just proposed, which he kind of had. "But what about Diane?" she finally asked.
Josh knew Diane wouldn't be coming back after being cozy with her boss for all that time, and even if she wanted to, he'd have to tell her it was over. Not that he'd say it was because he wanted to set up house with his little sister.
Violet smiled happily. "So I guess your cock is all mine now."
"Every inch, baby," he laughed.
"Hmmm, I think you should prove it," she said.
Josh got up and stood in front his sister's chair. Without skipping a beat, Violet leaned forward and took her brother's cock into her mouth and started sucking. He sighed with pleasure, touching her pretty face while his shaft steadily swelled to hardness inside her mouth.
God, she was good at this, Josh thought as he watched her lips stroke along his thick shaft. And now she was all his.
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When Alex got home from work on Friday afternoon, he didn't expect his eighteen year old daughter, Marcie, to be there already. Something else he never expected was to find her sunbathing nude on a beach towel on the deck at the rear of the house. It was two weeks into the girl's last summer break before going to college, and the dark-haired young beauty was already tanned a deep shade of burnt cinnamon except for the tan lines left from the bikini she wore around her mother's house. Alex had been expecting to go pick her up from his ex's house a couple of hours later. This was the usual routine every other weekend, except during summer when Marcie would spend every weekend at her father's.
Marcie was a precocious handful, but Alex loved his daughter more than anything else in life, and he wished she could live with him full time. It was only when she was at his house that he didn't feel lonely. She was the only one who could make that feeling go away, even if she was holed up in her room with her computer or texting her friends. It was enough just to know she was close. Alex was a fit, good-looking man of forty, and he didn't have any trouble finding good looking women to go out with, but the loneliness was always there and he rarely made it past a third or fourth date with the same girl.
"Hey princess, I didn't know you were coming over early," he said, announcing his presence as he walked out on the deck. "I was planning to come pick you up."
Marcie was lying on her stomach, and her father couldn't help admiring her beautifully slender body. Her legs were so long and slim, but so shapely and perfectly smooth, tapering up toward the cutest ass Alex had ever seen. She also had a delectable pair of pert, B cup sized tits, but he couldn't see them now since she was lying the way she was. But when she rose up on her elbows and turned her head toward him he could see one of her boobs from the side, noticing that her perky nipples appeared to be swollen.
"Mom dropped me off early," Marcie replied. "We had another fight. A really good one, so she brought me over just to get me out of the house."
"Sorry to hear that, sweetie. We both know how much your mom loves to fight. It's one of the few things she's really good at," Alex said, taking a seat at the patio table.
"Pffff, that's for sure," his daughter agreed. "All I did was ask if I could go to her spa and get a wax like she does. I get tired of shaving every other day. She went ballistic and said the only girls my age getting waxed at her spa looked like sluts. It's so unfair. I haven't even had sex!"
Alex felt relieved to confirm his beautiful, young daughter was still a virgin, but he had to admit he was a little surprised. The pretty girl with long, black hair had to be getting more than her share of attention from guys her age, and even older. It wasn't exactly rare that he'd catch friends of his checking her out.
Yet at the moment, Alex was upset with his ex for saying such things to their daughter when she clearly didn't deserve them. Even so, Marcie was a girl who was very much aware of her sensuality so it was no wonder that both her parents couldn't help wondering how much experience she had. She was so casual about showing her body that Alex hadn't been surprised to find her sunbathing nude. It was far from the first time, and it was sure not going to be the last. Nor was it unusual for her to go around the house in her revealing lingerie or sleepwear. Her mother always got on her case about it, but Alex didn't see why the girl should have to always cover herself in the comfort of her own home.
"Maybe you should just talk to me about things like that, sweetie. We'll find another place to go and get you a wax, if that's what you want," Alex said.
"Really, Dad? You don't mind?" Marcie suddenly pushed herself up from her lying position. Her ass rose into the air and her pert cheeks parted, revealing her tightly puckered rimhole and carefully shaved pussy. Alex had a direct view of both the girl's holes from his seat, and he took a mental snapshot to file away with many others he already had in his mind. Then his daughter turned and sat upright, her legs criss-crossed and revealing her silky, young slit as she faced him directly.
"Of course I don't mind, sweetie," he said, forcing himself to look the girl in her pretty, brown eyes. He couldn't help looking at her tits every chance he had, though. It wasn't like they were the biggest he'd ever seen, but definitely the nicest. They were so beautifully shaped and firm. But the problem with Marcie facing him now was that his cock was beginning to stir in his pants. It wouldn't have been the first time Marcie saw a bulge in her father's pants that she caused. Alex wasn't shy about it, but he didn't want to go around making a habit out of it, either. "We'll find a nice place just for you, and your mother won't have to know," he added.
"You're the best, Daddy," the girl smiled. "I wish I could just live with you all the time."
"I'd love that, too, sweetie."
"Really?"
"Of course!" Alex was surprised she didn't know that already.
"Cuz Mom keeps saying you don't want me here all the time."
"Nothing could be farther from the truth, sweetheart. I can see I'm going to have to have a very serious talk with your mother. In the meantime, don't plan to go back to her house at the end of the weekend. You're going to stay right here as long as you want."
Marcie's face lit up. Then she jumped up and went to her father and hugged him where he was sitting. Her pert tits were almost pushing against him, and when he hugged her back he had to be careful to keep his hands away from her naked ass no matter how much he wanted to cup those sweet cheeks in his hands and squeeze them.
"I love you so much, Dad," she said as she finally released him and went back to sitting the way she was before.
"I love you, too, baby. More than anything in the world."
"You know, Mom never tells me that," the girl pouted.
"Oh, your mother loves you, sweetie. It's just that she's..."
"A bitch," she completed her father's sentence for him.
Alex laughed. "Well I wasn't going to use that word, but...if the shoe fits."
Marcie giggled, making her delectable young tits wobble. The stirring in her father's pants was getting worse. Hugging his naked daughter hadn't helped him control his body's response.
"She'd freak if she knew you let me lie out naked," she said with a defiant smile.
"There's nothing wrong with it, sweetie. This is your home, you should be able to do what you want," he said.
"Well, I don't wanna get tan lines this year," she said. "And, um, I was kinda hoping to go to that nude beach this summer and get an all over tan. That's another thing Mom would freak out about."
Alex had to smile. He went to the nude beach as much as he could before getting married to Marcie's mother. Now that they were divorced he was able to enjoy his taste for nudism again. He hadn't thought about taking his daughter with him, though. Not until now, at least. As much as he loved practicing nudism, he had yet to go completely naked in front of his daughter, even when she was so eager to go naked in front of her dad. It wasn't that Alex was shy or ashamed, he just didn't want his daughter to see how hard she had the power to make his cock. The times she'd spotted his big bulge in his pants or underwear didn't feel the same as having his hard, swollen rod swinging naked in front of her.
"We'll see," he said, hoping to let the subject pass for now.
"Aw, c'mon, Dad. It isn't a big deal is it?"
"No, of course not," he said. "It's perfectly natural, and lots of families go there together. But why do you want to go there when you can just go naked right here at home anytime you want?"
"I dunno. I guess I just wanna see what it's like to be around other people who like being naked, too. I mean I know you like being a nudist, but you never go naked when I'm here, and if you keep telling me I shouldn't be ashamed then you shouldn't either. Plus I wanna skinny dip in the ocean."
Looking at the girl's sweetly pouting pussy, Alex couldn't help thinking of how other people would see his baby girl in all her erotic glory. He felt a sharp twinge of fatherly protectiveness, while at the same time his cock pulsed wildly in his pants. But in the end, there was nothing unreasonable about what she said.
"You're right, sweetie," he finally told her. "We'll go to the nude beach together. But you know we can't say anything about it to your mother."
Marcie just laughed. It was so obvious they could never let her mother know. She jumped up and hugged him again.
"You're the best dad ever," she said. Then she strutted happily into the house, turning her head and sporting a coy smile as she looked at the bulge straining her father's pants.
Alex heaved a deep sigh of relief when his naked daughter went back inside. She'd just left him with yet another throbbing hard on. He thought he should wait until the bulge subsided before getting up and going inside. He needed to get to his room and relieve the ache in his cock. But then he just decided it was nothing Marcie hadn't seen before, and he got up went inside with his big bulge tenting out the front of his pants. His girl was sitting naked on the living room sofa surfing TV channels, but she smiled coyly and took an obvious look at the distorted tent in front of her father's pants as he walked through. He made his way upstairs and once he finally worked his overheated cock out of his pants he stroked his rod until he came so hard it made his head spin.
The next morning, he got up to find his daughter completely naked in the kitchen. She was fixing herself a light breakfast and hugged him when he went in. Alex was wearing boxer briefs and a T shirt, and it wasn't long before the girl's tan, slinky body started to make him hard again. After their conversation the day before, she must have decided to be an at-home nudist as long as she was at his house. He wasn't about to tell her not to, especially not after the talk they had, but he was going to have to find a way to deal with the constant hard ons she was causing.
A little later, he got on the phone and made an appointment for her to get a complete wax. He couldn't get her in until the next day. She was excited to go, and could barely wait until the following day. Meanwhile, she spent the entire day and evening naked in front of her father, happily driving the man crazy.
When the time finally arrived, Alex drove the girl to her appointment. When he went back to pick her up after her session, he expected Marcie to feel sore, but the girl was glowing.
"This feels amazing!" she nearly shrieked as she got into her father's car.
Alex smiled, feeling good that she was so happy. She could barely stop talking about how good and smooth her body felt the whole ride back to the house. When they got there, Marcie didn't even wait to go up to her room before tearing off her clothes. She did it in the living room with her father standing right there watching her.
"What do you think, Dad? How do I look?" she asked preening for him.
Alex gazed at his daughter in sheer awe. She looked satin smooth and perfect, and she posed proudly for him, without a shred of modesty. If ever he'd seen a natural born nudist it was his daughter.
"You look fantastic, sweetie," he told her honestly. "But of course you always do."
"Aw, you just say that cuz you're my dad."
"No, sweetheart. You're an incredibly beautiful girl, and I know you know I'm not the only one who thinks so."
"Yeah, okay, I guess. But I like it better when you say it."
Alex just smiled. It was tempting to tell her how luscious her slinky, young body was, or how sweet and perky her tits looked, or how silky and delicious her freshly waxed pussy looked. But Alex kept that to himself. It was bad enough it was probably written all over his face for his perceptive girl to read like an open book.
Marcie reminded him about going to the nude beach together. The next day was Monday, and normally Alex would be bringing the girl back to her mother's house. But Marcie wanted him to bring her to the nude beach instead, and Alex couldn't help how much the idea appealed to him. He called his ex and told her that Marcie wanted to spend a few extra days. This turned into an argument, which Alex expected. The argument ended up going on longer than necessary, with Marcie also getting on the phone to argue with her mother. The discussion heated up even more when Marcie told her mother she wanted to spend the whole summer at her dad's. In the end, they all had to agree that Marcie was old enough to decide this for herself.
After the call, Marcie was excited enough to hug her father again. Every time she hugged him while she was naked chipped away a little more at his self-control. He was overjoyed that she'd be spending the whole summer with him, but he realized he was going to be masturbating at least as much as she did. He could hear her going at it in her room every day or night. She didn't go out of her way to make a lot of noise, but she didn't make any effort to be quiet about it, either. Every time he heard his daughter cum it made his cock throb with need.
Alex took the next day off from work, and in the morning he and Marcie put together a bag full of things they wanted for a day at the nude beach. Being early on a weekday the ride only took about forty minutes. Marci was practically vibrating with excitement. For the ride, she was wearing a tiny pair of booty shorts and a cropped tank. Her father had to admit she looked as arousing in the outfit she had on as she would've looked naked.
"You're not nervous, are you?" he asked.
"Maybe a little," she smiled coyly.
"I don't know why. You go naked at home almost all the time."
"That's different. There's going to be other people at the beach. Like, naked people," she giggled. "And you're finally gonna be naked, too, aren't you?"
"Yes, baby, I will be," he smiled. He didn't try asking her why she seemed so anxious to see her own father naked.
The girl blushed, even through her tan. The conversation was cut short when they pulled into the parking lot. They got their things out of the trunk and headed for the beach. Marcie was wearing sunglasses, but Alex could tell his daughter was checking out all the naked bodies on the sand as they searched for a spot.
They found a spot that had a reasonable amount of unoccupied space around them, but was close enough to other people to satisfy Marcie's eagerness to check out other naked bodies. They set down their bag and spread out the blanket that was large enough for both of them. Then Marcie had her shorts and top off within seconds. It seemed like she couldn't wait to get her clothes off even if they were barely covering her succulent, young body. She took her top off first, and then turned her back to her father as she pushed her shorts down her long, slinky legs, exposing her ass and pussy to her attentive dad.
She then sat down on the blanket, and Alex realized she was almost eye level with his cock. He pulled off his T shirt, and then took off his shorts, noticing the way his daughter was gazing steadily at his cock now that it was fully exposed to her.
Alex hesitated a moment before sitting down. He wasn't prepared for how much he really liked seeing his daughter sit there staring at his cock with a coy smile on her face. He knew a hard on in front of his daughter was inevitable, especially if she was going to be looking at it without even trying to pretend she wasn't, although he often got hard on the beach when he was nude just because it felt so good. When that happened, he'd cover up with a towel and whenever possible would furtively stroke himself to a good cum so he could relax again.
He did the best he could to put that out of his mind and sat down. He lay down on his stomach and turned his head in Marcie's direction. Now that he was lying on his cock, his daughter was glancing off in every direction, checking out all the other naked bodies around them. There were people of all shapes and sizes, and Alex realized his hot, young daughter was a chronic cock watcher. He didn't delude himself to think that she hadn't seen naked dicks before, even if it was only watching internet porn, but he was sure she'd never seen this many naked ones all in one place.
She was sitting cross-legged the way she had been on the back deck at home the other day, except now his face wasn't even three feet away from her pussy. After her wax the day before, Marcie's fresh, young mound was the smoothest, sweetest thing he'd ever seen. Her slit was every bit as dainty and shapely as a flower, yet it seemed anything but delicate. Underneath his fully exposed body, Alex's cock began to swell and ache for his daughter's slit.
After a while, Marcie finally lay down, too, also on her stomach at first, and facing her father so they were looking directly at each other. They didn't say anything for a while, but Alex could tell there was a lot going through his daughter's mind. At least his hard on had a chance to subside now that he wasn't staring straight at her perfectly bald pussy. He finally asked her if she was enjoying herself.
"Oh, Dad, I wish we could come here every day," she practically purred.
Alex smiled and then chuckled a bit. "I wish we could, too, sweetheart. It feels good, doesn't it?"
"It feels amazing. I mean it feels really good at home, too, but this is different." Then her voice dropped to a lower, more conspiratorial tone. "There were these people going by and they could all just...um...see my pussy."
Alex smiled at her again. "Do you like that, baby?"
She hesitated a little before answering. "Yeah, Daddy. Is that bad?"
"No, baby, that's not bad. I'll tell you a little secret. I like it, too, whenever I catch someone checking out my, um, junk."
Marcie giggled. Then the most deviously wicked smile her father had ever seen came over her face. "You got a really nice one, Dad."
Alex's cock started to stir all over again.
"You've got a beautiful pussy, darling," he couldn't resist telling her. "No wonder those people wanted to look."
Marcie looked as pleased as her father had ever seen. "But nobody looks at it like you do, Dad. Sometimes I get wet just from you peeking at it."
"Fuck," her father muttered without thinking. His cock was already rock hard again and feeling uncomfortable from the weight of his body. He got back into a sitting position to give his cock some freedom, pulling a towel over his lap to keep from being obvious to anyone else who looked their way. Fortunately, there was a comfortable distance between them and everyone else.
Marcie then sat up cross-legged again, too, facing her dad and giving him even more privacy with his stiff cock tenting up the towel. Now her pussy was open to him all over again. The ache in his cock wouldn't be going away anytime soon. His daughter was staring openly at his bulge. Not even her sunglasses could hide the way she was looking. She finally looked around, just checking to make sure no one was paying any extra attention to them, but they were just two more naked people on the beach. Then she lifted her knees up and planted her feet wide apart. She reached between her legs and started rubbing her pussy.
"God, Dad, I'm so wet now, and you're just making it worse. I can't help it," she said.
Alex's cock throbbed madly as he watched his daughter's fingers rake back and forth across her slit, mashing her clit under them as she rubbed.
"That's it, baby," he told her softly. "No one can see what you're doing but me."
"You're the only one I want to see me like this," she cooed.
But Alex could tell the girl was even more excited by the risk of rubbing her pussy on a public beach. She looked over each shoulder every few seconds, and then always back at the huge bulge under the towel on her father's lap.



"You look beautiful, baby girl. So hot. And that pussy is just perfect. Show Daddy how you like to touch it."
Marcie bit her bottom, and taking a quick look around, she slid her middle finger deeply into her hole and began stroking it in and out.
"I think about you doing this to my hole with your big dick, Daddy," she admitted. "Ooohhh, god, I think about that so much."
Marcie was doing her best to be discreet, keeping her pussy aimed at her father, who was blocking anyone's view of her finger pumping vigorous strokes into her wet hole. And Alex wasn't all that surprised to hear that she had fantasies of him fucking her. There were plenty of girls who fantasies about their dads, and he knew at least one of his friends that was regularly fucking his daughter for over a year now. But it still made his cock throb harder than ever to hear her admit it.
Alex was also turned on by his daughter's impish expression as she reached for her tits with her free hand and played with them while her other finger kept pumping into her hole. Her juices were flowing heavily now, and her entire mound and finger were glistening with her girl honey.
"Oh god, am I being a bad girl, Daddy?" she purred.
"Yes, Marcie," he told her in a husky growl. "You're being a very bad girl letting your dad watch you fingerfuck yourself in public. What would your mother say?"
Marcie giggled heartily, but she never stopped pumping that finger into her smooth, delectable slit. Alex had seen other women and girls finger their pussies before, but it couldn't compare to watching his own, luscious, freshly waxed and horny daughter doing it just for him.
"And it looks like I'm being a very bad dad," he told her as he furtively reached under his towel and started stroking his rock hard shaft. Marcie pulled in an excited gasp. Even though all she could see were the shapes and movement under the towel, she was fighting to keep from squirming all over the blanket as she watched her father stroke his excited rod. She pulled her finger out of her hole and started rubbing her clit again.
"What would Mom say, Dad?" she teased him in a breathless voice.
Alex leered at his baby girl. "I think she'd wish she could've been half as good a wife as her daughter is."
"Oh, oh, god, Daddy," she moaned, working even harder to contain her excitement. "Fuck, it feels so good with you."
Alex's cock was throbbing out of control, yet he had to control the movement of his fist to keep his stroking from being obvious to anyone who might see him from behind. If any of the other sunbathers had been any closer they never would've gotten away with what they were doing now. At least not on this beach. Although Alex knew a few beaches where they could do anything they wanted. But right now his cock was aching for release, and the careful stroking of his hand was teasing him right to the edge.
"Oh god, Dad, I'm gonna cum," Marcie whimpered. She did her best to keep from writhing all over the place, but her body tensed up and she muffled her gasps and whimpers as she furiously rubbed her hard clit over the edge of her climax.
Alex was amazed to see how intense and passionate his daughter was when she came. The sight drove him closer to his own peak and he kept stroking ever so cautiously under his towel. Yet Marcie never took her eyes off the movements under the towel. Taking a quick moment to recover from cumming, she turned to sit sideways in front of him, moving close enough that their legs were touching.
"Daddy, let me finish doing that for you," she said as she slipped her hand under the towel on his cock.
Alex didn't even think twice about letting his daughter take over, and the moment she wrapped her soft, young hand around his red hot shaft felt like electricity was shooting through his body. He was breathless and speechless as she started to stroke him under the towel.
"Dad, I wanna see you squirt," she said as she slid the towel away with her other hand.
In her new position, each was blocking the other's body from anyone else's view. Marcie slipped her sunglasses lower to let him see her eyes while she was dividing her attention between his face and his cock. She looked like he'd just given her something special for Christmas.
"Marcie, what would your mother think," he groaned.
"She'd say what a lucky slut," his daughter giggled.
Alex couldn't hold it anymore. He pulled in a deep gasp and his cock pulsed wildly in his daughter's stroking hand. Cum began spurting out in one jet after another, his goo spattering the side of her naked body and dribbling all over her hand. Marcie watched her father cum with a dazed but intense look on her pretty face.
"God, that was amazing," she said. "Do you always shoot that much?"
"Only for my beautiful daughter," he said.
Alex felt high from his climax, and Marcie still looked high from hers. She finally pushed her sunglasses back up and smiled at her father. It was hard to believe what just happened, but it also felt incredibly right.
The pair spent the rest of the day sunbathing and taking walks into the water where they splashed each other and swam. Alex realized it was the freest and happiest either of them had ever been. Marcie was such a natural nudist that Alex wished he'd brought her to the nude beach long before. She felt so good that she rubbed her pussy to another orgasm for him before they finally decided to leave and packed their things. Even back in her revealing clothes, Alex could barely keep his eyes off his luscious daughter, and after what they did earlier he quit trying to pretend he wasn't looking.
When they got back to the house, Alex wanted to take a quick shower to rinse off the grit from the beach. He was surprised but very pleased when Marcie suddenly came into the shower with him with a coy smile on her face. Alex didn't hesitate to finally kiss his beautiful daughter deeply and hungrily on her supple lips, the way he'd imagined hundreds of times before. Marcie opened her mouth immediately and let her father's tongue sweep into her mouth and play with hers.
For the first time, the loving father and daughter hugged each other's naked body while their hands explored and fondled everything they could reach. Alex's pulse sped up at the feel of his girl's bare, soapy tits squishing against his body. His cock was rapidly swelling to hardness and slipping against her satin smooth skin. While he cupped her perky little ass cheeks in his hands and kneaded her flesh, she reached between their bodies and started feeling his cock, stroking and fondling his flesh while it swelled up hard in her hand.
Alex groaned as his daughter stroked his cock with her slippery hand and she looked at him with an excited smile that told him she couldn't have been more pleased.
"I guess you like me touching your dick, don't you, Dad?" she said impishly.
"Baby, I don't like it, I love it," he admitted, sliding his hands up from the girl's ass to her pert tits.
Since Alex shaved his cock and balls, his daughter's soapy hands slipped over his flesh with barely any resistance. His shaft was swollen and throbbing just as hard as on the beach earlier.
"And I love the way you get so hard for me," she told him. "I love your cock, Dad. I can't help it. It's so nice and so big. And I love the way you gave me so much cum. I can't wait to make you give me even more."
Alex groaned even more deeply. He kept fondling the girl's sweet, wet tits while she gazed at his cock and caressed his shaft with both of her hands.
"I love you, Marce," he told her. "And I can't tell you how proud I felt seeing you out there naked on the beach and the way people looked at you. I loved that, even though I just want you all for myself."
Marcie smiled the biggest smile Alex had ever seen on her face. "Really, Dad? You just want me?"
"How could I ever want anyone else, baby?"
"Oh, Daddy, I love you so much!"
Then Alex kissed her again. Her hands never stopped moving along his cock and he finally reached down between her legs to feel that silky pussy for the first time. Marcie stood with her legs further apart to give her father more room to stroke her pussy lips. Her slit was slick with girl honey, and Alex soon had most of one finger up inside her creamy hole.
"Ohhh, Dad, god that feels so good," she moaned.
She did her best to keep stroking his cock while he fingered her pussy, but she finally gave up and plastered her hands against the shower wall while her father kissed her hard and began to fuck her hole with his finger. The girl kept parting her legs further and further, inviting her dad to probe her slit as deep as he could go. When he slipped a second finger into her he got a clear idea of how tight she was inside.
Alex massaged his daughter's G spot, thumbing her swollen clit at the same time while she moaned deeper and louder. Her whole body was squirming with the pleasure of his stroking fingers. He massaged her bare tits at the same time, playing with her hard nipples, until she squealed and gasped, climaxing on his hand. Marcie looked at him with a dazed expression.
"That felt amazing, Dad. If you can do that with your fingers, I can't even imagine what you could do with that amazing cock."
"Why don't I just show you, baby," he told her with a smile.
Then Alex turned off the water, and without even bothering to dry off he led his girl back downstairs and out onto the deck. He sat down on one of the chairs, extending his legs out in front of him and had Marcie straddle him. She looked amazing with her tan lines almost disappearing from her nude sunbathing, and she couldn't wait to grind her pussy against his shaft.
"Daddy, I've needed this forever," she said breathlessly.
Alex held onto the base of his cock while his daughter sank onto the head, enveloping his thick dome within her slippery cunt petals. As she started to sink lower onto her dad's throbbing stalk, neither one of them could even breathe again until she had him completely embedded inside her.
"Ohhhhhhh, Dad," the girl cooed, looking at him with wide eyes. "You feel amazing in me."
Alex guided his daughter by her hips, leading her into a riding motion as she began to slide her tight pussy up and down his cock. She milked his shank hard and desperately with her pussy, placing her hands on his shoulders for support while he rubbed and kneaded her smooth tits with hands.
Alex always liked being able to fuck outdoors, and he could tell his daughter loved it just as much. He never imagined he and his own daughter fucking outside, but he never imagined masturbating with her on a nude beach, either.
Marcie didn't take long before she was rolling her hips while she rose up and down her father's shaft, making sure his thick rod was massaging that sweet spot inside her. This only made it better for Alex, too, especially when the girl's pussy rippled and gripped at his throbbing shaft through each of the three orgasms she had. By the last one, Alex couldn't hold back anymore. He grabbed his climaxing daughter by the hips and thrust back into her pussy with desperate strokes. His rock hard cock finally exploded deep inside her, filling her creamy core with her dad's spurting cum.
Marcie fell breathless against her naked father, and the two held onto each other for a long time. She held his freshly spent cock inside her cream-filled pussy for as long as possible.
"I love you, Dad," she whispered against his neck.
"I love you, too, darling," he sighed in return.
Alex found it hard to believe he was really sitting there with his cock still snugly clamped within his daughter's cum filled pussy. Even harder to believe was how good he felt, and how Marcie seemed more content than he'd ever seen.
There were a lot of changes in their lives after that day, but since they were the kinds of changes both dad and daughter knew had to happen none of it felt out of place to either of them. Alex started to lounge nude along with Marcie when they were home together. With the girl's tan lines now completely gone with her all-over tan, her father never got tired of seeing her sexy, slinky young body.
Marcie went back to her mother's house only to move the rest of her things into her dad's. She never lived with her mother after that, and they finally started getting along much better than ever. Alex loved having the most beautiful girl of his life in his bed with him every night. No girl had ever pleased his cock with as much love and eagerness as his eighteen year old daughter. He never would have imagined it, but there she was, the best wife he could ever dream of.
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"Holy fuck," Ken muttered under his breath. His mother had put on a little weight over the past several months since he moved onto campus and started college. Cathy was in the backyard puttering with her flowers and herbs. Without close neighbors, she was outside wearing a semi-loose tank top dress that barely covered her enormous, heart-shaped ass. The freshman was stunned. His mother had always tended toward being thickly built, but in the time he'd been away, her ass and thighs had grown even bigger, and somehow, just as shapely and firm looking as ever. Even her arms and shoulders looked thicker, and Ken was spellbound by the unexpected sight.
The D cup sized tits that matched her bombastically curvaceous body were heaving and jiggling under her top without a bra. Ken barely even realized his cock was getting stiff in his jeans as he watched his mother move about the yard.
Cathy was wearing earbuds, and probably listening to music, explaining why she hadn't heard her son arrive. He wasn't supposed to be there, but when the shutdowns started and his courses all went online, Ken decided he could just as easily work from the comfort of his mother's house. Besides, she was always asking when he was going to come home and spend some time with her, so he knew she would be happy to see him. Having grown up with Cathy as his only parent, they were much closer than any of his friends were with their mothers.
Ken had missed his mother more than he ever expected that year, and seeing her big, curvy body half dancing around the backyard to whatever she was listening to made him realize how glad he was to be home. Whatever happened, if he was going to be stuck being locked down somewhere, he'd rather be with his voluptuous mother than anyone else. The months at college hadn't dulled his fond memories of his curvy mama's penchant for putting on something light and revealing and puttering in her backyard. But now, with the extra weight and curviness she had he felt his blood running warm while his cock continued to grow inside his sweatpants.
While he stood at the sliding glass doors at the back of the house, Ken couldn't resist touching his cock through his sweats, lightly rubbing the length of his solid shaft. The heaving bounce of his mother's enormous tits was making throb just as much as the way her tank hem kept riding higher on her huge, shapely ass.
He must have been crazy to ever leave his mother's house, he thought. But he'd wanted to know what it was like to be on his own. It was great to be able to have a place to bring girls. His mother had never brought men home to the house while he was living there, so he always thought he should show her the same courtesy. Time at home always seemed to be for them. Not that he didn't have friends over, but Ken started avoiding that eventually since most of his friends would end up saying something about his mother's impressive tits.
But right now, Ken would give anything to lay his hands on those big, round, heaving melons. He'd seen his mother go braless around the house many times, but this was the most spectacular view he'd ever seen of them. Then Cathy did something that changed everything. She sank down in the grass on her hands and knees to scratch around some of her newly planted flowers with a hand tool. Her big, luscious ass was pointed directly at where her son was standing, and the hem of her tank lifted over her huge cheeks to expose her pussy.
Cathy was obviously not wearing panties, but with the privacy of the yard, she could've gone naked if she wanted to.
With his heart pounding like mad, Ken couldn't resist reaching into his sweatpants to wrap his hand around his cock shaft and stroke it. This was a mind-bending new view of his pretty mother, and he found himself wishing he was kneeling behind and feeding every inch of his aching shaft to her pouting pussy. He couldn't imagine being inside a more lusciously voluptuous body.
Ken stood at the glass doors stroking his cock under his sweatpants while feasting his wide open eyes on his mother's world class ass and pussy. He'd always been highly aware of his mother's sumptuous body and good looks, but he'd never imagined feeling that desperate to just plow his throbbing cock balls deep into her body. He soon pushed the waist of his sweatpants down below his balls so he could openly stroke his cock. The added relief made him sigh with pleasure as he memorized that generous view of his mother's ass.
The freshman college boy almost wished his mother would turn around and catch him stroking his exposed cock. Then she'd never have to wonder what she did to him. How much he wanted her to see that he was a man now with a big, fully swollen man cock who could truly appreciate the kind of woman she was. For the first time in his life, Ken imagined what it would feel like to pump a big, desperate load of cum into his mother's luscious body. The thought nearly made him spurt cum all over the glass of doors he was looking through.
He had to make himself stop before Cathy turned around and caught her son jerking off to the sight of her beautifully displayed ass. As much as Ken ached for his mother to see him, she'd probably freak out and never look at him the same way again. He pulled his sweats back over the inconvenient shaft of his swollen dick. Reluctantly leaving the amazing view of his mother behind, he carried his duffel upstairs and back to his old room, which was pretty much exactly as he'd left it.
Ken dropped his duffel on the floor and couldn't resist going to the window where he could see his mother still working in the yard. The view wasn't as good as from the back of the downstairs, but it offered a little better privacy. Even so, he still wasn't exactly invisible. So he watched his mother a while longer, then took off his clothes and walked down to the hallway bathroom with his rock hard cock in his hand.
The best idea seemed to be to freshen up with a shower and stroke out a load to keep his mind off his mother's insanely luscious body at the same time. He couldn't exactly greet her for the first time in seven months with a visible hard on. She probably wouldn't speak to him for years after something like that.
When Ken got into the shower and started washing, the first thing he did was lather up his aching cock. He kept thinking about that image of his mother on her hands and knees with her ass and pussy hanging out in the open. For that matter, he wondered how many others might've seen his voluptuous mom from the same point of view since he'd been away. Finally having the house to herself, could she have been taking advantage of it and seeing men for the first time in years? It wasn't like she didn't deserve to. Her life had been pretty much centered on her son for so long.
In all the time since she and his father split up Cathy never dated or brought any men home, but her son had heard the telltale sounds of her masturbating in her room often enough to know she a very healthy appetite. Even though she always tried to time her sessions for late at night or times she thought Ken wasn't home, her private me-time sessions were long and frequent. As horny as she obviously was, her son realized it had to be incredibly frustrating for her to deny herself real cock for so long.
With his rigid rod in his slippery, stroking fist, Ken couldn't help imagining his mother taking strange cock in her empty house while he'd been away. He started to imagine her in different positions with a long, thick cock pumping into her wet pussy. It made his shaft throb in his slippery fist as he stroked harder and faster, but every time a new image came to his mind he found himself seeing his own cock driving into his mother's luscious slit.
It was the first time Ken had ever blatantly imagined fucking his mother, but he had to admit he'd been skirting the idea for a long time. There was no question in his mind that he'd been in love with her forever. And it wasn't the usual son's love for his mother. Why else would the idea of her fucking new and different cocks while he was away make him feel so jealous yet so turned on at the same time? Seeing Cathy in the yard had just brought it all unexpectedly to the forefront, and even if he could never admit any of his feelings to her, it was about time he admitted it to himself.
Ken's dick felt as hard as it ever got and he quit worrying about anything but relieving the tension in his body over his beautifully curvy mom. But in the midst of his stroking he heard a shriek all the way from downstairs. Then less than a minute later the bathroom door flew open as his mother burst into the room. The only thing keeping Cathy from seeing her son with his hugely swollen cock in his hand was the plastic shower curtain.
Ken carefully pulled the curtain aside to reveal himself only from the shoulders up, keeping his rock hard boner hidden from his mother's view. He couldn't help keeping his hand around his shaft, though. Hopefully she wouldn't be there long and he could finish cumming and washing before getting dressed again to catch up with her.
"Baby," she said excitedly. "I didn't know you were coming. Oh my god I can't even tell you how happy I am you're home. I was so worried about you being on campus."
"Yeah, well everything's shutting down, Mom. The whole campus is gonna be closed in another week probably. I'm sorry I didn't call first, but things were kinda crazy."
"Oh, it's alright, sweetheart. I'm just so happy to see you. And I'm so relieved. I was afraid I was going to be in self-quarantine all alone."
Ken couldn't help noticing that his mother's nipples were hard and swollen, making knotty little dents in her tank dress. Being a head taller than Cathy, she had to angle her head up to look at him while he had to angle his down. It seemed impossible not to look down into the deep, generously displayed cleavage left exposed by her outfit. He was still gripping his hard shaft and couldn't resist slipping his hand very carefully along his length, secretly stroking behind the opaque curtain.
"Everything's really crazy right now, Mom," he managed to keep talking while his rod was throbbing with need in his hand. "It just seems like we should be together at a time like this."
Cathy smiled at her son. "You're the best son in the world," she said.
Ken wondered if she'd still think so if she knew he was stroking his swollen dick behind the shower curtain. She caught him glancing at her tits and blushed, but she didn't say anything and the smile never left her face. Ken felt his aching rod pulse over his mother's reaction. She didn't mind at all. If anything, she seemed to enjoy catching her son check out her tits.
"That's because I have the best mom," he managed to say.
"Aww, baby, you always know just the right thing to say." She then put her hands up to Ken's face and kissed him on the lips. It was the first time she'd ever done that before. It didn't last long, but it gave him just enough of a taste of his mother's mouth to make him want more. She held his face and gaze a bit longer after the kiss, and Ken was dying to just kiss her again and slip his tongue into her mouth.
"You don't mind if I wait for you to finish?" she then asked, letting go of his face. "I'm all icky from working outside and I want to shower next."
"Um, sure, Mom."
Ken's dick was aching for relief and he didn't know he was ever going to get off with his mother sitting right there. On top of that, if she was going to wait for him to get out he was going to have to let her see him naked before he could grab a towel to warp around his waist. There was no way he could get out of that shower with his cock still hard and throbbing for release.
Then Cathy compounded her son's dilemma by pulling the straps of her tank over her shoulders and pushing it down off her lush body, revealing herself in all her naked glory. Ken almost spurted his load out right then and there. His mother's heavy tits swayed as bent down, and they wobbled enticingly as she stood back up and revealed her perfectly smooth, hairless pussy.
Cathy giggled girlishly when she spotted the stunned look on her son's face as he was still holding the curtain to keep looking at her but hide the achingly swollen prick in his stroking hand.
"Don't mind me, sweetheart," she said, a coy smile on her face. "It's perfectly natural to be naked. And besides, we're going to have to get used to it if we're going to be in quarantine together."
"Sure, yeah, no problem," Ken nearly sputtered. "I don't mind."
Cathy giggled again. "I'll bet you don't. But you can probably tell I put on some weight since you were away," she said. She closed the toilet lid and took a seat on top of it.
"You look fantastic, Mom. Really."
Cathy smiled, obviously pleased. "Did I happen to mention how much I love you, baby?"
Ken did his best to smile back. "I love you too, Mom."
While Cathy sat naked making small talk, Ken took as long as she could to keep looking at her body while stroking his cock. After a minute or two, his mother started getting anxious.
"Honey, I hope you're going to save me some hot water in there," she said.
"Oh right, yeah. Guess I better finish," he said.
Reluctantly, he let go of the curtain so he couldn't keep looking at her, but at least he could finally pound his cock to an orgasm and wash off the cum before getting out. But Cathy didn't want to keep waiting.
"I might as well just get in there with you," she said. "We can save water that way and I won't have to cut mine short after you used up half the tank."
"Oh, no, Mom, that's really not a good idea," Ken told her. "Uhhh, I mean, we're naked and everything."
Ken would've loved showering with his mother, but he didn't look forward to her freaking out when she saw the state of his enormously swollen cock.
"Nonsense, sweetie," she said. "We're already naked. You've seen me, so it's not such a big deal if we're in there at the same time. We're in this together, sweetheart. It's no time to be shy."
"Mom, no!" Ken snapped just as his mother yanked the curtain open and stepped into the tub.
"Oh," Cathy said quietly, like the air had gone out of her lungs as she discovered the immense erection in her son's hand.
Ken didn't turn around. He just stood facing his mother with his cock throbbing even harder in his hand.
"Is that, um, because of me?" his mother asked.
"Yes, Mom," he confessed.
She was gazing steadily at his rod. "I see," she said after a long silence. "Were you ... touching it while we were talking?"
"Yeah, Mom. I couldn't help it. I'm so sorry."
Cathy just stared at her son's huge cock. "I, uhhh, don't mind, baby," she finally said. "You better finish. It looks painful, honey."
"Oh god," Ken groaned. He didn't need to be told twice, and started moving his hand back and forth over his shaft under his mother's watchful gaze. It hardly even seemed real that he and his mother were naked together in the shower let alone that he was stroking his cock while she stared at him in awe.
"Baby," Cathy said haltingly. "It's so ... big. I mean, really big. Your father was never like that."
Ken just groaned and stroked a little faster. It wouldn't be long before he was squirting cum all over the enclosure.
"Guess you liked seeing Mommy's tits," Cathy said, almost to herself.
"You have amazing tits, Mom," the boy told her. "Your body is just incredible."
Cathy's nipples were swollen, and she brought her hands to her tits and starting hefting and fondling them for her son. "It's okay if you like them, baby. It's perfectly natural."
Ken kept stroking while his mother played with her tits. After a while she pushed a hand between her hunky thighs and started rubbing her pussy.
"Oh, baby, I'm so sorry," she moaned. "I can't help it. I never thought we'd see each other like this but it feels so good."
Ken slowed his strokes and gave his mother some time to catch up. He watched her rub her pussy and tits until she was moaning deeply. Her big, curvy body started to shake and heave while she started to cum. That's all it took for Ken. He pounded his fist furiously and started spurting his cream in every direction while he climaxed with his mother. By the time it was all over, Cathy had dribs and drabs of her son's spunk on her tits. Ken could barely believe what he was seeing when his mother swiped up a drabble of his cum on her finger and then sucked it into her mouth.
"Mmmm, you taste good, baby," she said.
When they swapped places so Cathy could get under the spray and rinse her son's cum off her tits, the two had to squeeze close enough to rub their bare bodies across each other. Ken would never forget what his naked mother's body felt like up against his.
He stayed there while she took her turn to get soapy and rinse. After they got out and dried off together, but then went to their separate rooms to get dressed.
Despite the powerful climax she had in the shower with Ken, Cathy's body was shaking with excitement when she got to her bedroom. She couldn't believe she'd actually gotten into the shower with her naked son. Not to mention that huge, amazing cock! It made her realize how long she'd gone without. And she was so happy to have him home now that she even thought of dropping to her knees in the shower and sucking that enormous man cock like he never had it sucked before.
But he was her son. Nudity was perfectly natural at home. Getting in the shower together might have been pushing the envelope a bit, but sucking her own son's cock was just too outrageous to even think about. Well, thinking about it was alright. It would have to be, since she'd been thinking about it since the moment she laid eyes on it, but thinking about it was the best she could expect.
Maybe she'd get a chance to watch Ken play with himself again. That much alone had been enough to make her drip like a slut. As she sat down to dry her hair, she smiled to herself and thought of what a perfect world it would be where she could be an eager slut for her own son. The very idea was just so loving and yet so wicked at the same time and despite the intense climax she had in the shower with him her pussy was still feeling so warm and tingly. She thought about digging out her favorite toy from the top drawer of her dresser. It was so tempting to make herself cum again. She wanted to so much, but it seemed like such a dangerous thing to do. Could she really turn into the kind of woman who would drive a rubber cock into her aching pussy while dreaming of getting the real thing from her own son?
She finished drying her hair and promised herself to put the whole bathroom incident out of her mind. It was nothing but a spur of the moment thing because they were so happy to see each other. She couldn't help giggling out loud when she thought how that big, impressive erection was undeniable proof of how happy Ken was to see Mom.
Cathy then got up and took a good look at herself in the full length mirror on her closet door. Until Ken came home unexpectedly and ended up getting an uncontrollable hardon for her she'd been worried and self-conscious over the extra weight she'd been putting on. Like her peers, she spent most of her life always trying to be thinner, but as she tried to see what Ken did, she had to admit her body looked ... sumptuous. Not all heavy in a bad way. Her natural curves were just much more pronounced. Her thighs and ass still had the shape they always had, and they were simply bigger. Her tits were even rounder and fuller than ever, and she felt proud of the way her son looked at them.
It was hardly the first time she'd ever caught Ken helping himself to views of her tits or ass, but it was different now. He was turning into an incredibly desirable man with a huge, rock hard dick that would make any woman happy.



After watching herself play with her swollen nipples in the mirror for a while, Cathy made herself stop before she had juice dripping down her thighs. She finally just got dressed in a snug tank top and yoga pants and went downstairs to spend time catching up with Ken like a normal mother and son. She didn't bother with a bra or panties, though. The way he looked at her was just too delightful, and there wasn't any harm in letting the boy look, was there?
Mother and son managed to pass the next few days without any further incident. Now and then there were awkward moments of silence where one or the other had to be thinking about what happened, but they got by spending most of their time together either in the yard or living room where Ken would get involved in his courses online while his mother binged on streaming video or read books she'd been meaning to for a long time. Their trips out of the house were limited to only the most essential market runs.
The best times were getting dinner ready. Ken would go into the kitchen and help his mother cook, something he'd never done before college. These were the most playful times where sometimes they even acted like a newlywed couple. One night, they became especially playful and Ken ended up planting a hot, hard spank across his mother's big ass on impulse.
Cathy looked at her son in shock. He looked just as shocked as she did, and started to stammer apologies, which ended up making his mother laugh. Then Ken started laughing, too, but Cathy felt her pulse quicken and her blood run warm at the sting her son's swat had left in ass cheek.
The memory of that one, simple smack stayed with her even through the next day. To make matters worse, the longer they didn't talk about what happened in the bathroom the day Ken came home, the more it hung in the air like unfinished business. And Cathy knew exactly what he was up to when Ken disappeared into his bedroom or the bathroom at odd times. She often went to listen at the door only to confirm that he was stroking his cock. Without her. And he was doing it at least two or three times a day. But she also had to admit it was probably because she was wearing more and more revealing outfits. She couldn't help how much she loved his attention, but that only made her ache to see her beautiful son erupt with pleasure even more.
The morning after Ken impulsively spanked his mother's ass, Cathy could barely think about anything else anymore. She put on a thong bikini bottom she normally only wore for sunbathing in the yard when she was home alone. No one had ever seen her wearing it before, but she couldn't wait to let Ken see. Then she put on a thin, cropped tank top that did very little to cover her prominent tits. It was promising to be a warm day, so she had that as an excuse for dressing that way if she needed one. But it made her smile to herself to know her son wouldn't mind.
Cathy went downstairs and straight into the kitchen to make a smoothies for breakfast. It wasn't unusual for her hang out around the house alone in an outfit like she had on, but it gave an extra boost to her pulse when she thought of doing it with her son at home.
It wasn't long after running the loud smoothie machine that Ken also showed up in the kitchen. He was wearing a tank top over boxer briefs, and Cathy could tell he was fresh out of bed. He was still rubbing sleep out of his eyes when he came in went to stand by the counter where his mother was now pouring out a pair of smoothies.
"Good morning, baby," she said cheerfully, pleased to see he was awake enough to be staring at her tits.
Cathy went up on her toes and leaned up to kiss her son right at the corner of his mouth, daring to press her big tits against his body. Even through their clothes, the contact made her feel sparks of electricity all through her body. Her nipples quickly started to swell and ache. When she came back down, Ken surprised her by pulling her into a tight hug with his strong, young arms around her body. Her enormous tits were firmly crushed against his solid body.
"Morning, Mom," Ken replied. "You look really, uh, pretty today."
Cathy was afraid the hug alone was going to make her soak through her thong. The mood that was rapidly coming over her was making her feel bold. She leveled a serious look at Ken.
"Pretty enough to do what you did the other day?" she said.
Ken hesitated at first, but then said, "The other day you were naked."
"Not when you got started," his mother reminded him. "The naked part came later."
"Yeah, but it was also the best part."
"Well, if you're okay with it, I really want to see you do it again. I'll even do it too, like when I got in the shower with you. I mean, we've just been doing it separately in our rooms, but that's all I can think about when I touch myself. I was thinking...maybe...we'd both feel better if we just stopped pretending it never happened."
"Wow," Ken said, amazed.
He then started to reach for his mother's tits, just barely grazing them through her top before Cathy swatted his hands away.
"We can't touch each other," she protested, perhaps a bit weakly. "I mean, baby, I'm your mother."
"I know, but...you're so fucking hot," he said. "And I love you more than anyone."
"I love you, too, sweetheart, but there are some lines we just can't cross."
Cathy then took a couple of steps back and pulled off her top, revealing her full, heavy tits. She began squeezing and fondling them while her son watched every move.
"You like them, baby, I know you do. Take out that beautiful cock and show me how much you love Mommy's tits."
Ken was watching his mother like a hawk. He probably didn't even realize he started rubbing his quickly growing cock through his briefs. Cathy's heart sped up as she watched that big, impressive bulge swell under his hand.
"Show me, baby," his mother nearly pleaded. "It can't hurt if we're only looking, right?"
He didn't need to be told again. The next thing Ken did was pull the band of his boxer briefs down over the huge lump of his cock. Then that big, hard shaft swaggered out into the open. He caught his swinging rod in his hand and started to slide it over the shaft. Cathy couldn't help uttering a soft gasp.
"You too, Mom," Ken said, obviously eager to see his mother touch her pussy again.
The very idea had Cathy's heart racing, and her slit was already starting to flush with warm dew. She knew she had to reveal everything to him. The other day in the shower he never saw his mother's pussy except for the sight of her mound as she'd been standing, and even then she'd had her hand over it most of the time while rubbing her excited clit. The look in her boy's eyes left no mistake. He wanted his mother to spread that wet flower and show him everything.
Cathy went to the table and pulled out a chair. She with a racing pulse, she pushed off her thong and sat down. At first, she sat with her thick, round legs close together, even though she was aching to finger her aching slit. She was waiting for Ken to take off his T shirt and briefs, and the boy didn't even need to be told. He just pulled them off and stood there naked with his fully erect cock jutting out at his mother.
"God, baby, it's so beautiful," she sighed as she parted her full thighs.
The look in Ken's eyes as his mother's damp slit opened up in full view made the woman's clit tingle with electricity. She reached between her thighs with both hands and spread her hairless slit with her fingers, letting her boy see what he couldn't the other day. Ken rewarded his mother with a low growl of lust and started stroking his cock again.
Cathy spread the flesh surrounding her clit wide, making her swollen pearl stand up as much as possible. Then she started massaging the bud with the tip of one finger and watched her naked son stroke his thick rod. God, how the horny mother wished she could touch it. She was aching to see how hot and rock hard that silky cock flesh would feel under her caressing hands. Even more, she couldn't stop thinking about how it would feel and taste in her wet mouth. Cathy had always loved sucking a nice, big cock, but her son's was the nicest and biggest she'd ever seen, and she loved him more than any other man in her life. If anyone deserved to experience her deep, oral passion it was Ken. But her own son? That was simply impossible.
Cathy had seen a couple of other men stroke their dicks for her in the past, but never to the point of cumming. Those times had ended up in hot, sexual entanglements. And as much as the passionately horny mother wanted to do things no mother should never even dream about doing with her son, she had also loved seeing Ken make himself cum so hard the other day. So much that she yearned to see his spunk erupt once again.
The voluptuous blonde's pussy was dripping hard. She hurriedly shoved a finger up inside her creaming hole while continuing to rub her clit with the other hand. Ken groaned and Cathy's skin felt even hotter as she saw the way her son was watching her finger slipping in and out of her terribly underused hole.
"Come closer, baby," she moaned between breaths. "It's okay if you get cum all over Mommy just like you did the other day."
"Fuck," Ken growled, stepping close enough to his mother so he was standing in the open space between her widely parted knees. "Mom, I want your pussy. I fucking need it bad."
Cathy whimpered. "I need your beautiful cock just as much, baby. But we can't. Not ever. It would be sooooooo wrong. But we can always have this."
She could tell her son was straining to hold back and keep his stroking pleasure going as long as possible. Cathy couldn't. She started to cum, gasping deeply while her ripe body shook and shivered all over the chair she was sitting on. She kept her eyes on her son's big, pulsing cock and his rapidly pumping fist, pleased to see a generous flow of precum oozing steadily from the head. Cathy just kept pumping and rubbing, and added another finger into her hole until she was cumming a second time.
"Oh god, baby, god," she cried. "I can't believe you're making me feel like this!"
Suddenly Ken was grunting deeply. "Oh fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum," he groaned.
"Do it, baby. Cum on Mommy. Let me feel that hot cream all over me."
Cathy could hardly believe the sordid words that were coming out of her mouth. It was almost like she was listening to a completely different person, or to the soundtrack of a cheesy, taboo sex video. But it was her, and that was her real life son furiously pounding his cock within a couple feet of her face.
Then Ken grunted hard and deep and simply erupted all over his mother. His cum exploded out of that huge cock and was spattering her face and tits. Cathy then exploded with the hardest of all three orgasms, making her body shake and quiver as the pleasure rocked her until she was breathless.
After, she lapped at a big drop of cum that was close to her mouth while she smeared her son's cream over her tits with both hands. Ken was dazed from cumming so hard, but his eyes went wide as he watched his mother taste his cum and smear it over her skin.
Cathy kept watching as her son's cock gradually softened back to its relaxed state. He went back and stood against the counter again, and she got up and went to give him another kiss on his lips.
"That was amazing, baby," she told him. "No one ever made me feel like you do, and you never even laid a hand on me."
She then turned to leave, chancing a quick brush of her hip against his cock as she left him there. The brief contact made her heart leap.
Leaving her top and panties on the kitchen floor, Cathy finally left the room and went upstairs to take a shower. She heard Ken showering a little later on, and when she walked by his bedroom she noticed the thong she'd left behind on her son's bed. It made her smile to realize he hadn't even bothered trying to hide them. He just left them there in the open, practically advertising how much he wanted his mother's wet pussy. Just knowing he picked them up for his own pleasure made Cathy's pussy clench with warmth.
As it turned out, the next time mother and son masturbated together was in the evening of that same day. They were watching television together and sitting on opposite ends of the couch. Ken was only wearing briefs while his mother was only wearing panties and a cropped T shirt with a V neck. Both of them were watching each other as much as the television. Ken's bulge was looking so full and appealing that his mother couldn't help rubbing her mound through her panties.
Ken looked at her and smiled. His mother smiled back and pulled her panties aside to expose her slit. Seconds later, Ken had his growing cock out in the open. It wasn't long before they were both naked and masturbating just as furiously as the first two times.
Cathy felt so close to losing control over the sight of her son's aroused cock. This time, when Ken was ready to cum, she got on her knees in front of him and opened her mouth, inviting him to stroke his spurting cum onto her tongue. Half of his load went across her face, but the rest squirted into her mouth. Cathy had the biggest, most powerful climax of her life as she fingered her pussy and tasted her beautiful son's warm cum.
The blonde still felt half in a daze by the time she walked upstairs, still naked, to get into bed. She fell asleep with a dreamy smile, thinking of Ken's luscious cock and the way his cum had tasted.
The next day, mother and son masturbated together three times. The first was in the kitchen just like the morning before. Then, later in the bathroom, and in the evening in Cathy's bedroom. Each time she was eager to take as much of her son's cum into her mouth or on her face and tits as she could get. And every time, Ken wanted to touch her. He was dying to push that big cock into his pretty mother's mouth and let her suck his spunk from right between her lips. But Cathy was terrified it would feel much too good. He was still her son. No matter how much she ached for his cock it was still just so wrong.
It went this way for a couple more days. Cathy and Ken were naked around the house more than not, even when they went out into the yard. Either one of them felt free to start masturbating in the open anytime they felt the urge, and the other would soon join. It became unthinkable that either of them would masturbate on their own in private anymore. It was simply too good when they shared the pleasure.
One morning while Cathy was up ahead of Ken, as usual, Ken came downstairs naked to find his naked mother going through her morning smoothie making ritual. He stopped in the doorway just to watch her. He loved how she was staying naked most of the time now. If it weren't for the two of them masturbating together two or three times a day he would've been walking around with a constant hard on.
He spent a long time just standing in the doorway gazing at his mother's ripe, round ass and full thighs. He didn't know how it would be possible to want her more. She wanted it too. He knew she did. But she always stopped short of them touching each other. It was making him crazy, and he was sure all she needed to do was give it one chance.
Ken was already semi-erect after waking up with his usual morning wood, but as he watched his mother's ass swaying back and forth as she worked at the kitchen counter his dick was soon just as hard as ever. He said good morning as he went into the room so as not to startle her. She responded with a quick look over her shoulder, but then turned back to what she was doing.
With his rigid cock swinging before him, Ken went to his mother and pressed his shaft against her left ass cheek while he took hold of the other one with his hand.
"Baby, you know we can't do that," Cathy told him, but she didn't push him away like she usually did.
"Just for a minute, Mom," he replied. Her ass felt so warm and smooth. "You feel so good."
"So do you, baby, but we shouldn't be touching like this."
Still, she made no move away from her son, and if anything, really seemed to enjoy feeling his hard cock rubbing against her ass. Ken started squeezing the other cheek, massaging her flesh.
"But we both like it, Mom, so why shouldn't we? It's not like we're hurting anybody."
On that, Ken reached for one of his mother's tits with the other hand, now massaging her ass and boob while grinding his cock against her flank. Just touching her body with his aching shaft made his heart spike, and despite her apparent reluctance, she rolled her hips slightly, rubbing herself against his rod.
"But we're going to like it too much, baby," she protested weakly. "It feels too good already. This is bad. Sooooo bad."
"So bad it's good, Mom," Ken said as his hand moved between both of her big, warm tits to squeeze and fondle. Her nipples were pebble hard when he rolled and twisted them between the tips of his fingers.
"Oh god, baby, don't do that. That goes right to Mommy's pussy when you touch my nipples that way."
Ken's dick was throbbing with heat. He knew if she wanted him to stop she would have just batted his hand away. Her ripe body felt so good he didn't want to stop, but he couldn't help wondering what she'd do if he touched her pussy. After her admission that his nipple play was affecting her slit, Ken wanted to see just how much. While continuously kneading her ass, he slid the other hand down from her tits to slide his fingers over her perfectly smooth pussy mound. His fingers burrowed deeper between her thighs to feel how wet her slit was getting. Ken felt his mother's creamy dew immediately, satisfied to hear the pleasurable gasp she uttered when he touched her flushing sex lips.
"Baby, you really shouldn't touch Mommy's pussy like that," Cathy warned him even as she set her feet further apart to give his hand more room to play between those thick, silky thighs.
"Yeah, Mom, you're right," he replied. "I really shouldn't be feeling how wet you're getting. And I really shouldn't be rubbing your clit like this, either."
But Ken just grinned at his mother and teased her swollen clit with his fingertip. Cathy gripped the edge of the counter and closed her eyes.
"No, baby, you shouldn't. It's so very wrong," she said breathlessly. "But just for a minute should be okay, right? Just, ohhhhh yes, just a minute, baby."
Cathy gripped the counter edge tighter and kept adjusting her feet, every time opening her legs wider for her son's searching fingers. Finding his mother's slit dripping wet only made his cock throb harder by the second. He finally moved his hand to a different angle so he could slide his middle finger up inside his mother's cream-coated hole. As he slid it deeper, Cathy let out a long, low groan of motherly lust.
"Bad," she said, huffing for air. "Bad, bad boy."
"Don't worry, Mom," Ken replied. "It's just for a minute, right? And it feels really good, doesn't it?"
"God, baby, yes," his mother whined. "It feels wonderful. Just another minute like that. One more won't hurt."
"You know what else would feel good, Mom?"
"Tell me, baby," she said.
"If you touch my cock. Hold it tight and stroke it for me, Mom. Just for a minute, okay?"
"Oh my god," Cathy muttered as she reached for her son's huge, rigid cock.
"Oh, fuck yes, Mom," Ken groaned as he felt his mother's hand curl around his stalk.
She turned her head to look at this unreal thing she was doing, gripping and stroking her own son's impossibly swollen cock. Ken moaned. He decided his mother's hand was just as good as any pussy. She had a firm, confident touch that proved she knew just what to do with a hard dick. It wasn't long before precum was oozing in a steady flow from his piss slit, and his mother just smeared it over his shaft and lubed his flesh with his own juice.



Meanwhile, Ken did his best to keep pumping his finger in and out of his mother's pussy. She felt so hot and creamy inside that he knew he would have to get his cock inside her. He added in a second finger, and at the same time he wedged the fingers of his other hand between her ass cheeks and quickly found her anal starbud. He smeared the juices flowing from her pussy over her rimhole, massaging the taut ring while his other fingers kept stroking in and out of her pussy.
"Baby, ohhhh fuck," she mewled. "You're touching Mommy's asshole. Ohhh, fuck, what a bad bad boy you are."
From the way her pussy was dripping juice past his thrusting fingers, Ken knew she wasn't about to make him stop anytime soon. And now her stroking and fondling of his cock was beginning to include his smoothly shaven balls. Making sure he got his finger well lubed with her pussy flow, the college boy started to push it past the tight ring of his mother's gripping anus. Cathy gasped deeply and looked at her son with wild eyes, barely believing her own son was really pushing his finger into her ass.
Ken loved hearing his mother's moans grow deeper and raspier as his finger went deeper into her ass. She arched her back, pushing her ass out further and giving him easier access. He was amazed how easy it was to feel his other fingers inside her pussy. The membrane in between didn't feel much thicker than a condom, and started sliding fingers in and out of Cathy's asshole and pussy at the same time, setting the strokes in counterpoint to each other.
Cathy couldn't keep up stroking his cock now as she grabbed the edge of the counter with both hands and leaned down, mashing her big tits against the surface. Ken's dick throbbed as he watched and listened. He'd seen his mother cum enough times by now to know she was getting close to exploding.
"Fuck!" she cried. "You're fingerfucking Mommy's asshole. When did my boy ever become such a dirty fuck?!"
He was dying to feel his mother keep stroking his cock, but there was no way he could stop fingering her, either. Watching his finger plug in and out of her tight rimhole was making his bone throb and drip. He kept pumping those fingers in and out of both holes until his mother's body suddenly tensed. Her ass and pussy both clamped even tighter on his fingers while she rose up on her toes, her entire body shaking with an orgasm that went longer than anything her son had seen before.
He kept his fingers inside her only for another moment or two after her climax, but then slipped them out, knowing her body would feel sensitive after such a powerful orgasm. He gave her a moment to catch her breath, but then he took her hand and put it back on his cock, reminding her that he still needed to cum more than ever.
"Oh, baby," she said softly, looking at his dick as if for the first time. "After that, you deserve something really special."
Cathy then sank to knees right there on the kitchen floor in front of Ken. His unwieldy rod was swinging right in her pretty face, and she quickly reached for it with both hands, stroking his shaft and caressing his balls at the same time. Ken moaned with approval. He was beyond excited to have his mother taking care of his cock the way he'd imagined so many times before. Then Cathy started licking his shaft, running her tongue all over its length, lapping hungrily at his smooth balls, and then rolling her tongue around the ridge of his head.
More precum kept dribbling from his dome, and his mother was quick to lick up every bubble of ooze. She was making love to his cock the way he imagined only a mother ever could, and he loved every second of it. Before now, he thought he'd had some hot sex with a few of the girls he met on campus, but nothing compared to the hungry love and touch of his own, voluptuous mother.
Cathy spent a long time licking and stroking her son's cock. Finally, she took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue and sucking a minute or two before taking more of his thick shaft between her lips. Ken groaned deeply. He could barely believe what he was seeing as he watched his pulsating bone disappear into his mother's mouth.
With one hand cupping his balls and the other stroking the lower part of his shaft, Cathy moved her head back and forth along her son's rod, stroking him with her moist lips. His entire cock was soaked with his mother's saliva, making the throb that went all the way down his shaft and into his ballsac more intense than ever.
His mother sucked and stroked his cock the way no girl could ever handle before. She seemed to relish in her son's size, sucking him deeper and deeper and never letting up.
Ken watched in awe as his mother sucked his dick like it was something she was born to do. She kept up the see-sawing stroke of her wet lips until the throbbing suddenly reached the boiling point. His head was spinning while hot jets of cum poured out of his pulsing shank into his mother's mouth. He moaned and gasped for air while sucked valiantly, taking his load into her mouth and then down into her belly as smooth as a milkshake.
Cathy left her son momentarily dazed, until he finally stepped back and just gazed at her in awe. She looked up at him with an impish smile that made her look younger. What amazed him even more was how happy she looked to have her son's cum in her belly.
After helping his mother stand up again, Cathy gave him a kiss and told him how proud she was of him. Then she excused herself to go upstairs and take a shower. Ken decided to go outside and get in some nude sunbathing in the yard. He brought a beach blanket and sun lotion out with him. Once he got the blanket laid out and a good coating of sunscreen over his body, he lay down and thought about his mother. There was nowhere he'd rather be, and no one else he would rather be with.
He just lay there sunning himself and thinking of the intense climaxes he and his mother had given each other. It was blowing his mind that his own mother had just given him the blowjob of his life, taking every drop of his spunk into her mouth and swallowing it down like honey.
After a while, Ken was drifting in and out of sleep, dozing a while, then coming around and playing with his cock while he thought about that morning with his mom. He was soon hard as a rock again, stroking his shaft in the sun with a smile on his face and thinking about going inside to see what she was doing.
Meanwhile, Cathy had taken a long shower. After drying her hair she lay down on her bed for a while, still naked. It still felt like she was recovering the way her son had made her cum. She couldn't believe the things he'd done to her or the way they made her feel. For that matter, she couldn't believe she let him do those things, but once he started touching her she'd lost all resolve.
On one hand it was all so sordid and incestuous. But on the other, her son had made her cum the way no man ever had before. And there was no way she could ever love anyone the way she loved him. Then there was his cock. It was so big and solid. When he started spurting cum into her mouth it felt like he wasn't going to stop. She loved having that beautiful prize in her mouth, and she started to wonder why she denied herself so many times. Spreading her legs, Cathy slipped her hand between her legs and started lazily rubbing her pussy while she thought of how hot and delicious her son's beautiful cock had been.
The more she thought about sucking her son's dick, the more she wanted to suck it again. Her pussy kept getting wetter and juicier as she stroked her lips with her fingers, making her clit swell and harden again. The memory of Ken's spunk squirting across her tongue was making her pulse race. Slipping a pair of fingers into her pussy made her think of Ken's fingers and the way he'd handled her ass and pussy at the same time. For that matter, no one had ever given her asshole so much attention as her son, and it had felt amazing.
Yet the fingers now slipping in and out of her slit weren't enough. She thought about digging out one of her toys, but that wasn't going to give her what she really craved. What she needed more than anything was a hot, hard, horny man between her legs filling her hot pussy with throbbing man cock. And she wanted it to be a man who loved and needed her pussy as much as her son. With her finger drawing little figure eights over her swollen clit, Cathy thought of the way she'd had Ken's cock in her mouth and how amazing that was. Why shouldn't she feel that luscious tool deep in her pussy, too?
Naked, with fingers almost as wet as her slit, Cathy got up and went to find Ken and show him how she'd changed her mind about a mother and son sharing everything they wanted. Her heart was pounding with excitement when she went to check his room. Seeing he wasn't there, she went downstairs and quickly checked the kitchen and living room, where she finally spotted him outside in the yard through the glass doorway. He was lying in the sun on a large beach blanket, and his succulent cock was hard and swollen as he stroked himself.
He spotted her the moment she went outside, turning his head to watch her walk onto the deck, then down the steps and onto the grass to approach him where he lay. She loved seeing the confident smile on his face, and his hand that never stopped sliding up and down his thick pole. The very thought of having that big prize filling her body nearly made her knees wobble as she walked over to him. She loved the way his eyes never left her full, curvy body for a second.
When she reached him, she planted her feet widely apart on either side of his head, giving him a striking view of her wet pussy. His eyes lit up at the sight of her smooth slit. Then he actually groaned when she reached between her big thighs and spread her slit open.
"Mommy missed you so much, baby," she said, her pulse racing wildly.
"I missed you, too, Mom," he replied. "Maybe you could tell from the way I'm stroking my cock."
Cathy snickered.
"Hmmm, were you thinking about me? Stroking that big thing and thinking about your own mother?"
"Yeah, Mom. I was thinking about my hot, horny mother."
"That's really fucking naughty, you bad boy," Cathy giggled. "I bet you'd even fuck me and fill me up with all your hot cum. You don't even care that I'm your mother."
"That just makes me want to fuck you even more, Mom," the horny young stud told her.
"You dirty, dirty boy," she sighed, running her fingers over her dripping wet slit. She was never so in love with anyone ever, yet their filthy teasing had her pussy quivering with need.
"No wonder," Ken replied. "I have a hot, dirty mom with a horny, wet pussy and I know she needs to get fucked deep and hard."
Her son's words were shocking yet so true. Her body was shivering with need as she squatted down, lowering her dripping slit to her son's face.
"You have a dirty mouth, baby. Show Mommy just how dirty that mouth is," she crooned as she wiggled her open slit onto her son's mouth.
Cathy cried out joyfully as Ken's agile tongue instantly lapped at her dew-dripping cunt slit. She could barely catch her breath as she felt him lapping hungrily at her lips and clit. At the same time she could feel his strong hands clutching at the enormous globes of her ass, his fingers kneading hard into her flesh. She was aware she could smother him under her big, ripe body, but she hoped his ravenous licking and sucking would never end.
Cathy finally leaned forward onto her hands, keeping her pussy on her son's mouth. He lapped into her hole and fucked her with his tongue while he teased her asshole with a finger. The finger kept rubbing on her rim while he managed to close his lips over her clit and suck it like a tiny piece of candy. The horny, blonde mother was never so glad to have such a private yard when she cried out through gasps of pleasure as Ken lapped and sucked her pussy through a pair of hip-shaking orgasms.
Soon after, Ken was moving out from under his mother's pussy. Cathy tossed a glance over her shoulder to see him kneeling upright behind her. He had that huge cock in his hand and she instantly knew what he was planning to do with it. He started fondling her ass with the other hand and rubbing the dome of his cock along her dew-slick pussy lips.
"Oh god, oh fuck," Cathy hissed. She even felt her eyes water as Ken's thick rod pushed between her slippery petals and gradually started filling up her honey-coated sheath.
The blonde held her breath as she felt her son's enormous dick surging into her body. She arched her back, angling her pussy to give him maximum access. His shaft seemed to take forever to finally push all the way inside. The second she felt the full length of that hard, glorious cock stretching her hole, Cathy wished she'd jumped on the boy's tool the first time she saw him jerking off in the shower.
Suddenly Ken's hand smacked down hard on her ass cheek while he began to rock his organ in and out of her sodden core. The spank stung, but it wasn't like pain, exactly. It felt like her skin was heating up even more and the sudden shock of it made her pussy clench all around that magnificent prick.
Cathy moaned and rocked her hips, inviting her son to keep pumping his cock into her and slap her big ass as much and as hard as he wanted.
Ken was soon pumping his big rod into his mother's hole with driving force, spanking her cheeks until he leaned over her and reached under to fill his hands with those heavy tits. He squeezed and pulled at her overripe orbs while his cock kept pumping ever harder and deeper.
Cathy was moaning constantly. The angle of her son's hard thrusting cock sent her through two body rocking orgasms in short succession. But when he leaned up again and started fingering her asshole it sent her into the most powerful climax she'd had in years, maybe ever. And she could tell from his suddenly erratic thrusting that he was reaching his own peak.
"Cum in me, baby," she cried. "Fill that fucking pussy with spunk!"
Ken growled deeply, clutching his mother's hips while he rammed his throbbing cock into her body and sprayed her inner channel with steaming jets of cum.
Still dizzy from cumming harder and more often than she could ever remember, Cathy turned around and licked her son's cock and balls clean of all the mixed juices coating his skin. Then when they cuddled up together on the blanket they spent a long time kissing and staring at each other in awe.
"I can't believe we finally did it," Cathy sighed, nestling her big, naked tits against her son.
"I can't believe we didn't do it sooner," he replied.
"That's because you're such a horny fuck," his mother giggled, obviously very happy that he was.
"Well it's you who makes me that way."
"Good, because Mommy's going to be needing as much of that big, hard cock as she can get."
Cathy didn't care if they had to be locked down forever. She had everything she was ever going to need. And from the way Ken had filled her pussy with such a powerful explosion of cum, she knew he had to agree.
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Alison's nerves were on edge when she knocked on Aiden's bedroom door. The fit, raven-haired thirty-nine year old was afraid this was possibly the worst idea she ever had, but she couldn't help feeling excited either. It was a feeling she'd experienced more over the last few weeks and months than any other time in her life.
"Come in, Mom," Aiden called through the door.
There was no one else in the huge house they'd been living in for the past year. It was Charles' house, Alison's second husband, a much older and richer man than Aiden's father. It had been the boy's father who decided to leave Alison for a much younger blonde. Alison's reaction was Charles, a man who was twenty-two years older. With such a large gap between them, Alison reasoned that her new husband would always see her as young and sexy. It was primarily a marriage of convenience, not to mention a need for some stability, and she was okay with that. She and her son's father had loved each other in the beginning, but it had all come crashing down with a vengeance. She liked Charles. She respected him. In the end, she decided love was the last thing anyone should expect from marriage. And she was okay with that, too. She knew her son would always love her enough for a dozen husbands.
Alison slowly opened Aiden's door and went in cautiously. The eighteen year old was lying on his bed in a T shirt and briefs. He was doing something on his tablet, but his mother pulled his attention away from the device the moment she stepped in his room. She was wearing an extremely short and tight cocktail dress that was also daringly low cut for showing off her amazingly firm, shapely tits. The boy also had a keen appreciation for his mother's tight ass and legs, especially since she'd been working out like never before after getting married to Charles. Even so, Alison's tits were her newest and most striking feature, and her son's rapt attention was all the proof she needed.
Acutely aware of her son's stare, Alison locked the door behind her despite expecting an empty house for a few more hours. She went over to his bed and sat on the edge, crossing her legs. The short hem of her dress rode up nearly to her ass, exposing all of her deeply tanned thighs. Aiden's eyes drifted over his mother's legs slowly, but eventually returned to the full swells of titflesh spilling over the top of her dress.
"Baby, I think we need to talk," she said, heaving a sigh to brace herself. She felt her pulse flutter at the sight of the bulge in her son's briefs. Even soft, it was so impressive for such a young man.
"Sure, Mom, whatever," he replied, his eyes darting up to hers for a brief moment before settling back on her tits.
Ever since she got her new boobs, Alison had taken to wearing outfits that showed them off. She knew Charles expected it after investing so much money in them. She never expected her son to become practically obsessed with them, though, and now she was showing more of them around Aiden than she'd ever attempted before. And the boy was spellbound.
"You do love Mommy like always, right, son?" she began. The way she'd rehearsed this conversation in her mind a couple of hundred times didn't seem to matter now. She had no idea what to say next.
"Of course, Mom," Aiden said without hesitating. "It's just you and me forever, right?"
Despite spending a couple of weekends a month with his father and his new wife, Aiden was always just as angry with the man over leaving his mother as Alison. It was also no secret that Aiden never saw Charles as anything but his mother's wealthy, much older husband. The two had never connected, which didn't seem to faze either one of them. Their new life with Charles was just as much a matter of convenience for Aiden as it was for his mother.
"Of course, baby. Forever," Alison replied. "But, umm, I don't know how to say this, but I can't help feeling like something's changed."
"No way," Aiden insisted. "If anything, Mom, I love you even more since Dad decided to be an asshole."
"Baby, you know how I don't like you using language like about your father. Even if it's true."
Mother and son both laughed briefly. Alison was relieved to feel the tension only she was feeling ease up a little.
"So are we okay?" her son asked.
Alison spent a long moment hesitating. She started and stopped saying the next thing at least three times before she took a deep breath and finally let it out.
"Sure, sure, baby," she said. "Except, well, lately...you've been really different around me."
"No way, Mom," he insisted.
Alison drew a deep sigh, purposely pushing out her tits while she watched the way it drew Aiden's eyes straight to the spot. Her nipples felt hot and tingly under the boy's attentive gaze.
"I'm afraid it's true, sweetie," she went on. "Ever since...," she took a long pause and practically held her breath, but seeing her son's eyes constantly going back to her tits kept her going. "Ever since Charles bought me my new tits you hardly ever look me in the eye anymore."
Aiden blushed fire engine red. "Mom, that's ridiculous."
"I'm afraid not, baby. I mean, obviously, Mommy's tits are much bigger than before, and really it's okay. It's natural for a young man like you to be interested, even if I am your mother. I mean, tits are tits, right? But I got this idea how we can help you relax more around your mom's new body."
Aiden looked at her curiously. Alison gave him a smile to try to lighten the mood.
"I was thinking," she continued, "that if I just show them to you and let you have a better look then maybe it will help you get used to them more. Maybe you won't be so, um, obsessed with Mommy's tits."
"Geeze, Mom, I'm not obsessed with your, uhh, tits. That would be really weird."
"Baby, you've barely taken your eyes off them ever since I get 'em. You wouldn't pass up a chance to see them naked, would you?"
Aiden was looking at his mother's face now, checking to see if she was being serious. "I guess I wouldn't, Mom. I mean, they are really nice."
Alison smiled triumphantly. Before giving herself a chance to change her mind, she slowly reached for the top of her dress and pushed the plunging neckline down lower, allowing her plump, round tits to fall out in the open. She watched her son's eyes nearly pop while she toyed with her nipples, which were quick to swell and thicken. The surgeon had told her it was common for a woman's nipples to be extra sensitive after surgery, but that they'd eventually go back to normal. So far, months later, they were still extra sensitive, but Alison wasn't about to complain.
"You like them, baby?" she asked, knowing the answer but just wanting to hear him admit it.
"They're amazing, Mom," he sighed. "They're...they're...perfect."
Alison cupped the hefty orbs in her hands and played with them, squeezing and fondling them while Aiden stared in awe. His mother couldn't help feeling both excited and proud.
"I know you probably want to touch them, too, but we shouldn't do that. I'm your mother, and besides, I'm only supposed to let Charles feel them. He did pay for them, after all."
Alison was in no hurry to cover her tits, though. She couldn't deny how much she loved exposing them to her beautiful son. And now he was even giving her an unexpected reward as the bulge at the crotch of his briefs steadily grew into a very impressive looking hard on.
"Yeah, I guess," Aiden said, his cock still expanding and stretching against his briefs while he gazed openly at his mother's bare tits. "I bet they feel even better than they look, though."
"You don't mind just looking, though, do you, honey?" his mother smiled.
Aiden shook his head without taking his eyes off his mom. Alison giggled briefly, her hands still plumping and playing with her beautifully sculpted boobs.
"I'm really happy you like 'em, baby," she said, hoping to sound coy, but she was staring right at her son's enormously swollen cock bulge. It didn't matter that it was the youngest dick she'd seen in years, it was still the biggest. Even under his briefs, Alison could tell her son's cock was much bigger than Charles', and even bigger than his father's. And then, even though they were in a locked room inside a big, otherwise empty house, Alison's voice dropped to a little more than a whisper. "You can take it out and jerk it if you want, baby. Maybe that'll help relieve this obsession you've been having."
"Geeze, Mom, I'm not obsessed with your boobs," he insisted. But his hand was already moving to pull his briefs down. Alison played with her nipples and couldn't contain a soft gasp as she saw her son's beautiful, hard cock spring free of his underwear. He got his briefs down to his feet and then kicked them away. Then he lay back again and wrapped his hand around his big, long shaft and slowly stroked himself without the slightest hesitation. If anything, Alison couldn't help noticing her son even seemed eager to show off his impressive cock.
Alison's nipples felt hot with sensation as she rolled them with her fingers and stared at her son's hand going up and down his rod. It was so big it almost looked out of proportion with his slender body. He wasn't especially hairy to begin with, but his mother was quick to note that his cock and balls were thoroughly shaved. Her equally smooth pussy was aching more and more deeply. If she thought she was going to help her son deal with his obsession with her new tits, she had no idea how she was going to deal with being obsessed with his cock. She cursed the fact that Aiden was her son because she wanted to feel that luscious dick pushing deep inside her.
Yet Alison had never cheated on either of her husbands. And she wasn't about to start now. Certainly not with her own son. But looking wasn't the same as cheating. No one was getting hurt, and so far, mother and son were both enjoying themselves. Immensely.
"You go ahead and stroke it all you want, sweetie," Alison said, feeling breathless. "Get this obsession of yours out of your system," she added, already hoping that would be the last thing that would happen. "Maybe it'll help if I show you my pussy too. You'd like that, wouldn't you, baby?"
"Oh god, yes, Mom, please," her son groaned.
Alison then stood by the bed just long enough to pull the hem of her tight dress up around her hips. At the same time, she pulled the top further down so it was bunched in folds around her waist and torso. Her smoothly waxed pussy was on full display, and Aiden was staring at it as she sat back down on his bed and held her legs open wide enough to give him a full view of her slit. His eyes looked glassy as his mother dragged her fingertips along her pussy lips. She rubbed and fingered herself, feeling her hole tingle and flush with dew as she watched her son boldly stroke his beautiful young manshaft.
"Now you know everything about your mom's naked body. I think you like it, baby," she said with a coy smile. Aiden's big, ripe hard on was proof enough that he liked what he saw, but Alison loved hearing him admit it.
"You're amazing, Mom," the boy groaned, steadily stroking. "Even my friends say so all the time."
Alison wasn't surprised to hear this, but it felt so good to hear it anyway. Yet her son's admiration meant the most of all.
"I bet they don't have big, beautiful dicks like you do, baby," she said.
Aiden looked pleased by his mother's compliments on his cock. He certainly liked stroking it in front of her.
Alison took hold of her bunched up dress and worked it upward, finally taking it off over her head completely. She slid closer to Aiden's leg and leaned across them, letting her tits hover over his cock while he kept stroking.
"And such big, full balls, too," Alison cooed as she brought one hand to her son's sack and started fondling them. "Mmm, they must be so full of cum right now."
Aiden moaned the second his mother touched his balls. "Oh god, Mommmm..." he sighed.
Alison then brought her other hand to her son's cock, pulling his away and wrapping her own around this red hot shaft. "Oh god. God, baby. It's so hard," she said as her hand began moving up and down his stalk. "I probably shouldn't touch it like this, but it's so big and beautiful. I'm your mother, but I still love you more than anything. Besides, it's not like I'm putting it in my mouth. That would be so very wrong."
Aiden groaned deeply while Alison stroked him. She had to move the other hand so she could lean lower across his upper legs and press the tip of his cock to her tit as she slowly jacked his throbbing shaft. She was holding the head of his cock directly on her nipple. The amazed look in the boy's eyes made his mother's pussy ache. She was wishing for so much more than either of them should ever even think about.
"Ohhhh, Mom, that feels so good," Aiden groaned.
Alison smiled coyly. "You like the way your mother's tits feel on your cock, don't you, baby?" Aiden nodded silently. "I bet you'd love having Mommy suck it for you, too," she went on. "But we can't do that. I'm only supposed to let Charles put his cock in my mouth, even though yours is so much more beautiful. I'd love to suck it for you so much, baby. But I can't."
She gave her son an exaggerated pout and then moved his shaft in the snug space between her big globes. Her own breath came almost as deep as Aiden's as she began stroking him harder and faster. She kept jacking him tirelessly, loving the hard, silky feel of his cock in her fist. Precum was oozing steading from his dome and lubing his shaft as Alison's hand spread it all along his flesh. She felt proud and impressed that her son lasted as long as he did, but his sharp gasps and desperate hip thrusts revealed how close he was getting to the edge.
Alison's pussy was dripping as she stroked him harder and harder, faster and faster. Finally, her son grunted hard and his big, young prick erupted with thick spurts of hot cum. There was so much spunk it nearly coated the entire inner valley between the woman's large melons.
"Oh my god, baby. So much cum," the boy's mother cooed, gradually milking every last drop from his cock.
"That was amazing, Mom," Aiden said, trying to catch his breath.
"Mmmm, you're an amazing boy," she cooed. "But now that we've gotten past this, maybe you can feel more comfortable with these changes."
"You mean your gorgeous new tits," he said with a smug grin.
"Exactly," his mother giggled.
"Definitely, Mom," her son replied, looking dazed.
Alison got up and leaned over to give the handsome boy a kiss right at the corner of his mouth. Her pussy was aching and wet and she was dying to just shove her tongue into his mouth but she held herself back. She told him how much she loved making him cum on her tits, but reminded him they were mother and son so they could never do it again. Then she stood upright and arched her back, giving him a good, final look at her spectacular new tits. She picked up her dress and turned to slowly walk out, making sure he got a good look at her ass as she sashayed out his door.
Alison immediately went to the bedroom she shared with Charles. She opened her top dresser drawer where she kept a modest array of dildos and other toys. She picked out a plastic cock that was the closest to the size of Aiden's dick. Lying down on her bed, the raven-haired beauty fucked her aching pussy with the plastic dick until she'd cum at least three times.
Over the next few days, Aiden did indeed become more casual around his mother. He was making much more eye contact with her like he used to. But when Charles wasn't around everything was different. If anything, Aiden was now even more enamored of his mother's luscious body, and Alison was perfectly happy about it. She loved how bold her eighteen year old son was so quick to become. He indulged his obsession with Alison's luscious body more than ever, and it excited her more than anything she could remember.
With Charles spending long hours at his office running his business, often having meetings that went into the evening, Alison and Aiden had a lot of time to themselves.
Alison stopped wearing bras when it was just her and Aiden at home. She took to wearing her most revealing tank tops and cropped T's to make her son feel like he had a hot, loving lady always there for him. He deserved that.
She often completed her outfits with yoga pants or neoprene gym shorts that showed off a striking view of her ass and camel toe. Sometimes she wore short skirts for him, and he seemed to love that just as much.
For days and weeks, Aiden took to walking around the house in nothing but his boxer briefs, and anytime they were in a room together for a long enough time his dick would grow hard and stretch at the material. Alison was fully aware she was becoming just as obsessed with her son's cock as he was with her tits. He was learning to love his mother like a man, and she loved making him hard. She liked to imagine he was her man, though she couldn't bring herself to tell him this.
They hadn't done anything wrong. A handjob was hardly the same as other things they could've done. And it wasn't like Alison was the first woman in history to stroke her handsome son to give him some pleasure and relief. The more she got used to their new way of living, the more she wondered why anyone would think it could be wrong.
Aiden was quick to become openly bold in touching his cock when it got hard in front of his mother. It never failed to make Alison smile. In the two weeks after she first went to his room to show him her tits, it happened pretty much every day. It never failed to make his mother's heart flutter with excitement and love. So much excitement and love, in fact, that the sight of Aiden's frequent hard ons were enough to make his mother's nipples swell in response. It was as if her nubs were somehow connected to the state of her son's cock.
And no matter where they were in the house, Alison would pull up her shirt and let her boy gaze at her bare tits all he wanted. The first couple of times she urged him to take out his cock and stroke it in front of her. After that, he would simply pull his cock out and start jacking the moment his mother's boobs came into full view. Every time, Alison's top would soon come off completely, and she would beckon her son close enough to take over stroking him between her tits.
Every time she jerked off her son, she would hold her mouth close to the tip of his swollen prick and tease him, saying she knew how much he'd love having his big dick in his mother's wet mouth, but that they could never go that far. She loved the way it made his young cock pulse and throb in her hand. He probably had no idea that she really wanted his cock in her mouth as much as he did.
Within that first couple of weeks, Alison had exposed herself and jerked off her son in each of their bedrooms, the kitchen, the living, in Charles' home office. It didn't matter where they were. But it wasn't long before the large patio around the pool became their favorite place to spend time together.
The dildo Alison had that was close to the length and girth of Aiden's aroused cock was now her favorite, and she used it to give her pussy and sorely needed pounding every time her son sprayed his cum across her tits. Not only that, but she was also giving Charles her wet pussy practically every night. Her new husband had no idea what was making his young wife so horny, but she was riding him like a porn starlet half her age. He wasn't as big as her son, but that didn't keep her from closing her eyes and imagining it was Aiden's cock pumping into her aching hole.
With the days growing warmer and warmer, many of their daytime hours were spent by the pool. Ever since she'd been working out and got her new tits, Alison had started getting micro bikinis to show off her new body to her husband. They were never meant for her son, but she was now wearing them for Aiden almost exclusively, although Alison was quick to take off her top and bare her big tits to keep from getting tan lines.



One day, Aiden was standing by his mother's chaise while she sunned topless. He was fondling his growing cock through his speedo while gazing at her body. As always, it wasn't long before his cock was too big to be held inside his tiny suit and he pushed it down past his balls to stroke his naked shaft. Alison wasn't surprised, but always so pleased to see her precious son's arousal. He always started stroking his dick himself even though by now he knew perfectly well his loving mother was eager to do it for him. Alison realized he liked stroking for her while she brazenly fondled her luxurious tits. She was just as happy to watch. She loved seeing the way he took a firm grasp on his solid pole and the way he twisted his fist along that thick shank. Yet they both loved it when Alison took over. But this day, Aiden pushed his suit all the way off and stood near his mother totally naked, his oversized cock throbbing in his hand.
"Take your thong off, Mom," he said. "You haven't shown me your pussy since that first time you came to my room."
"You like your Mommy's pussy, baby?"
"You know I do. I'm naked. You should be, too."
Alison gave her son a wicked smile and pulled her thong all the way off. She leaned back against the chaise and put her feet down on either side, opening her legs wide enough to put her bald pussy slit on full display. She was already wet and reached between her thighs to massage her clit while she kept a close eye on Aiden's face as he stared at her with deep lust in his eyes. He watched her touch her pussy with the hungriest look his mother had seen so far. She could tell he was squeezing his cock harder than she ever dared, but his dribbling precum kept his shaft thoroughly lubed.
Alison's clit was throbbing. She mashed her fingertips roughly into her swollen nub, rubbing herself hard while she brought her other hand between her legs and slid a pair of fingers into her hole. Aiden groaned loudly at the sight of his mother sliding her fingers into her pussy. She couldn't help moaning along with him. There was no doubt in her mind how much he wanted to be able to shove that big, throbbing cock deep in his horny mother's wet hole. She wanted it just as much, but she had to set some kind of limit between them. Yet it was agonizing to know the one guy she loved and wanted more than any other was her own son and he was right there in front of her, so hard and willing to give her something hard and thrilling.
But it would be cheating, for one thing, and Alison could hold her head high knowing she was always faithful no matter what other people assumed because of the way she looked. And for another, it was incest, the greatest, most wicked taboo in the book. Yet that all seemed so ridiculous now. Not only was her wildly stroking son's face filled with lust, it was filled with love. Neither her ex nor Charles had ever looked at her the same way. She could almost convince herself that by sleeping with Charles she was cheating on Aiden. But that was just crazy, wasn't it? He was her son. Her son!
Aiden moved closer and stood astride the end of his mother's chaise. Their feet were touching as he continued hammering his enormous shaft, his determined eyes roaming over the deeply tanned curves of his mother's beautiful body. Alison was grinding the fingers inside her into her G spot while furiously rubbing her clit with the other hand.
"Oh god, Mom, I can't believe how hot you are," Aiden groaned, fighting for breath. "I'm -- I'm -- gonna cum. Fffffffuck!"
Alison's eyes never left her son's rigid cock as he began spurting hard jets of cum. He groaned and gasped while his virile, young balls produced a plentiful fountain of spunk that landed in gobs from his mother's face, over her tits and belly, and some onto her bare pussy mound and wildly groping fingers. Feeling Aiden's hot cream spatter her freely sent Alison into a climax that rocked her body and left her dazed in the aftermath.
Aiden stood with his still swollen cock in hand and watched his mother run her hands over her naked body and smear his cum over skin like moisturizing cream. She felt as if he'd marked her as his and relished the feeling of being coated in his cum. It was thrillingly nasty and delicious, yet there was something so primal and loving about it, too. She kept her thoughts to herself, but she loved the idea that her virile boy had just made her his.
Aiden was looking down at her with an uncertain look. Alison sensed he wanted to kiss her. She wanted to kiss him more than anything, but she also knew that kissing was just as dangerous as it was simple and loving. She resisted the urge, and finally Aiden moved aside.
"You're so beautiful, Mom," he said. "And it's not just your new tits. I always thought so. I hope I can marry a girl as incredible as you."
"I love you so much, baby," Alison told him with a contented sigh. Yet at the same time she couldn't help feel a sharp pang of possessive jealousy when he talked about marrying someone else. She knew it had to happen someday, but hopefully it wouldn't be for a very long time. The happiness she finally felt in her life because of him was something she hoped would never end.
Aiden then dove naked into the pool and swam while Alison drifted off into a dreamy daze of half sleep. She lost track of how much time she was drifting in and out of consciousness.
It felt wonderful to Alison to be able to spend luxurious hours with her and Aiden being freely naked. She loved watching him swim or walk around the pool soaking wet with his precious cock swinging between his legs. She loved it just as much when he watched her swim a couple of times and also the few times she had to get up to go inside to do something.
It was a little later when Alison realized she needed to put on more sun block. She thought about asking her son to do it for her, but she knew that would probably lead to other things they wouldn't be able to control. Yet the mere thought of her son's hands roaming over her naked body made her nipples swell with sensation. She finally decided to do it herself and let Aiden watch. His rapt gaze made her smile and feel downright giddy, especially when his cock began to swell as he watched her rub lotion over her large, round tits and along her beautifully toned legs.
With Aiden standing at the edge of the pool with his rigid cock jutting forward, Alison decided to take a selfie of her tits to send Charles. With a fresh coating of lotion, her nipples were fully erect and her skin was glistening in the sun. It was a perfect moment for a picture. Yet while she took it she kept looking at her son, who took hold of his cock and watched her. Alison felt a warm quivering sensation in her pussy as she sent the photo to her husband, knowing her son had been watching her take it, cock in hand.
Then Alison called her son over and asked him to help take another picture.
"This is for Charles," she told him. "Well, kind of."
They both giggled, knowing she was really doing this for herself and Aiden. She handed him her phone and spread her legs. Then she used both hands to spread open her pussy lips. With his enlarged cock swinging this way and that, Aiden leaned over and held the phone between his mother's open thighs, taking a picture of her well displayed pussy.
"Aren't you afraid he'll ask who took the picture when he sees both of your hands on your pussy?" Aiden asked with a chuckle.
"Do you really think he'll notice?" his mother replied coyly.
"He'll be too busy thinking about fucking his hot, younger wife," he said with another laugh.
Alison sent the second picture to Charles with a message that said she'd be keeping it warm for him whenever he got home. The truth, however, was that it was really her hot, handsome, naked son who was keeping that pussy warm with desire. Despite having just put on a layer of sunscreen, Alison got up and dove into the pool. She needed to cool her body down before she overheated.
Aiden then jumped in after her, and she teased him about how painful it must be to swim around with such a big, swollen cock. This led to the mother and son flirting and becoming playful as they splashed each other. Their play started to grow physical, and before Alison knew it, she and her son were merely hugging each other tightly. Her tits were crushed against his bare chest while the shaft of his cock was firmly pressed against her belly.
This was exactly what Alison knew they shouldn't do. It simply felt much too wonderful. She knew she should push her son away, but instead she slid her hands down his back and clamped onto the firm cheeks of his ass. Aiden took that same opportunity to drop one hand to his mother's ass and slip the other between them to feel her tits. His groping hands felt even better than Alison had dreamed. The way he was toying with her nipples sent gentle shock waves straight to her pussy.
"We shouldn't, baby," the mother warned, weakly.
"Mom, you've already let me touch your tits with my cock. Feeling them with my hands isn't so much different, right?"
"Mmmm, such a logical boy," Alison giggled, feeling her pussy flush to her son's forceful groping.
She leaned back and gave him room to explore her naked tits with both hands. At the same time, she reached between them and took his cock in one hand and his balls in the other. His shaft throbbed as she stroked him under the water. He leaned over and started kissing and licking his mother's tits while she sighed with pleasure. He went back and forth from one to the other sucking her swollen nipples and sending hard waves of pleasure through her body.
"Oh god, baby, this is so bad," she moaned. "But so good. Ohhhh, so so good."
While Aiden eagerly sucked and fondled his mother's tits, he soon moved one hand between her legs and cupped her pussy, squeezing his fingers against her mound.
"Oh, baby, no," she moaned. "You can't touch Mommy's pussy." Yet in contrast to her words, she spread her feet wider apart to give his hand more room to explore her aching slit with his fingers. She whimpered with pleasure and stroked his cock faster. He massaged her clit like he'd done it a hundred times before, but she didn't want to think about how he learned to touch a lady's cunt so skillfully. Then she felt one of his fingers slide up inside her. He stroked it in and out several times before adding a second finger and making her moan in submission to the joy.
The sheer excitement of having her son fingerfuck her in Charles' swimming pool was more than she should ever allow, yet she never wanted it to end. She belonged to him more than she would ever belong to Charles. More than she ever belonged even to his father. Not even the young man's father could ever touch her pussy and bring her so much pleasure as he could. Alison then found herself cumming more quickly than ever before from being fingered. Aiden lifted his face from her tits and looked her in the eye as she came for him.
Afterward, she felt dazed while his huge dick was throbbing hotly in her hand. After all of her rationalizations over the past weeks about setting limits, there was now only one thing that could happen. She should have known how inevitable it would be.
Alison leaned against the side of the pool with her arms outstretched in both directions. Her shapely tits bobbed enticingly above the water and she hugged her son with her legs, pulling him closer. His rock solid cock came up against her well spread pussy.
"Make Mommy your woman," she cooed.
Aiden couldn't grab his cock fast enough. He spread his mother's lips open with the left hand and guided his cock to her hole with the right. Alison moaned weakly as she felt that big, rigid shaft slowly enter her wet core. Mother and son gazed at each other in loving awe as the boy's throbbing stalk gradually surged into her channel and filled her completely.
Alison gasped deeply to each, eager thrust of her son's cock. He leaned closer and kissed her deeply as he began to fuck her with forceful lunges of his agile hips. She sucked greedily on his tongue while the thick shaft driving in and out of her pussy was touching spots his father and Charles had never reached before.
Once again, Alison started to cum faster from being fucked than she ever had before. When she told her son he was making her cum, it only seemed to make him pump harder and faster into her body. She felt dizzy with joy until a few minutes later she came again around his driving shaft. Then Alison put her hands on her son's hips and held him still.
"Baby, do you know how hard you made Mommy cum?"
Aiden grinned defiantly. "Yeah, Mom, I think so."
"Well I want to make you cum just as hard."
The mother dismounted her son's cock and led him out of the pool back to one of the chaises. She invited him to lie down flat. As she looked at his beautifully naked body with that luscious cock lying upright against his belly, she wanted to give him more than any woman ever could. She first knelt down beside the chaise and took his cock in her hand, cupping his balls in the other. He was watching her expectantly, and she loved the long, deep gasp of pleasure he uttered when she lowered her head and took the end of his cock into her mouth. She sucked and stroked him in tandem while massaging his balls. Feeling how hard his man flesh was throbbing in her mouth, Alison knew it wouldn't be hard to quickly suck a hot load out of him right then and there. But she was patient, going slowly and making it last.
When Aiden's body started writhing against the chaise, Alison knew he was reaching a point when he wouldn't be able to control himself. That's when she released his cock and straddled him. Squatting just above him, she peeled her pussy open with her hands and gave him the hungriest, most loving look she'd ever given a man.
"Put that big, beautiful cock back in Mommy's fuckhole, baby," she growled.
"Oh, Mom, fuck," he moaned, taking his shaft in hand and guiding the head into her pussy.
With a long, deep moan, Alison lowered her pussy onto Aiden's cock. She loved having him back inside her again, and she began to ride up and down his pole, grinding her hips and milking his shaft with her pussy. With his hands roaming all over her body, the ecstatic mother stroked her wet hole up and down that delicious cock for all she was worth.
Alison was so aroused that she started to cum much sooner and much harder than she expected. The hard, inner contractions of her pussy proved to be more than her son could withstand and she could feel the hot jetting of his gooey, young cum spurting deep into her hole.
Mother and son gasped and moaned together through a delirious, mutual climax. Alison had never felt so alive or so beautiful.
After, they spent a long time kissing and cuddling, but eventually they had to go in and get dressed before Charles came home from the office.
Alison and Aiden were both giddy with love, but were careful to act like everything was normal around Charles. That night, Charles was eager for sex after the pictures his wife had sent him that day. When Alison mounted her husband's cock and rode him, she was only aroused by the thought of Aiden's cock in her pussy just hours before. Charles didn't know what possessed his hot, younger wife, but he wasn't complaining. She made him cum so hard that he was soon fast asleep.
Alison couldn't sleep. All she could think about was Aiden. She finally got up and threw on a short robe that barely covered her ass. Then she went to Aiden's room, happy to find that her son was still awake. His eyes lit up when he saw his mother in her short robe. They lit up even more when she smiled at him and slipped the robe off, revealing that she was naked underneath.
Aiden pulled his sheet off his body and showed his mother he was naked. His cock was already semi-erect, and he started stroking it to a full erection as she watched.
"Did Charles ever notice you had both of your hands in that pussy picture you sent him today?" Aiden asked with a wicked leer on his face.
"He didn't have a clue," his mother giggled. "You're going to be helping Mommy take a lot more dirty pictures from now on."
"Perfect," the boy replied. "As long as I can take some with my phone, too."
"Of course, baby," she told him, walking toward his bed.
Aiden's cock was fully aroused now, and Alison got on his bed and straddled his beautiful body. He held his shaft in place so she could lower her pussy onto it and sink down, enveloping his throbbing rod inside her hole for the second time that day.
"You know you're Mommy's man, right, baby?" she whispered as she began rocking her pussy up and down his solid prick. "Not Charles. Not even your dad. You're the one, baby."
"I love you, Mom," he said, grasping her dangling tits in his hands and sucking one of her nipples into his mouth.
"I love you, too, baby," she crooned. "Now give Mommy that cum. You know I need it so bad.
And thrusting his hips like a champion breeding stud, Aiden gave his mother exactly what she craved the most.
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Tiana had gotten up early and showered. She was still getting used to all the changes that came with moving halfway across the country to live with her father so she was still waking up at odd hours. The pretty, brunette eighteen-year-old had already dried her hair and put on a dark blue cropped T shirt, along with a clingy pair of stretch-denim short-shorts and white sneakers. Now she was playing with the new phone her father gave her, experimenting with taking selfies in her mirror. She was hoping to get a really nice one she could send to her father's phone so he could have a really good one of her. She loved the idea that he'd stop in the middle of his day to look at it.
The phone wasn't the only brand new gift her father had gotten her. The shorts, T shirt and panties she was wearing now were also from him. One of the first things Dave did when his daughter arrived was take her out shopping for clothes, her new phone, a new computer and tablet. Everything a girl could want. It was like having six Christmases all at once. Dave made the girl feel like she was being showered with gifts and affection. And even though he didn't go into all the stores with her, his attention was completely on her every moment they were together. But she ended up getting a lot of things he didn't see. Things her mother would never let her buy.
Dave even made the girl feel a little nervous sometimes. He was so fit and good looking and paid so much attention to her that she found herself wishing he was her boyfriend and not her father. Especially when she realized there were times her pussy felt hot and wet just from being close to him and she couldn't do a thing about it. She wondered if any of her future boyfriends and husband would love her as much as her dad, and finally decided that wasn't even possible. No one would ever love her like he did. She also decided there was no way she'd ever love any guy as much as she loved her daddy.
Tiana knew she had awesome looking legs, but she wished she had bigger boobs like all the other females on her mother's side of the family. Maybe she would in a couple of years, but she hated the idea of waiting that long. At least they were nice and big enough to bounce when she wanted them to, and she caught plenty of guys looking at them. Even her dad looked at them, but that was probably just because he was curious about the way she was growing older.
She sat on the edge of her bed and crossed her smooth, bare legs, angling herself in different ways until she got a picture that looked sexy but hopefully not too obvious. After being unhappy with shot after shot, she decided to unzip the top of her shorts so the top edge of her pale blue thong panties was showing. It took several more tries, but when she got one she liked she sent it to her father's phone without a second thought.
After that, she pulled the cropped hem of her T up over her braless tits and took a few more with her excited nipples showing. She wasn't planning to let anyone see them, and she'd probably just end up deleting them, but it was fun taking them. She had to admit she looked really nice with her tits showing, and the excitement of seeing herself that way actually made her pussy squeeze with excitement. She wished she could show those pictures to her father and see his reaction.
Then Tiana heard the splashing in the backyard through her second floor window and knew her father was taking his morning swim. It was earlier than usual. Normally, her father would be finished swimming by the time Tiana went downstairs. But now she was eager for him to finish and check his messages so he could see the picture she sent him, hoping more than anything that he would love it.
The teen went to her window to look out at the pool and see if her father would get out to check his phone. She couldn't wait to see how surprised he was going to be. But it was Tiana who was in for the biggest surprise when she discovered her father was swimming naked. The pretty teenager gasped, wondering if he always did that before she got out of bed. She felt a tingly sensation all over her fine, young skin as she watched her naked father's fit body slice through the water.
When Dave reached the end of the pool and kicked back off to swim to the other end, his body turned into a backstroke and the girl could see his bare cock swirling around on the surface of the water. She gasped again, even more deeply this time. He looked so big! She'd seen plenty of pictures of men's dicks, and of course the few boys from school when she gave them handjobs, and she was sure her father's dick was halfway hard.
Tiana felt proud and excited. Her father was so much cooler than any of her friends' dads. He was better looking, too, and the fact that he had such a big dick only raised him to hero status as far as she was concerned.
She watched her father swim back and forth from one end of the pool to another. He kept up the backstroke for the next couple of laps, and his daughter gazed in awe at his semi-aroused cock as it flapped and bobbed in the water. Her pulse started to race and her pussy began tingling like mad. She only wished she could have been down in the pool with him so she could see his big dick up close. Yet even from a distance, the perky teenager couldn't resist slipping her hands under her crop-top and playing with her fresh nipples as they throbbed and hardened to the sight down below in the pool.
She was still playing with her taut, pink nubs when her father got out of the water. His body looked so amazing, especially all wet and dripping, and it looked like his cock was still getting bigger as it waggled back and forth when he walked over to the patio table. She gasped when she realized that all the hair around her father's cock and balls was shaved off down to his smooth, swarthy skin.
He picked up the towel that was over the back of one of the chairs and dabbed his face and hands dry, not bothering with the rest of his body. Then he picked up his phone to check for messages as he often did throughout the day, and Tiana realized he was seeing the notification of her message. She smiled and felt her heart skip a beat waiting to see his reaction. She wished she could have sent him something hotter and sexier. That's what a man like Dave would really like. But she was just his eighteen-year-old daughter and sexual thoughts about her were probably the furthest thing from his mind. He probably had dozens of pictures on his phone from girls with bigger tits who loved showing them off to a man like him.
She was so curious to sneak into her father's phone and see what kind of pictures he got from girls, but at the same time it made her face turn hot and red from jealous anger. She wanted to be the only girl he had pictures of on his phone.
Tiana and her father had only had a long distance relationship for several years. When the girl's mother decided to get married again, Tiana was given the choice of staying with her mother and new stepfather or going to live with Dave. For her the decision was automatic. She knew her father wanted her there, and she would've gone with him from the time her parents divorced if she could've. And before she left on her trip to join her father, her mother had warned her to be careful and not expect him to be everything she built up in her mind while they lived apart. But if anything, really being with her father now was better than anything she could have dreamed.
And now, seeing his cock naked and half excited was more than she ever expected. The girl's heart raced as she watched him put the towel down and pick up his phone off the patio table. There was no way he could miss that message. The fact that he was probably about to open her picture and look at her while he was naked and half erect had the girl trembling with excitement. She wished she could've been brave enough to send him one of the pictures she just took of her tits.
As she watched him from the window, Dave swiped his thumb across the front of his phone and then stood looking at it for a long time without moving. Tiana was positive her father was staring right at her picture. Even if her picture didn't really show anything more than her smooth, sexy legs and a teasing glimpse of her panties, the teen could barely breathe. She suddenly stepped back from the window when he paused and looked up. Her face burned at the prospect of her dad catching her watching while he swam naked. She waited a few seconds and then slipped back to the same spot she was standing in before.
Then Dave did something that made his daughter freeze in her tracks right there. Holding on to his phone, his other hand moved to his semi-erect cock and started rubbing his shaft. He kept looking at his phone and stroking his rod as it quickly grew bigger and harder. Tiana was beside herself. He had to be looking at the picture she'd just sent him. It couldn't be anything else. She could just feel it in her bones. And now his dick was so big and hard that his strong hand was sliding up and down his thick shaft.
Tiana's nipples became hard, swollen knots of hot sensation. She could barely believe her own eyes. It was exciting enough to catch her hot dad pulling on his big, hard dick, but knowing he was looking at her while he did it made her young pussy squeeze with arousal. She wished it was her hand on his long rod, stroking him and making him feel so good. All she could do was imagine how amazing that dick would feel in her hand, so much bigger and harder than the first few she'd played with.
It seemed like he never took his eyes off his phone while his hand began moving faster on his excited cock. She unzipped her shorts again and stuck her hand down in her panties, digging in until she could rub the tender lips of her excited slit. Tiana didn't know when she'd felt so happy or excited, not to mention the stunning view of her own father jerking off.
For that matter, Tiana had never seen anyone masturbate before, except the times she'd watched herself in her bedroom mirror. It was fun to watch her own fingers disappear into her wet pussy hole, and it seemed like she always felt better when she made herself cum this way. But it also made her want more since she would look at her naked young body in the mirror and imagine big, male hands touching her wherever she touched herself. At first, the hands didn't belong to anyone in particular, but sooner or later she found herself imaging they were her father's hands. Anytime she tried imaging anyone else's hands rubbing her slick pussy she got bored.
It was so amazing to see her father naked and hard with his hand quickly pumping that big, fat hard on while he looked at Tiana on his phone. His firmly defined chest started to heave, showing how he must've been breathing deeper.
"Ohhh, Daddy, Daddy, yessssss," the girl cooed as the tips of her fingers dug and mashed into the swollen bud of her slippery clit.
Dave was alternating between leaning his head back with his eyes closed and then looking back at his phone screen, his fist steadily pumping that delicious looking dick the whole time. Tiana got so excited watching her father jack his big, thick shaft to a picture of her pretty legs that she started to cum. Her body shook and shivered with pleasure while Dave kept on stroking. When her climax was past, she just kept rubbing, knowing she was excited enough for at least one more cum.
If Dave was this excited over a picture of his daughter's legs, what would he do if she sent him a shot of her tits or even her smoothly shaven pussy? Tiana knew she was going to have to send him sexier pictures as soon as she could work up the courage.
Meanwhile, Dave started to grunt and pound his dick harder and faster than ever. Cum started to blast from the tip of his rod, spattering all over the patio table and chairs. His daughter gasped deeply and immediately started to cum so hard her knees wobbled and pussy cream gushed all around her groping fingers, soaking into her panties. It felt like she was cumming forever.
Dave finally put his phone back on the table and dove back into the pool. Tiana retreated from the window and lay down on her bed with one hand still in her sodden panties, languidly stroking her sensitive slit. It was like a dream to realize she'd just cum at the same time as her father. If only he could know. Before long, the girl was rubbing on her clit again, imagining what it would feel like to have her dad's big, beautiful cock pounding and squirting his juice deep in her tight, young pussy. Before she knew it was happening, Tiana started to cum again. This time, her panties and shorts were both soaked.
The teen lay there dazed for a while. She felt so messy she thought about taking another shower, but in the end she just got up and took off her shorts and panties and tossed them in her laundry hamper. Her cropped T shirt was still clean so she left it on and put on one of the skirts her dad bought her at the mall. It was a short, flouncy summer type of skirt, but not short enough to be too dangerous to wear without panties, which was exactly what she did. It was the first time she'd ever done that, and she loved the feeling.
She went downstairs, but she didn't see her father again for almost an hour. He'd already come in from the pool and went up to his room. When he came down, he was wearing a nice pair of linen shorts and a T shirt that showed off his amazing chest and arms. He said good morning and kissed his daughter on the cheek, giving her a hug the way he did every morning since she moved in. He didn't act any different than usual, except maybe his gaze was a little more intense, but Tiana could tell he was fighting to keep from looking too much.
"I thought you were wearing your new shorts today," he finally said, one brow subtly raised.
"Oh, yeah, well...I changed my mind," Tiana shrugged, unable to keep from blushing.
Dave smiled. "Well you look beautiful either way, baby angel."
Tiana felt her face go hot. She loved when her father called her sweet names. "Thank you, Daddy," she said, going in for a tight hug.
Dave hugged her back just as hard, and she could hardly believe she was holding her body up to that cock she'd just watched him stroking til it squirted. She was glad she didn't put on a bra because it felt so good to shove her tits against her father's solid form. Her nipples went stiff all over again just from the pressure of his big body.
The hug finally broke and they both went into the kitchen to have some breakfast. Dave told his daughter he had to go out for part of the day to stop and meet with a few of his business associates.
"You're welcome to come along with me if you want," he said. "But it would probably be really boring. At least once you start school here you'll be making some friends and won't have to be bored with your dad all the time."
Tiana could only think of watching the man swim naked, get a hard on looking at her picture, then jerking off while she rubbed herself to three orgasms before even coming downstairs for breakfast.
"Oh, Daddy, I could never get bored with you. I'd love to come with you today, if that's alright."
"I'd love it, too, baby angel. You're the best company there is. And besides, I finally get to show off my beautiful daughter."
Tiana blushed. No matter how many times Dave said she was beautiful it was always like the first time.
After breakfast, Tiana's dad went into his home office and made a few calls, but he was ready to go about a half hour later.
Dave's car was small and low to the ground, and Tiana had to lift her legs to get into the seat, making her skirt ride up high on her silky legs. Even though she might've had a heart attack if her father caught sight of her pantiless pussy, the risk of exposing herself to him gave her a rush. Yet she wanted him to see it. Even more, she wanted him to love and want it.
There were two men and one woman that Dave had to meet with. Tiana expected to meet them all at regular business offices, but they all had nice, relaxing home offices like her dad. They all made a big deal about meeting Tiana. She could tell her father had talked about her a lot, especially once he knew she was coming to live with him, and it made her blush more than once to learn the way her father couldn't wait to have her in his life permanently.
Each of the meetings had to get down to business, though, and the girl sat quietly while Dave talked to his associates about programming and projects they were working on. That didn't stop them from sneaking frequent looks at the teenager's hot looking legs, or noticing every time her nipples got hard and dented her shirt. She couldn't help it. When they were talking about complicated work stuff, Tiana's mind went right back to her bedroom window earlier that morning where she watched her gorgeous dad stroke his dick.
Dave's last meeting was the one with Patrice, the woman he worked with. She was a good looking blonde with big tits and a phony smile. Dave asked about her husband, so Tiana was glad to know she was married even though she still had an obvious crush on her father. The longer the meeting went on, the more Tiana suspected there was more than just business between her dad and the slutty looking blonde.
Patrice didn't pay attention to Tiana's legs or tits the way her dad's male associates did, but she was definitely sizing the girl up. The older woman also noticed when Dave was glancing at his daughter's distracting attributes. The teen started to feel like the blonde could tell she had scandalous feelings for her own father. This only convinced the girl that Patrice must've had sex with Dave. Her intuition was going off like a fire alarm.
Tiana interrupted them long enough to ask about using the bathroom, and Patrice directed her to the room down the hall from her office. By now, the teen had decided the blonde was an enemy. She was competition. When she spotted the mostly full laundry hamper in the bathroom, Tiana snickered deviously to herself as she thought about peeing into the hamper and soaking the slut's clothes with her piss.
It was fun to think about, but it was dangerous, too. What if she figured it out and called Dave to tell him what his irrationally jealous daughter had done? In the end, Tiana lifted her skirt and sat on the sink. With a triumphant smile, she let a long stream of pee into the blonde's bathroom sink. Patrice would probably never know the difference, but Tiana would. And after she flushed the toilet, thinking the blonde would expect to hear it, the smitten teenager left the bathroom with a new feeling of confidence.
Tiana sat back down in the chair she was in before using the bathroom. Patrice and Dave were involved in business talk. The blonde was behind a desk and off to Tiana's side. The girl was facing her father, so every time he looked over to see her they were facing each other head on. She crossed her legs, making her skirt ride higher on her legs. It felt like a personal victory every time her father glanced at them whenever Patrice had to focus her attention on her monitor or some printout or other.
At one point, Patrice had to search for something in her system, and her attention was on her monitor for half a minute or so. It was long enough for Dave to take a longer than usual look at his daughter's pretty legs. Tiana was smiling. Without even thinking about what she was doing, she uncrossed and then recrossed her legs, flashing her bare, hairless pussy at her father. The realization of her gesture didn't hit her until she saw the stunned look on her father's face. The girl's heart started pounding so hard she thought she was going to explode.
She couldn't believe it. She actually did it, and her pussy was suddenly tingling with agonizing heat. It felt even worse when her father lifted his eyes up to the girl's face and gazed at her with his jaw hanging open.



Then Patrice found what she was looking for, and Dave had to snap his attention back to the business at hand, but Tiana could tell he was only half focused on what she was saying. She was dying to flash her pussy again, but there another chance didn't come up. At least it was only another fifteen or twenty minutes until they finished up their meeting.
Tiana felt relieved when they went out and got back into her dad's car. They were both quiet while Dave started to drive, but the reality of the girl's pussy flash was clearly the whole reason for the glaring silence. If Tiana were sitting anywhere else but there in the car with her father she would have had her fingers in her aching pussy. Between peeing in Patrice's bathroom sink and then flashing her dad, her pulse was racing and it felt like it was totally centered in her clit.
It looked like Dave was working up the courage to say something while Tiana just wanted to show him her pussy again but didn't have the courage to do it right there inside the little car. After a while, Dave looked at his daughter with a sly smile and asked if she wanted to stop off at a fancy restaurant for lunch before they went home.
Tiana said yes immediately. She didn't get a chance to eat in fancy places very often, and she got the idea her dad was used to it. It almost felt like going on a date with him. He got off the main road and in about fifteen more minutes he was pulling the car into a restaurant that looked like a big, old house that was on a hillside overlooking the ocean. It seemed like the most incredible place. Inside, there was a fancy dining room that opened onto a patio over the water.
It was a little late for lunch, so the place wasn't very crowded and the waiter asked Dave if they wanted a table on the patio. He turned that down and took one that was just in the corner right by the patio entrance. They sat so Tiana could see out on the ocean while her father took the seat in the very corner.
"This is amazing, Dad," the girl said.
"I'm happy you like it, sweetheart," her father replied. "I wanted to bring you someplace special."
"That makes me feel special, Daddy."
"You are special, baby."
Tiana felt incredibly special and forgot all about the blonde slut they just left behind. She was impressed by the restaurant with nice cloths on all the tables, and the waiters all seemed older and stiff. But she was even more impressed they knew her father by name.
They spent some time looking at the menu, and then a waiter came over to take their order. While Tiana was telling him what she wanted, she felt her father's large hand on her thigh under the table cloth. He gripped her firmly, keeping his hand a little bit under the hem of her skirt and dangerously close to her uncovered pussy.
Tiana didn't know if actually gasped out loud in the middle of her order, but somehow she kept going. When Dave ordered, he kept rubbing higher up her thigh, until the edge of his hand was less than an inch away from her pussy. She couldn't believe her father could talk to the waiter like nothing at all was going on. Meanwhile, her heart was pounding and her pussy was beginning to throb with excitement. She could barely look her father in the eye.
It seemed like the second the waiter left them alone, Dave's finger slipped over his daughter's pussy lips, massaging a hot rush of moisture from her slit. Now Tiana gasped out loud for sure. Her nipples were hard and throbbing as hard as her pussy.
"Daddy! What are you doing?" she pleaded to know in a hoarse whisper. This was the last thing she expected him to do. She was almost in shock. They were in public! But the last thing she wanted was for him to stop touching her pussy.
Tiana held her legs open wider, and her father's large fingertip started stroking her wet pussy lips.
"I'm doing exactly what I've been thinking about doing ever since you flashed me your pussy in the middle of my meeting with Patrice," he told her. "You think you can tease your dad like that and just get away with it?"
"I'm sorry, Dad. I didn't mean to."
"Yes, you did. And I think you already knew how much I was going to like it."
Tiana couldn't help a quick giggle, but her father was massaging her pussy better than anyone else ever had before. And under the table in a restaurant.
"I was hoping you'd like it, Daddy," she admitted.
Dave was making the girl's slit cream all over his finger and her upper thighs. He slipped his finger into her slick hole up to the second knuckle and gently swirled it inside her. The girl moaned softly, but not loud enough for anyone to hear.
"And you were trying to tease me this morning with that picture of you in your hot little shorts, too," her father added.
The girl nodded, then pushed forward on her chair, begging him with her body to push more of his finger into her pussy. She never imagined it was possible to feel so embarrassed and so horny at the same time.
Dave smiled at her. It was so loving and yet so devious all at once. She felt his finger push deeper. Then his thumb was on her clit, rubbing the tiny, wet bump in circles while he swirled his finger into her sweet spot inside. Tiana gasped and bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out.
Her father had always been so sweet and loving, yet the girl had also sensed something more dangerous about him too. But he was her daddy. She knew he would hurt himself before he ever hurt her. And although she felt completely powerless and under his control right now, she still felt safe and completely protected. There was no one in the world she trusted as much as her father.
Dave leaned closer and spoke in a low tone. "You watched this morning, didn't you? Down at the pool."
Tiana looked at him with glazed over eyes. "Y-yes, Daddy."
The man smiled coyly and pushed his finger all the way inside the girl's pussy, keeping his thumb in motion over her clit.
"Did you like watching your father jerk off to your picture, baby?"
She whimpered and nodded.
Dave whispered. "Did you like watching Daddy cum?"
"Ohhhh fuck, yesssss, Daddy," she moaned.
"You're Daddy's dirty little baby girl, aren't you?"
"Y-yes, Daddy. Just for you."
"Good girl. Daddy loves you more than anything, baby. And you'd do anything for Daddy, wouldn't you?"
"God, yes," Tiana blurted, almost too loud.
Tiana felt her father's other hand reaching for one of hers under the table. He pulled it toward him until she felt him wrapping her hand around the head of his cock. It felt huge and like it was on fire. She started to feel up into his shorts to feel his shaft. It was so thick and hard, but he pushed her hand back to the head.
"Keep your hand right there," he told her. "Daddy's got something special for you."
He pulled his hand from her pussy, and she could feel that he was stroking his huge shaft under the tablecloth. Tiana could barely breathe. She wanted to lift the cloth and watch him jerk it, but she didn't dare. She just kept watching his face until a dreamy look of pleasure came over him and warm spurts of his cum were suddenly filling the palm of her hand. Dave squeezed every drop of spunk from his dick into his daughter's hand.
"Fffffuck," the girl sighed.
"Now rub that cream all over your clit until you cum, baby," he told her. Then he pushed his finger back inside her pussy. "And don't forget, I've got my finger in you so I'll know if you're faking. Don't stop for anything until you cum. But you better hurry. Our lunch will be here soon."
Tiana didn't need to be told twice. She wanted her father to see she could be as bold as he was. She wanted to cum for him more than anything in the world at that moment. It was almost like touching her pussy with fire when she smeared his cum over her clit and along her lips around his finger. She rubbed her pearl furiously, aware of his close, steady gaze the whole time. There was no need for her to rush because she was so excited she started to cum before she could gasp for her next breath.
"Daddyyyyyy," she cooed, gazing into his loving eyes while her pussy clenched in spasms around his thick finger.
Tiana came so hard it left her dazed. She was barely aware of the waiter setting plates in front of them on the table. When he was gone, Dave pulled his finger out of his daughter's sodden slit and brought it to his mouth, sucking it clean.
Not to be outdone, the girl brought her hand to her face and licked up the combination of cum and girl dew. It felt good when she saw the look on her father's face.
They finally got around to eating their lunch, but Tiana's mind was reeling. If her father's finger had felt that good, she could only imagine how good his cock would feel.
After they finished, Dave took his daughter out on the patio to look over the ocean. He put his arm around her waist and held her close, more like a lover than his daughter. Tiana felt warm and happy. She leaned her head against his arm.
"You know I love you, right, baby?" Dave said.
"I know, Dad. I love you too. Like crazy."
"Mmmm, I know the feeling. I'm so happy you're here where you belong after all this time."
"Don't ever let me go, okay?"
"Not a chance."
Tiana sighed. It was the happiest she'd ever felt in her life. Her father turned toward her, turning her body at the same time so they were facing each other.
"Do you trust me?" her father asked.
"More than anyone."
"Are you okay with everything we just did?"
"Mmmm, way more than just okay."
"Good, baby. Because I'm counting on you to tell me if you're not, just in case something like this happens again. Promise?"
"I promise, Daddy."
"Good girl," he smiled.
Then he leaned his head down and kissed his pretty daughter on the lips. Tiana wasn't expecting it, but the way her father surprised her was just as thrilling as the kiss itself. She readily parted her lips and invited the man's tongue into her mouth. It swept into her mouth easily and their two tongues swirled in a dance while Dave held her tight.
Less than an hour later they were back at home. The father and daughter were much more openly physical and affectionate with each other now, but nothing else happened that day to match the amazing surprise her father gave her at lunch. Dave went to his office to work while Tiana decided to do some swimming and work on her tan.
She went upstairs and got into the bikini Dave had bought her but had never seen. It was the skimpiest suit the girl ever had. It was white, with a slim, tube style top and bottoms that were cut high over her hip and exposed more of her ass than it covered. Wanting her father to see her in it, Tiana went into his office on her way out to the pool. Dave immediately looked up from what he was doing and gazed at his nearly naked daughter with a pleased smile.
"That looks amazing on you, baby," he told her.
Tiana blushed and said thank you. "I wanted you to see, Dad. You did buy it for me, after all," she added.
Dave's eyes roamed openly up and down his daughter's luscious, young body. Tiana felt her nipples swell while her father brought his hand to the crotch of his shorts and brazenly squeezed his cock. Tiana giggled and struck a series of sexy poses for him, making sure to turn around so he could see the way the bikini fit her ass.
The girl was disappointed it didn't go any farther, but the happy glow she was feeling was just as strong as ever. When she got to the pool, she took off her top and dove into the water. She only swam a few laps before she had to stop and push her hand down in her bikini bottom to rub her excited pussy. She had a good cum, but her fingers now felt so small compared to her dad's.
Tiana could barely sleep that night. She was in and out of consciousness all night. She kept hoping her father would come to her in her room and just crawl into her bed and take her hard and forever. She thought about getting up and going to his room, aching to be close to him, but despite everything that happened that day she still didn't feel brave enough.
After finally dozing off for a few hours, Tiana woke up early again. Her first thought when she opened her eyes was that it was right about the time her father would be down at the pool skinny dipping. Just as she was getting up to go to her window to see, her phone dinged with an incoming message. It made her smile to see it was from her dad, and when she opened the message, the picture he sent her made her gasp.
The teenager's phone screen was lit up with a closeup photo of her father's huge, fully excited cock. The day before she'd only gotten to grope around a little inside the leg of his shorts, but now she could see her daddy's fabulous sex rod in its full glory. It was amazing, and was glistening with droplets of water. He'd obviously been swimming already, but she couldn't help wondering what made him so big and hard.
A moment later, a text followed the photo. 'Daddy's thinking about you, baby. Come down and go skinny dipping with me?'
Tiana spent a couple of minutes staring at her father's cock pic, feeling her smooth pussy quickly going warm with dew. She then yanked off the tank top and panties she'd slept in and held her phone down between her spread open thighs. She took a picture of her beautifully hairless pussy, and with a trembling hand she sent it to her father. She followed it with a message: 'Thinking about you too, Daddy.'
Taking a minute to brush her hair, Tiana thought about putting on a little makeup too, but she was in too big a hurry to get down to the pool. Her father was waiting for her with a ripe and ready hard on. She rushed downstairs naked, practically running to the back of the house and out onto the patio surrounding the pool.
She stopped in her tracks when she saw her father. He was standing by the edge of the pool completely naked. He was smiling, and his cock was just as hard as it was in the picture he'd sent and it was jutting straight out with his fully loaded ballsac dangling beneath. She loved how he kept it clean shaven and couldn't help thinking about running her tongue all over that rock hard skin.
Dave started walking toward her, his cock wagging from side to side as he walked. The moment he reached her he took her into his arms, crushing his hot, solid cock between their bodies and kissed her as hard and deeply as he had on the restaurant patio the day before. But they were at home now. Just the two of them. And that big, throbbing cock was touching Tiana's body and making her heart race. Her slick, young pussy was already wetting her slit and upper thighs.
Tiana whimpered happily when her father's large hands cupped the pertly rounded cheeks of her bare ass and kneaded her flesh. He squeezed and spread her firm, little globes while grinding his cock even harder against her body. She was breathless against the swirling of tongues inside their joined mouths.
Then, just as suddenly as he kissed, Dave broke it off and led his naked, eighteen year old daughter by the hand toward the end of the pool where they could walk down a set of wide steps into the water. Kneeling in the water while Tiana sat on an upper step, Dave kissed his daughter again, this time cupping her pert tits with his large hands. The girl wished she had more boob flesh to fill her father's big hands, but she loved the way he massaged them and played with her aching nipples. He leaned in and sucked each of her nipples deeply before kissing lower on her body. Before she knew it, Tiana's dad was kissing her bald mound and teasing the very top of her slit with the tip of his tongue.
"Here's something I've been aching to do since the moment you got here, baby girl," he said. Then he pushed her legs further open and began licking her honey coated girl slit. Tiana cried out with pleasure, pushing her open pussy forward into the assault of her father's eager, wet tongue.
While Dave licked at his daughter's pussy, rolling his tongue over her clit again and again, Tiana barely realized she was lifting her ass of the cement step until she felt his tongue probing between her cheeks, searching for her taut rosebud. With his hands underneath, pulling her ass cheeks open wider, Dave's tongue began teasing his daughter's asshole. No one had ever touched her asshole before, let alone lick it, and Tiana felt her pleasure begin to soar.
The girl's father soon went back to sucking her clit while fingering her hole the way he had in the restaurant. It felt like there was more pleasure than could fit inside her petite body and she climaxed against her father's mouth with a deep, mewling cry of joy.
"Here's another thing I've been dying to do since you got here," the man announced as he knelt astride her body on a higher step. Now Dave's cock was dangling and bobbing not two inches in front his daughter's face.
Ohmygod he wants me to suck it, the girl thought in a panic. She'd sucked a couple of dicks before. Boys she went to school with. She loved sucking dick, but her father's was so much bigger and thicker. She didn't know how she could handle it all, but she wanted to give him anything and everything he wanted. She wanted to love him more than any other woman in his life. Her tongue slipped out of her mouth and she licked the head of his cock. It was wet from the pool, but she could also taste the ooze of precum on his dome.
"Ohhhhh, yes, good girl," her father growled as she took hold of his shaft and explored the head with her tongue. She took it into her mouth and stroked his shaft at the same time.
Dave's moans of pleasure told Tiana he liked the way she was taking care of his swollen dick. She sucked and stroked in tandem until her father was moaning deeply and beginning to thrust his big stalk deeper into her mouth. She couldn't resist reaching for her pussy and stroking her slit while her father fucked her willing mouth.
Suddenly, Dave pulled away, slipping his wet cock out from the grasp of her supple lips.
"That's so good, baby," he groaned. "I guess my baby girl has sucked cock before."
Tiana blushed. She was so busted. "Only a couple times, Dad," she confessed.
Dave laughed. "Don't worry, sweetie, I'm just teasing. It's okay, as long as it's just gonna be Daddy's cock from now on. I want you to be all mine."
Tiana scrambled upright and threw her arms around him. "Oh, Dad, I love you so much!"
Dave then led her to the side of the pool where she sat up on the edge right where her pussy was level with his cock. He kissed her again and caressed her tits while she reached for his cock, stuffing the blunt tip into her pussy hole. Dave started to push his shaft into her delectably warm body. The kiss broke while his pole slowly entered his daughter's hole. Tiana watched his rigid flesh stretch her and disappear inside her inch by inch.
"Oh - oh - Daaaaaaaad," she cooed. "It never felt like this."
She'd never had anything that big inside her hole before, and when her father started rocking his hips back and forth, driving his shank in and out of her tight, dripping fuckhole she could feel the slippery pumps of his cock all through her body.
"I can't believe it," she said, almost whispering. "You're fucking me, Dad. Finally."
Dave groaned and kissed her, still massaging her tits while he gradually built up a harder, faster rhythm of cock thrusts. He could barely speak, and his obvious excitement only intensified the pleasure that was shooting through Tiana's body. There was no mistaking how much he wanted her, and the more he wanted her the more she wanted him.
The force and size of her father's cock soon put Tiana in a daze as she orgasmed twice within a few minutes. When Dave groaned that he was going to cum she said, "Do inside me, Daddy. Please, I need inside!"
Dave growled and pumped harder and harder. Tiana's head fell back and she started to cum again as she felt her father's throbbing prick spasm and fill her hole with powerful spurts. She could feel the warm splash of his cum deep inside her. She was still cumming even after her father spent his entire load.



Tiana wanted to hold her dad's cock in her pussy for as long as she could. She'd never felt so good or so happy. But eventually his cock started to soften and slipped out of her well filled hole. It felt good to know all his cum was inside her, though. He was part of her now, and she knew they would never let each other go.
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"Mom, I'd like you to wear the white one with the spaghetti straps that tie over your shoulders," Brady said.
Rita, Brady's mother, had already dried her hair but was still just wearing a bath towel around her otherwise naked body while she looked through her closet for something to wear.
"But Brady, I don't think that one would be appropriate for a cookout at your new boss's house."
"Why not?"
"Well, it's so tight, sweetheart. And on top of that it's so low cut and too short for something like that. It doesn't leave much to the imagination."
"But you look fantastic in it," Brady insisted. "It makes me feel proud when my mom is the best looking girl in the whole place."
Rita felt herself blush. It was so hard to refuse her son anything when he said things like that. Left to her own devices, she would never choose to wear anything so revealing to the type of event they were going to, but this was far from the first time Brady had told her to wear something completely inappropriate to a public gathering.
Her son had started telling her what to wear ever since his father had left. It started subtly at first, with Brady encouraging her to wear one outfit or another with compliments on how she looked. Before long he was going so far as to tell her what to wear, sometimes even telling her what bras or panties to put on underneath. But Rita soon discovered how much she loved the fact that her handsome, athletic son liked the way she looked in sexy clothes. She liked the way he looked at her, and she even liked the way he seemed to swell with pride when other people paid extra attention to her. It did so much to ease the all the hurt and self-doubt she felt after her ex left her for a younger woman.
But there were drawbacks. There had been plenty of times his friends' mothers looked down their noses at her with a judgmental attitude. They obviously didn't like the way their sons and husbands looked at her, but the proud look in Brady's eyes was more than enough to make up for it.
Sometimes Rita even felt a little ridiculous in the outfits Brady told her to wear. She was barely forty now, and her body was quite a bit thicker and curvier than it used to be. Her arms and legs were thicker than they'd ever been, and her ass was bigger and rounder than she ever imagined it could get, despite the fact that she was also exercising more than ever, too. That was also something Brady had gotten her to do, but instead of getting slimmer, the dirty blonde was just getting firmer and better toned. This wouldn't have been her ultimate goal, but the way her son looked at her was rapidly becoming more and more important to her.
Now twenty-one, Brady was finished with college and had started working a very well-paying job at a prestigious company. Having a borderline genius IQ had always given Brady an extra advantage over his friends and schoolmates. He'd done such a wonderful job taking over as the man of the house, so it even made sense to Rita that her son would choose her outfits and expect her to support his successes like his new job. She'd never say it out loud, but sometimes her son made her feel like she was married again. All except for the sex, of course.
Rita felt herself blush at her son's compliment. "Okay, well if that's what you really want me to wear, honey," she relented easily. "I do like it when you feel proud of me."
"Definitely, Mom," Brady replied.
"Aren't you afraid of what your coworkers will think of your mother?"
Brady smiled that incredibly handsome smile that made his mother melt. "They're going to think you're hot," he told her. "Besides, none of these people really know us personally, so we're not going to mention that you're my mom. You don't even look old enough to be my mother."
Rita couldn't help letting out a little giggle. Brady's wicked little deception sounded like fun.
She kept the towel around her body while her son went to her dresser and opened her panty drawer. She watched him spend a moment picking through her array of skimpy panties - most of which he bought her on his impressive, new salary - until he selected a very scant, white thong. He turned and handed it to her.
"You can wear these under the dress today, Mom."
"Okay, sweetie," Rita replied cheerfully.
Not only had Brady bought his mother the panties, but he'd bought the dress, too. Usually, he would leave the room while she got dressed, but today he went to her computer table and turned the chair to face her, then sitting down like it was something he did every day. He was clearly intent on watching her dress.
Rita felt her pulse jump slightly. Brady had never seen her naked, nor had he ever watched her dress. Despite feeling a little nervous excitement, she never thought to ask him to leave. She hesitated as long as she could, but the more she thought about it the more she thought it would be fun and exciting to let her amazing son see her naked. He deserved it, after all.
She finally let the towel drop from her body, exposing her impressive D cup tits along with her newly waxed pussy mound. She knew it was highly unusual for most sons to be in their mothers' bedrooms while they were changing, but she and Brady were much closer than other mothers and sons. They didn't worry about things like that. For them, this made perfect sense. Brady was the man of the house now, so Rita didn't see anything wrong with him being there, watching her every move.
With trembling hands, Rita picked up the panties her son had picked out, but he stopped her before she could step into them.
"Mom, I think you should start sunbathing nude so you can get rid of those tan lines," he said.
Rita looked curiously at her son. She'd never sunbathed nude in her life and she'd always gotten tan lines. But suddenly the idea intrigued her.
"Would you like that, honey?" she asked
"Yes, Mom. I'd like that a lot."
A warm feeling ran all through the lady's smooth, curvy body. Her nipples pulled up into hard knots and her pussy began tingling. As much as it made her a little nervous, she loved the idea of pleasing her handsome boy by tanning all over for him. She wondered if that meant he'd expect to see her naked more often. Her pulse was racing at the very thought.
"I guess I can do that for you, sweetheart. It's not exactly common, but...umm...if it makes us both happy then why not?"
Rita noticed a perfectly beautiful bulge forming in the front of her son's pants while she took her time putting on her panties, and then her revealing dress. It took some doing to tie the straps and arrange her tits so they were nicely displayed but wouldn't pop out in the open anytime she moved. This gave Brady a good opportunity to let that big cock of his get nice and hard in his pants.
Rita could hardly breathe the more she looked at the bulge in her son's pants. From what she could tell, he was so much bigger than his father, and when she was being honest with herself, it made her feel so warm to see him get excited. Especially when it was because of her. Wasn't that the highest compliment a man could give a lady? For some reason, causing such a big, impressive reaction for her own son made the compliment even higher.
It was a shame she would never be able to satisfy her most precious man the way he truly deserved, though. Brady was just the kind of man she always wanted. Handsome, fit, super-intelligent...and from what she'd seen of the bulges he got in his pants when she dressed according to his instructions, hung like a stallion. Yet she was still his mother. Some things could simply never be.
After spending some time on her hair and makeup, Rita put on a pair of flat sandals and went downstairs. Brady was already waiting. The look he gave her made her smile, knowing he approved of the final product.
"You look beautiful, Mom. That dress is perfect on you," he said.
"I hope I don't pop out," she replied with a brief giggle. "It doesn't cover very much."
"That's what makes it perfect," he told her with a shamefully suggestive leer. And then: "Did you ever dress like that for Dad when he took you out?"
It wasn't the first time Brady had ever asked his mother that question, but he always seemed to like the answer. And Rita couldn't help feeling a little jump in her pulse whenever she answered him. It was naughty, but probably harmless, and it was something that was just between a mother and her son.
"God, no, baby," she said. "Your father never approved of me wearing revealing clothes. He would've called me names. You know what a nasty man your father is. I only dress this way for you, son."
"And what would he call you?"
Rita looked down at the floor and felt the surface of her skin prickle. She'd just been naked in front of her son a short while ago, yet she felt ashamed to use such words in front of him, especially when she thought of the shame and anger she'd felt the couple of time his father had been drunk and called her those awful things.
"He - he - would call me a whore. A slut."
"Is that what you are, Mother?" Brady asked. "A whore? A slut?"
"Of course not, baby," she said, still looking down. "I'm neither of those things. I'm...your mother."
Suddenly, Brady was standing right in front of her, tipping her face up toward his with his finger. Rita's heart raced. Her son's lips were close enough to kiss.
"Yes, you are," he said. "Dad never deserved you."
As always, Rita's mood had crashed to a terrible low and then skyrocketed to Brady's loving affection. There was a moment she almost expected her son to kiss her. He looked like he wanted to, and she would be helpless to stop him. But he finally gave her a chaste peck on the cheek and took her by the hand, leading him outside to his car.
Forty minutes later, Rita was impressed by the sight of Brady's employer's estate. The company her son worked for had to be even more successful than she thought at first. When they got out of the car, they followed the sound of the party around the side of the enormous house into a lavishly landscaped backyard with an expansive patio. There was a small band and buffet tables being stocked by professional caterers. The back of the house had a broad, double doorway of sliding glass, and part of the gathering had spilled indoors.
As they walked into the crowded area, Brady put his arm around his mother, resting his hand at the top of her broad, curvy hip. His mother looked up at him and smiled, approving of the possessive gesture that was more like a boyfriend than a son. And just as he said, as they started coming across people Brady knew from work, he simply introduced his mother by her first name without saying anything about their relationship. Rita was excited by the way the other people looked at her when they assumed she Brady's date. It was a whole different world from being introduced as his mother. It seemed to make others look at her with a much different look of appraisal, both men and women taking in the voluptuous curves on her petite frame.
But Rita loved being seen as Brady's girl. It raised her pulse, and in a boldly flamboyant gesture, she hugged her son's solid arm and surreptitiously pushed her boobs against him, forcing her ripe, tanned globes to push even higher over the plunging neckline of her dress. A couple of the men who worked with Brady practically choked on their cocktails at the brazen display of Rita's lush tits. Brady let his hand casually slide right onto his mother's rounded ass and gave her cheek a quick, hard squeeze to let her know he was pleased with the way she was playing her role. Anyone behind them who might have been looking their way would've seen him grope his own mother's ass. Rita's nipples were hard as tiny rocks and impossible to hide in the thin material of the dress her son made her wear.
Brady eventually left his mother on her own to go to the bar for drinks. He was gone longer than Rita wanted, but she ended up meeting a few more of his coworkers and then people who were just there because they were somebody's friend or relative.
Before Brady returned with their drinks, Rita found herself in a conversation with a very good looking couple she guessed to be in their forties. The woman, Teri, had dark hair and deeply tanned olive skin. She was wearing a light blue sundress that was almost as short and revealing as Rita's. Her husband, Lance, had lightly greying temples and looked especially fit and handsome for his age. They seemed very friendly, but they kept looking at Rita with what felt like much more than casual interest. It almost felt like they were sizing her up in some way, but she passed that off as her just feeling a little nervous being around so many new people all at once.
She almost wished Brady had let her dress more conservatively, yet there was something exhilarating about being so exposed. Meanwhile, Teri and Lance both oozed a bold sex appeal that almost made her nervous. They were also openly affectionate with each other, much more so than any couple Rita had ever seen. Yet at the same time they had a way of putting her at ease. She couldn't explain why, but Rita's nipples were tingling the whole time they were talking. Lance worked at the same company, but being in a different department he only knew Brady on a pretty casual basis.
Rita's son finally came back with two glasses of wine and handed one to his mother. She felt good to have him back by her side and to feel his large hand at the base of her spine, so close to the round swell of her ass.
Teri asked a lot of questions about Brady and Rita. How they met. How long had they been together? A lot of seemingly harmless questions, except for the fact that this unusual couple were assuming that Brady and Rita were a couple, too, like everyone else the voluptuous, young mother had met so far. Brady let her answer most of the questions, smiling at her as she gave the vaguest replies she could get away with. But this only seemed to make the other couple that much more curious.
At one point in the conversation, Lance ran his hand up the back of his sexy wife's leg. Rita couldn't see his hand, but it was easy enough to tell that he reached high enough to go under Teri's dress and touch her ass. Lance kept his hand there long enough to make it very obvious what he was doing. At the same time, Brady dropped his hand over his mother's ass and gave her cheek a quick but hard and playful squeeze, quickly moving his palm back up to the base of her spine. But it was enough to make the blonde's nipples tighten and her face flush.
Rita was thankful for the wine as it settled her jittery nerves and helped her enjoy herself without second guessing everything she said. By now, she was getting used the charade of being Brady's girlfriend.
They ended up spending a lot of time talking to Lance and Teri, even while other people came and went from the group. Just when Rita was feeling anxious to get another glass of wine, a waiter for the catering service came along with a try of freshly filled glasses, and all four took one. They decided then to take some available seats at the outer edge of the patio. Teri and Lance sat on a wicker bench with plush cushions while Brady and Rita each took a patio chair set opposite them.
For a while, Brady and Lance dominated the conversation talking about work, while Teri put her hand on her husband's thigh and lightly rubbed the inside, sweeping her hand incredibly close to the man's crotch. Rita thought it was a brash gesture, but she couldn't help how much she liked watching the other woman touch Lance without a care for what anyone else might think. She scanned their surroundings a couple of times and found that no one was really paying attention to them anyway. The caterers were keeping the drinks flowing freely, and by Rita's third glass of wine she took a close interest in the growing bulge in Lance's pants, so close to where his wife was lazily massaging his leg.
While the bulge in Lance's pants grew further down the leg of his pants, Teri just slipped her hand over his shaft and casually rubbed it while he went on talking about business with Brady. Rita felt herself blush, but she was fascinated. She'd never seen anyone do anything that blatant at a party, especially one that was supposed to be a company function. She caught Teri's eye and the two women exchanged a smile. Teri's was a little wicked and triumphant while Rita's was one of total surprise. But the blonde knew the other woman could tell she enjoyed watching, and she understood how much Teri liked being watched.
Rita couldn't control the heated ache in her pussy as she sat next to her son while his coworker's wife openly fondled his hard cock through his pants. Her nipples were also impossibly swollen and denting the material of her dress.
"Baby, you're getting me too hard to keep talking about business," Lance protested, obviously never intending for his wife to stop what she was doing.
Teri gave everyone a mock pout. "You boys have the whole week to talk about work. This is a party. We're supposed to be having fun."
Brady laughed. "Your beautiful wife is absolutely right, Lance. But I'd say you seem to be having plenty of fun right now."
Rita blushed even a deeper shade of scarlet. She could hardly believe her son could say anything so blatant. But after a few glasses of wine, the curvy blonde simply watched the scene unfold with a sense of amusement.
"I know how we could be having more fun," Teri said suggestively, giving her husband's cock a bold squeeze. "A lot more fun."
"It sounds like my devious wife has something naughty in mind," Lance grinned, proud of his mate.
"I certainly do," Teri said. Without taking her hand off her husband's cock, she nodded toward an outbuilding about fifty yards away. "I believe that used to be a stable, but the company president had it converted to house his antique car collection. Just imagine how private it is just on the other side between the building and the woods."
"How private do you think, baby?" Lance asked.
The question was meant as much for Brady and Rita as anyone, and Teri directed her response at them. "Hmm, private enough for a lady to give her horny husband a blowjob during the middle of a party."
Rita's jaw dropped once again in surprise. She could see that familiar bulge forming in her son's pants too. Lance got up along with Teri and they turned to walk toward the old stable building, but then stopped short. Teri turned and winked over her shoulder at Brady and Rita. "Aren't you coming, too? Anyone's welcome to watch."
Then they set off toward the stable. Rita looked at her son in amused shock. "Can you believe that?"
Brady grinned. "Yes, I can. Teri likes an audience, and we're going to give her one, Mother dear."
Rita blamed it on the wine, but she just giggled and let her son guide her across the grass the same way Teri and Lance had just gone. Rita's heart was pounding with excitement, and as they rounded the far corner of the stable, they discover Lance with his large, swollen cock jutting out of his pants while Teri was kneeling in the grass stroking his shaft. She smiled when she saw Rita and Brady approach. Brady led his mother close to other couple and that was when Teri finally started licking the head of Lance's cock.
The blonde mother gasped softly as she watched the other woman lather her husband's solidly erect cock with her tongue. Lance sighed and moaned softly, obviously enjoy his wife's mouth, but enjoying their audience just as much as she was.
While the brunette worked over the man's cock with her hand and tongue, Lance undid his belt and opened his pants completely, pushing his pants and briefs down below his balls. Teri then lapped and suckled on his balls while she kept stroking him with her hand.



"Ahhhh, that's right, baby," Lance groaned. "Suck those balls."
Rita was stunned. She leaned her body against Brady, needing the reassurance that he was right there with her. He put his arm around her, letting his palm settle on one side of her ass, lightly fondling her cheek while they watched Teri lick her way back up the shaft of Lance's cock and take the head into her mouth. She began stroking her wet lips along that thick, meaty shaft, stroking the rest with her hand while Lance moaned with pleasure.
The blonde soon noticed that Brady was unzipping his own pants with his other hand. He fished inside and pulled his cock out through the opening. It looked so big his mother didn't know how he was able to get it through. Then he reached for her hand and brought it to his cock, guiding her fingers around his shaft.
Rita thought her heart was going to explode. She looked at her son's face as her hand curled around the shaft of his cock as if on its own power. He smiled and his eyes glazed over as she started to stroke him. She could hardly believe she was touching her own son's cock, and in front of a flirty wife who was sucking her husband's cock. Brady felt so big and solid in his mother's hand. When she noticed both Teri and Lance watching her pleasure that hard, young shaft, she felt her face go hot with excitement.
Then Brady reached for the top of his mother's dress with his free hand and pulled down on the stretchy neckline until her big, impressive tits fell out in the open. He left the top of her dress down under her big, round orbs and teased her nipples with his fingers while Lance groaned his approval.
Rita couldn't believe the hot trickle of moisture in her pussy as she felt her son's cock in her hand along with his fingers on her swollen, sensitive nipples. It wasn't long before the gusset of her tiny panties was soaking wet and her creamy dew was slicking her upper thighs.
The blonde wondered if Brady expected something like this. She suspected he might've known Lance better than they let on at first. But she finally realized it didn't matter. Even Teri and Lance didn't matter, aside from the excitement the blonde was feeling from watching the woman brazenly suck off her husband. Rita had never felt so close to her son or any other man in her life, for that matter. As she watched Teri's rapturous face sucking Lance, Rita almost wished she was sucking Brady's cock. But how could that even be possible. It was one thing to stroke him and let him play with her exposed nipples in front of the other couple. It was just part of playing along with their little charade of being a couple, wasn't it?
Actually sucking Brady's cock was beyond reality, but it seemed harmless enough to think about it now. The heated tingling sensation it made her feel deep in her pussy was worth it.
Lance was soon groaning harder and thrusting his cock into his wife's eager mouth. "Gonna cum, baby," he groaned desperately. "Take it for me, baby, take that cum!"
Rita gasped almost as loud as Lance and watched in awe as he pumped his wife's mouth full of cum. Teri looked like she was in heaven taking her husband's load, swallowing every drop as her amazed audience looked on.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum, too," Brady groaned.
Rita pumped her son's beautiful dick harder and faster, fully aware of Teri and Lance watching her do it while Brady finally moaned and spurt an amazing load of cum into the grass.
Brady and Lance both put their cocks away and zipped up their pants. Rita pulled her dress back up over tits, at least up high enough to hide her areolas. They all walked back to the party together and had another drink. After that, Brady and Rita got up to leave, but Teri made them promise to come visit for a more private party sometime.
Rita felt like she was in a trance every step they took going back to Brady's car. Her panties were still wet to remind her of everything that just happened. The first ten minutes of the ride went by in silence. Rita's head was swimming and she didn't know what to say, even though she was dying to talk about it.
"Did you have a good time?" Brady finally asked.
"Oh my god, I can't believe that happened. I can't even imagine what you must think of me right now."
He smiled that devastatingly handsome smile of his. "I think you were so hot, and that you made me cum really hard."
Just hearing him say it made Rita's pussy begin to flush with heat all over again. "Oh god," she said. "Umm, sweetheart? Do you always cum so much?"
"No. That was because of you."
"Not because of Teri and Lance?"
"Maybe a little, but I didn't know I was going to get that excited having my hot mother jerk me off in front of other people."
Rita paused when he called her hot, but then she thought about it more.
"Is anything like that going to happen again?" she asked, turning the decision over to him. She knew she would never be able to resist anything he wanted. He was in charge. He'd been gradually taking charge of everything ever since he moved back in after college and started his job. Including her.
"Yes," he said. "It is."
"Did you know something was going to happen with Teri and Lance?"
"I didn't know, but it was a good possibility. I talk to Lance a lot at lunches."
"So, you know him better than you said at first. Is that why you wanted to make them think I'm your girlfriend?"
Brady just smiled coyly and nodded. "You still haven't answered my question. Did you have a good time?"
Rita was embarrassed to admit how much she liked what happened. When she didn't say anything, Brady pulled the car into an empty parking for an abandoned plaza. Rita's pulse began to race as he slowly drove behind the building, out of sight of the main road. He shut off the car, unbuckled his seatbelt, and then turned in his seat toward his mother.
"So, Mom? Did you have a good time?"
Rita felt nervous but excited. She still couldn't bring herself to reply, and Brady put his hand on her upper thigh. The mere touch of his warm palm felt better than she ever imagined. She immediately let her thick, smooth legs fall open wider. Then her son slid his hand up her dress and touched her pussy through her panties. They'd still been wet from the party, but with Brady touching her slit she began dripping fresh dew.
Brady's large fingers began pressing into his mother's pussy and rubbing along her slit through her panties.
"You're soaked," he pointed out arrogantly. "You did have a good time."
"Oh god, Brady. Baby," she sighed. "Is that so bad?"
"No, Mother. That's good. Very, very good."
Then his finger slipped past her panties and played along her moist pussy lips. "Ohhh, fuck, Brady. This is a bad idea. So bad."
"And you're a bad girl. You just jerked off your own son in front of two other people at a party. And now your pussy is dripping like melting ice cream."
Brady then unbuckled his mother's belt and reached back under her dress. This time he just pulled on her panties, yanking them down as she lifted her ass off the seat to let him. Once the panties were discarded on the floor of the car, he reached back between his mother's legs and started massaging her wet slit. Rita pulled her dress around her hips and opened her legs as far as she could in the car. Damn it! She knew he could do this to her. But his fingers felt so good, slipping and sliding all over her slippery pussy.
She wanted to protest, but she knew she was his now. Her logic and resistance meant nothing anymore. All that mattered were those long, thick fingers driving her whole body into shivers of pleasure just from touching her pussy. Brady pushed one finger into her hole and immediately found her G spot. It was as if he had a map that went straight to the place. He rubbed the spot and ground his thumb over her clit while she sank lower in her seat. She could hardly draw breath. He pulled her big, heavy tits free of her skimpy dress and spent a long time sucking her nipples while he massaged her pussy inside and out.
"Oh, oh, god, Brady!" she cried as the first orgasm rippled through her entire body.
His fingers stroked lighter and easier in the wake of her climax, slowly building her up to another. He started kissing her, and she parted her lips immediately, inviting his tongue into her mouth. She was there for him. He had already gotten her to do so many things she never would have done for her ex. But her son was a better man than his father. In every way. He was bolder and so much more passionate. And she shivered to think he was kinkier than his father. How far would he make her go? Did it even matter? She already knew she didn't have the will or the desire to refuse her son anything.
Brady skillfully fingered his mother to another climax, then he got out of the car and went to her side, opening her door. "Kneel on the seat, Mom," he told her forcefully. With your ass up and facing me."
Rita had never done anything more in a car than make out and give a boy a handjob. And Brady's father always disapproved of anything weird or risky. Part of her was frightened, wondering what he had in mind. Another part was so excited her juices were trickling down her thighs. When she shuffled into a position with her knees on the passenger seat and her hands on the driver's, she felt him yanking down on her dress which was now bunched around her middle. But Brady pulled it down until she had to lift each knee to let him take it off her completely.
She then felt her son's big hands feeling her thighs and the cheeks of her ass, squeezing her globes and pulling them apart. One hand dipped down to her pussy and stroked her lips. She couldn't remember ever feeling so wet. Brady then started smearing her fuckhoney over her asshole, massaging the tight bud with his slippery fingers. She was afraid he was going to push his finger up her ass, but then he suddenly stopped and a moment later she felt him licking her tight little rimhole.
Rita pulled in a sharp breath when she felt her son lick her asshole. He lapped at her bud until her pussy juices were gone and then he just kept on going, stabbing the tip of his tongue past her ring while fingering her pussy at the same time.
"Oh my god, Brady, no," she cried breathlessly. "No, no, noooooo...yes, oh yes, fuck yes!"
Rita almost forgot they were in a parked car behind an abandoned shopping plaza. Her son's tongue kept lapping and probing her asshole while he fingered her dripping slit until she climaxed with deep moans and shivers running through her shamelessly naked body.
The blonde was beginning to lose track of how many times her son was making her cum. She stayed in her position on all fours across the two front seats and tried to catch her breath. Besides, she didn't know how she could look her own son in the eye right after he pushed his tongue into her asshole and made her cum like a shameless slut. But maybe that's what she was after all and simply didn't know it. Maybe it took the incredible son in the world to unlock the door. Either way, the feel of Brady's hands running over her thighs and ass was too good to be overthinking everything that was happening. She loved the way he was now touching her body just as he pleased, pleasing himself and her at the same time. She never wanted it to stop.
Then Brady's hands left her body, and a second later she could hear the sound of his zipper being pulled down.
Oh god, she thought. He's going to fuck me. My own son is going to shove that big, gorgeous cock all the way into his mother's dripping fuckhole.
Then, with one hand clutching the cheek of her ass, Rita felt the tip of Brady's cock rubbing up and down along her wet slit.
"Baby," she called back to him, "are you gonna do what I think you're gonna do?"
"That depends what you think I'm gonna do, Mom," he replied.
And before she could say another work, her son's thick cock head pushed into her pussy. Rita gasped. Her eyes watered with excitement while her whole body felt like it was on fire. Then Brady pushed his cock deeper, sliding his shaft into her hole inch by inch until she felt a fullness in her tunnel she'd never felt before.
Having to keep both knees on the car seat forced Rita to keep her thighs closer than she would have somewhere else. It tightened up the entrance to her pussy so Brady had to work a little harder to push his cock into her. Her pussy was clamping down harder on his fat shaft and also making her channel feel that much fuller. The underside of her son's hard stalk was rubbing against her G spot as he pushed deeper, making it hard for the naked mother to breathe.
Large, strong hands clutched at Rita's hips while her son began to saw his throbbing prick in and out of her hole. She could hear him straining and grunting as he fucked her with his head above the roof of the car. The blonde merely bit her bottom lip and whimpered. Her pussy had never felt so full. She had never felt such powerful, eager cock thrusts into her body from any other man. She had to brace herself against Brady's forceful lunges.
Years ago, before she was married to Brady's father, Rita had fucked a guy with a cock about as big as her son's, but certainly no bigger. She could remember how good it felt, but with Brady it felt like he was fucking her soul, not just her body. It was a feeling she knew she could never feel with anyone but her hard, confident son. His cock was iron hard and driving into her hard and fast, his hands firmly clutching her hips. He made her feel beautiful, loved and needed the way no one else ever made her feel. But he also made her feel like a slut. His slut alone, to take when he needed, just as he was taking her now.
Brady deserved this. She belonged to him completely now. She wished they were at home in her bed where she could see his face. Where he could kiss her like he owned her forever. But there, bent over in his car, he was just a big, throbbing cock pounding into her without mercy. He was giving her something she needed more than she realized. His long, hard thrusts were making her whole body quiver with pleasure, and she could feel a powerful climax beginning to build in her core.
Rita wasn't fooling herself, though. Yes, she loved Brady more than life itself, but she also knew that a huge amount of the pleasure she was feeling from his pounding, pumping man cock was because he was her son - the very last person on Earth who should be fucking her. Yet it was exquisite and so forbidden, and she knew there could never be another man for her after this.
Brady was grunting louder and deeper. His cock was shoving harder and faster into his mother's hungry pussy hole. She felt one of his hands move until his thumb was teasing her asshole while he pumped into her with all his strength.
With the tip of her son's thumb wedging into her ass, Rita began moaning and sputtering incoherently as the climax began ripping through her body. Her pussy was tightening, clenching against the hard drive of Brady's cock. But before her orgasm was over, Brady growled deeply and spurted a hot flow of cum into his mother's pussy that felt even bigger than the load he'd shot on the grass at the party.
Brady kept fucking into his mother until his cock began to soften. Rita could feel his excess cum dribbling onto her thighs. After he pulled out, he backed away and zipped up his pants while she rearranged herself back on the passenger's seat. Seconds later, her fully dressed son got into the driver's seat. He leaned over and kissed his mother long and hard, his hands groping her large, still naked tits.
Rita leaned over to retrieve her panties and dress from the floor of the car, but Brady stopped her with his hand.
"What do you think you're doing?" he asked.
"I was just going to put my clothes back on for the rest of the ride home. Where I assume you're going to want to fuck your needy mother again before the end of the evening." The blonde smiled coyly at him.
"You won't be needing clothes. Not for a while," he told her, leering at her lusciously exposed tits. "I'll pull into the garage so the neighbors can't see you walking into the house naked. But this is how I want you for now."
"Yes, baby," she said, her smile growing wider. It was already growing dark out, but it felt scandalously naughty to let her son drive her home naked. "Anything you want," she added. "Anything at all."
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Mikki almost wished she'd worn a longer dress to Ronny's party, but her legs looked so good as she sat down on the bed in his parents' room she knew she made the right choice. The eighteen year old was tanned and smooth as silk, and the look in Ronny's eyes was making her heart go fast.
"Why don't you pull your dress up higher so I can see your panties?" the nineteen year old asked.
But Ronny's tone made it sound more like a demand than a question. Mikki didn't mind, though. She liked the way he was looking at her. He was even starting to get a hard bulge in the front of his pants, and that made Mikki's heart pump even faster. She lifted her shapely butt off the bed and pulled her dress higher like he said. Now her pale pink panties were showing. She thought he was probably going to say he wanted to see her pussy, too. She was prepared for that, after carefully shaving and moisturizing her skin just a couple of hours before her dad dropped her off at his house for the party.
Instead, Ronny said he wanted to see Mikki's tits. The five-foot-two teen wished she had bigger ones, but what she had was still really nice. They were pert and conical, with puffy pink areolas and delectable nipples that swelled with hot sensation whenever she got excited. Like now.
Mikki took a deep breath and pulled the top of her strapless party dress down below her tits. Her nipples were so hard, and Ronny was staring at them. The bulge in his pants was getting bigger, and Mikki was getting eager to see him unzip his pants and pull it out. Ronny would be her boyfriend after this. She'd been hoping this would happen for weeks, and now the time was here.
"Those are really nice, Mikki. Why don't you play with them for me?" Again, he didn't make it sound like a question, but at the same time he was pulling his zipper down. Mikki's heart was pounding.
"Okay," she said, feeling much shier than she looked. She brought her hands to her tits and started rubbing them while Ronny watched.
"Oh, yeah, nice Mikki," he said, now fishing into his open zipper and finally pulling his excited cock out of his pants. He started stroking it while she stared and played with her nipples.
Mikki felt a little weird, but even more excited and pleased with herself. She'd always known she could give a guy a nice, hard boner if only given the chance. Despite being as petite as she was, her body was perfect, if only she wished her tits were bigger. But her ass and legs were spectacular. Her longish, brown hair was silky and perfect, and she had outdone herself over her makeup for the party. Putting together appealing outfits, doing her hair and makeup, along with dancing and tanning, were the girl's best skills. It had become apparent that getting good grades was far from being one of Mikki's strengths, and her father had encouraged her to stick to what she was good at.
This was the first time her father had let her go to a boy's house looking so good, not to mention wearing as short a party dress as she was. He still didn't let her date boys alone, but since this was a party, and Ronny's parents were there to keep an eye on things, Dale had given his daughter his blessing to go. And now she could see how well her efforts to make herself appealing were working. Ronny's dick looked rock hard, and he was even beginning to moan as he stroked himself and stared at her exposed tits like the pert delicacies they were.
Finally, Ronny let go of his cock and invited Mikki to stroke it for him. "It'll feel better if you do it," he said. "And I'll give you a really good load of goo."
Mikki's pussy clenched and flushed, wetting the gusset of her panties. This was the first time she'd ever touched a boy's dick and she was beside herself with excitement to find out what it would feel like. She'd seen her dad's dick before when he was sleeping, and hundreds of them in pictures on the internet, so she already knew guys' dicks were pretty. Sometimes they were even beautiful. But she couldn't wait to feel one, and now Ronny's was jutting right out of his pants all hard and swollen just waiting for her to feel it.
Mikki reached for Ronny's cock. She wrapped her hand around the shaft and she was instantly in love with the hot, silky feel of his hard on. Her fingers explored his shaft and head for a while, and then she started stroking him the way he was stroking himself. He started to moan and breathe hard, and the only thing the girl could imagine would be as wonderful would be if he was rubbing her aching, wet pussy for her. She loved the way Ronny reacted to her touch. It made her feel so good, so hot and beautiful.
"Ohhh, yeahhh," Ronny moaned. "That's feels so good, Mikki."
"I really like your dick, Ronny," she said, not taking her eyes off it. "It's so nice."
Mikki was already thinking if Ronny was going to be her boyfriend after this that she'd get to touch his dick pretty much any time she wanted to.
"Oh fuck, that's goooood," Ronny moaned. "Do it faster."
Within another minute or two, Mikki was pumping Ronny's cock hard and fast. Then Ronny started to grunt and gasp and there was cum spurting out of his head. The flying goo landed on Mikki's bare tits, with some going on her dress. The rest was all over the girl's hand.
"That was great, Mikki," Ronny sighed. He quickly put his dick back in his pants and zipped up. "I gotta get back to the party," he added. "You can chill up here a while longer if you want. Don't take too long, though. Somebody might think it's weird."
Then Ronny left her sitting there, his cum still wet on her tits. Mikki felt a little confused. He wasn't being very nice for a guy who just had a handjob from the hottest girl at his party. Without thinking about cleaning herself up, the half dazed teen pulled her dress back up over her cummy titties. She wasn't even aware of the wet spots on the front of her dress that Ronny's cum was causing.
She felt a little weird as she went back downstairs to the party. Ronny barely talked to her now. He almost acted like he didn't know her, and Mikki wanted to cry. The excitement she felt at making him hard and stroking him off was almost gone. A few people tried talking to her, but she barely heard what they said. She tried to smile and pretend she was listening, but she was too upset by getting the cold shoulder from Ronny after being so nice to him.
Mikki still didn't regret showing her tits and jerking him off. She'd gotten to give a handjob at a party and that was more than she expected when her dad had dropped her off a while ago. And maybe Ronny's dick wasn't really all that big, but it felt really nice and squirted a lot of cum.
It didn't occur to Mikki that Ronny would brag about what happened until she saw him talking to his father a little later. She could tell from the way they were grinning and looking at her. Mr. Johnson looked proud of his son as he smiled and nodded, looking over at Mikki with the kind of gaze that made her skin tingle. She couldn't help it. Mr. Johnson was even better looking than his son, even though he was close to her own father's age. Mikki had a strong feeling Mr. Johnson's dick was bigger than Ronny's.
Mikki didn't have long to wait for a chance to see how big Mr. Johnson's cock was. A few minutes after she spotted Ronny and his dad talking, she went into the kitchen where the drinks were to get a glass of fruit punch. She still didn't realize the front of her dress showed wet spots that everyone could see. Just a few seconds later, Mr. Johnson came in.
"Hi, you're Mikki, right?" he said, giving the girl a friendly smile.
"Yeah. You're Ronny's dad?"
"That's right," she said shyly.
"You're really pretty," the man told her.
Mikki blushed. She knew she was pretty. It was her specialty. But it always made her feel good when somebody said so. She thanked Mr. Johnson for the compliment. Then he stepped up really close. He was looking right down the top of her dress and not bothering to pretend he wasn't.
"Ronny said you made him feel really good upstairs," Mr. Johnson said.
Mikki was taken by surprise. Did Ronny really tell his dad what they did? "I, uh, guess," she replied, not sure if she should say anything about what she did with the man's son right upstairs in his bedroom.
"How about we go upstairs and you can show me how pretty you and make me feel good like you did for Ronny?"
"Okay," she said, matter of factly.
Mikki forgot to be mad at Ronny anymore. He could go talk to as many of the sluts he invited to his party as he wanted. Mikki's heart started racing with a whole new rush of excitement as she followed the man of the house upstairs. Mr. Johnson seemed perfectly calm as he led her into the same bedroom and locked the door after them.
"You have nice legs, Mikki. Why don't you take off your panties and show me your pussy?"
The girl was a little shocked at Mr. Johnson's abrupt attitude, but it excited her too. He must have been wondering what her pussy was like and that excited her. Feeling nervous as much as excited, Mikki lifted the hem of her dress around her hips and pushed her skimpy, pink panties down to the floor. She couldn't believe she was standing there with one of her friend's dads gazing at her smooth, freshly shaven pussy mound. The hot feeling in her moist slit was driving her crazy.
"That's really nice, Mikki. Why don't you get on the bed and spread your legs?"
Like his son, it didn't sound like a question when Mr. Johnson said it. Mikki did as he asked, her heart racing as she sat on the bed, feet on the floor with her legs open, and leaning back against the mattress. Ronny's dad walked over close and stood between her widely spaced feet. He unzipped his pants and quickly took out his cock. He was so much bigger than Ronny, and he was already hard as a rock. The girl gasped softly when he wrapped his hand around his shaft and started stroking his pole.
"That's a really pretty pussy, Mikki," the man said. "Have you ever fucked anyone before?"
"No, sir."
"Hmm, okay. Then I guess we'll just look."
Mikki felt embarrassed by her lack of experience. She would've been excited to be fucked by her friend's dad, but the size of his cock was intimidating. Still, it was amazing just to watch him stroke it.
"Why don't you show me how you like to rub that wet pussy?" he said.
With a trembling hand, Mikki reached between her legs and started rubbing her exposed slit. Mr. Johnson watched her closely while she ran her fingers up and down her slit. She wasn't sure if she wanted him to see her put her fingers into her hole so she rubbed on her clit, which was swollen and throbbing.
Mr. Johnson leaned over and picked up Mikki's panties off the floor. He held them right to his face and inhaled deeply, his hand suddenly pumping his cock faster.
"Mmmm, Mikki, your pussy smells delicious," he groaned, taking another deep sniff of her panties. He then put the panties in his back pocket.
Mikki was amazed. Her clit was aching and she was so close to cumming. She wanted Mr. Johnson to see her cum. She thought he would like that. But he suddenly grabbed her hand and pulled her upright, placing her hand on his throbbing dick.
"Make me feel good like you did for Ronny," he groaned.
"Yes, sir," she said meekly.
The man's cock felt so huge in her hand. So thick and hard. It seemed like Mr. Johnson's rod swelled even bigger while Mikki pumped her hand up and down his fat shank. She jacked on his rod for a long while, realizing he wasn't going to cum as quickly as his son had. He reached over and pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her tits.
"Oh, yeah, Ronny was right," he groaned. "You got sweet looking tits, Mikki."
"Thank you, Mr. Johnson," Mikki replied sweetly.
It sure seemed like Mr. Johnson liked Mikki more than Ronny. He was saying nicer things to her, complimenting her tits and pussy. He even seemed to like the way she was stroking his cock better. Wanting to make sure he came just as hard as his son had, Mikki fisted the man's large stalk fast and hard, bringing her other hand to fondle the full ballsac hanging out of his pants.
"Oh yeah, that's right, Mikki. Good girl," Mr. Johnson groaned intensely.
His dick was oozing precum all over Mikki's pumping fist, and he soon leaned his head back and growled while his rigid pole spurted a huge load of cum all over the girl's tits and dress.
Once Mr. Johnson's prick was drained, he pulled a deep sigh and quickly put his cock back in his pants. "That was great, Mikki. You should come over anytime you want."
Mikki was happy she was able to make the man cum so good, but then he just left and went back down to the party before she had a chance to reply. She pulled her dress back over her cum covered tits for the second time and went downstairs, hoping Mr. Johnson would pay attention to her in front of the other people. But when she got downstairs he barely even looked at her. He was just like his son, treating her like she was almost a stranger.
Twice, Mikki had jerked off a guy's cock at the party and felt so excited, and twice they acted like they didn't know her afterward. She was mad and embarrassed so she went outside and texted her father to come pick her up. She didn't even go back inside to wait, preferring to sit on the front step of the house. She couldn't wait until her dad showed up. Mikki might've known she wasn't exactly the smartest girl in town, but she was smart enough to know her dad was much nicer to her than any other guy ever. She was also smart enough to know she had just been using Ronny and his dad as much as they thought they were using her. She had wanted hard dicks to play with and they had filled the need.
Maybe she'd been hasty in texting her dad to come get her because she almost wanted to go back inside and find another guy to go upstairs with. Feeling them was so good. It made her whole body feel good just to play with them and make them throb, and when she made them cum it was almost as good as making herself cum. The fact that she had made both Ronny and his dad cum on her boobs felt like such a wonderful accomplishment. All that cum spurting onto her tits felt so good, so warm and creamy. Even now, it made her pussy feel moist just to think about it.
Ronny and his dad were just stupid. They both could've looked forward to many more handjobs and maybe even more from the hottest girl at the party, but after the way they acted she resolved to never touch either of their cocks ever again.
As much fun as it was to think about making every guy at Ronny's party cum on her pretty tits, Mikki just wished she could have just one really special guy. Then she could have his dick anytime she wanted it. A guy who would kiss and cuddle her after cumming on her and make her feel important. There had to be a guy like that out there for her. A guy more like her dad, with a cock as nice and big as his. She'd seen it bulging in his underwear when he was sleeping. It was hard not to act differently around her father after that, but she could never let him suspect that his own daughter had snuck into his room to check out his dick while he was sleeping soundly. Mikki would've died of embarrassment.
As she waited for Dan, her father, she realized the air was hitting her bare pussy as she sat on the step with her knees part way open. She remembered how Mr. Johnson had put them in his back pocket when they were upstairs. They were one of her favorite pair, and she was tempted to go back inside and ask the man to give them back. He probably just wanted to sniff them some more and jerk off. It would've been too embarrassing to go ask for her panties back so she let it go. Besides, it made her pussy feel even warmer to think of Mr. Johnson sniffing them and getting hard, and then not getting what the pungent gusset of her panties made him want.
Mikki knew she could get her dad to buy her more panties. She'd just have to think of a good story to explain how she lost her favorite pair.
A moment later, Dan pulled up in front of the Johnsons' house in his little, silver convertible with the top down. The car was fast and fancy, and Mikki always loved riding in it, especially when her dad had the top down. The sight of her handsome father put a huge smile on the girl's pretty face. She was a little worried, though, when she got in the car because she had to pull her legs up higher than with her dad's other car. Since her party dress was so short, she was afraid he might notice that she wasn't wearing panties now. It still made her heart skip a beat to think her dad might get a flash of her bare pussy, but if he did he didn't say anything about it.
Mikki put on her seatbelt, but her father just turned in his seat toward her and they sat there with the car running. She was acutely aware of how high her dress was riding up her thighs now. It seemed impossible they could go very far before her father would see her lack of panties.
"I was surprised to get your text this early," Dan said. He was studying her face in that way he had where he always seemed to end up knowing what she was thinking. "Weren't you having a good time?"
"It was okay," she said, noncommittally. If she told him it was both really good and bad then he would probably ask why.
"Hmm," Dan mused. Mikki caught his eyes drifting over the still damp spots on the front of her dress. "I never heard of anyone leaving a party early if they're having a good time. Especially if she's the hottest girl there."
"Oh, Daddy, I'm not..."
Dan cut her off with a laugh. "You are and you know it," he grinned. Then his eyes went back to the spots on her dress that were still drying. "Looks like you spilled something on your dress, baby."
"Oh," she said, wishing her dad hadn't spotted those damp cum stains. "Yeah, umm, I guess I spilled some pop on me."
Dan looked skeptical but he was quiet for a few seconds. Then he reached over and touched one of the damp spots. His finger was so close to Mikki's boob she thought she was going to leak pussy honey all over the seat of her dad's fancy car. It was all she could do to keep from squirming in her seat. Her father's finger was barely two inches away from her boob, and he was rubbing his finger in the dampness from Ronny's and Mr. Johnson's cum. She wanted to explode from excitement and shame all at the same time.
Then Dan held his finger to his nose and sniffed. "Pop, huh?" he said, looking even more skeptical now.
Mikki knew her father suspected something, but he didn't say anything more so she figured she was off the hook. At least for now. At the moment, Dan was just looking at his daughter thoughtfully.
"Well, since you decided to leave early -- for whatever reason -- it's still a nice night and I thought it would be fun to go for a ride with the top down," he finally said.
Mikki's heart swelled. Only her dad always thought of nice things to do for her. That was why she was sure she'd never find a guy to love as much as she loved him. He spoiled her with gifts and attention ever since her mother had left. He also never made her stupid for constantly doing badly in school. It simply wasn't her forte, and he didn't try to force it on her. Instead, he encouraged her to stay within her more natural abilities, like doing hair and makeup, and coordinating her outfits. After what happened with Ronny and his dad, she knew other guys would never be able to give her anything worthwhile except a hard cock.
"I love you, Daddy," she said happily. "Let's go."
Dan took off and brought Mikki on a ride over some deserted roads where he could get his speed up enough to make his daughter's heart race with excitement. She loved the way the wind blew her pretty, brown hair back, and the way the speed and vibration of the car made her pussy tingle with sensation. After getting so wet at Ronny's party, the ride in the car was making her tender slit trickle with honey.



After a winding run up a mountainside just outside their town, Dan pulled the car off the road and onto a long, gravel driveway that led to an abandoned farmhouse. It looked like it had been a big, fancy house a long time ago. Fortunately there was a full moon so it wasn't too dark and creepy, but Mikki had never seen this place before and she was a little surprised when her dad turned off the engine and undid his seatbelt. She undid hers too. For a while they sat quietly and Dan let her take a look at the house and the sparsely wooded fields around it.
"Is there anything you want to tell me?" Dan finally asked with a slightly ominous frown.
Mikki grew nervous and looked down at her knees. She was afraid she'd start crying if she looked at her dad's face. He'd probably think she was just a whore if he knew what she did at Ronny's house.
"You know you can't talk to me about anything, right?" he added. "I know I've told you so many times."
"Yeah," she nodded shyly.
"Okay, that's good, princess. Because I know you'd tell me if anything important happened, right?"
"Definitely."
"Hmm, then why did you want me to pick you up early, and then get in the car with your panties missing and cum stains on your dress?"
Mikki just about had a heart attack. She was busted. Sure, her dad had always said she could talk to him about anything, but telling him about jerking off two guys in a row on her own tits didn't seem to apply. She felt like she was about to start crying when she felt her father's gentle hand on her back.
"It's okay, darling," he said in a soothing tone. "Now that you're eighteen, and as pretty and sexy as you are it's natural that something would happen sooner or later."
"Really?" she said, looking at him with watery eyes. "You're not mad?"
"No, baby. I mean, I'd be happier if you wanted to talk to me first about trying anything with a guy, but I'm not mad at all. I'm actually kind of jealous."
"Seriously?" Mikki's heart flipped. She couldn't imagine why her own father would be jealous, but the idea made the lips of her bald pussy quiver.
Dan nodded. "Yup. It's one thing to see my little girl turning into such a hot young lady. And I'm like any guy who always wanted to have a girl like you."
"Wow," she said quietly. "Umm, how did you know I didn't have my panties on?"
"Because I could see your pussy when you got in the car," he admitted.
Mikki felt her whole go warm. She couldn't explain why, but the idea of her sweet, handsome father seeing her pussy -- even if it was just a flash -- made her feel feverish. It was the first time he'd ever talked about her pussy or even used the word in front of her.
Dan lightly rubbed the girl's back, soothing her nerves but making her pussy feel even warmer. "I wouldn't even ask you about it but I felt like something was wrong when you wanted me to come get you so early," he said. "Why don't you tell me what happened at the party? It's okay, I promise, no matter what it is."
Even though Mikki hesitated for a minute, she knew she was going to tell her father about everything. She felt a little weird, but not ashamed, which was pretty weird all by itself. But then she started to tell her father everything. Once she got going, it felt easier and easier, and she went into every detail about the way she jerked off Ronny with the top of her dress pulled off her tits, and how he squirted his cream all over them. She described how excited she was to feel the boy's swollen boner and how much she loved the feeling of power she had when he was moaning and couldn't hold back his cum. Mikki also told her dad how much she loved seeing his cum spurt out and how much it excited her pussy to feel his cream spattering her fine skin.
She went on to tell Dan about Mr. Johnson, too, explaining how his cock was even bigger and therefore that much more exciting. By now she was hardly thinking about what she was saying or who she was saying it to. She explained how Mr. Johnson wanted her to expose her tits and pussy at the same time, how he sniffed the panties her pussy had leaked into. The older man had spurted so much more cum than his son, and Mikki admitted to her dad how much she loved that. So much that she totally forget to get her panties back.
By the time she finished explaining everything, Mikki noticed her father's hand at his crotch, gently rubbing a very large, delicious looking bulge in his pants. The girl's pussy clenched. Dan wasn't being overly obvious about rubbing his cock while listening to his daughter's story, but he wasn't trying to hide it, either. As for Mikki, just knowing she gave her dad a hot, hard boner was the best part of the whole night.
Dan finally asked why she texted for a ride so early if she was having such a good time. Mikki then explained how Ronny and his father had both pretty much ignored her the moment she got them off.
"I didn't think that was very nice, Daddy," she pouted. "I was so upset. I thought they liked me."
Dan still had his hand on Mikki's back and he pulled her close across the console to hug her.
"No, baby, that wasn't very nice," he told her. "They just don't know you like I do. All they know is how hot you look."
Mikki managed a soft giggle. Her dad always knew how to make her feel better. She relished the feeling of snuggling against him while he held her close with his arm. It would've been so easy just to stay there forever. Dan kissed the back of her head while she found herself gazing straight down at her father's lap where his free hand was still resting on top of that huge lump in his pants. His hand wasn't moving now. If anything, it looked like he was trying to cover the evidence of his hard on, but it was too big to cover with just one hand. Mikki shivered with a huge mixture of feelings. Her dad was hugging and being sweet to her the way she wished other guys would, and he was doing it with a big, throbbing hard on his pants.
"Nobody cuddles like you do, Daddy," she sighed.
"You're the perfect cuddler, baby," Dan told her. "And nobody loves you like I do."
"You promise, Daddy?"
"Of course, pretty baby. Your dad always loves you no matter what."
"Even if I was stroking guys' dicks at a party?"
Dan chuckled briefly. "Hmm, maybe that makes me love you even more. Just in a different way. Really jealous, but it's really hot, too, baby girl."
"Is that why your thing is so hard now, Dad?"
"Hmm," Dan said thoughtfully. "Maybe you've been getting your dad's cock hard for a long time already and you just didn't know it."
Mikki almost felt paralyzed for a few seconds. Could her father be telling the truth? He was never the kind of guy who would lie or exaggerate, especially about something this serious.
"Ohhh, Daddy," she whispered, at a loss for words as she watched the hand over her father's cock bulge move to grasp the tab on the zipper of his pants. She moved back a little, giving him more room to move his other hand down there to open up his pants and push them down. Suddenly, her father's amazing cock snapped out and upward from his briefs, standing up so hard and thick. It was the longest and thickest of all the dicks she'd seen that night.
"If you did it for them, why don't you do it for Daddy, too," Dan said with a loving smile.
"Oh, Daddy, really? You really want me to jerk you off?" the girl said with an amazed gleam in her eyes. She couldn't stop looking at her dad's cock. She wanted to touch it more than anything, yet she was afraid. What if he squirted his stuff and then turned a cold shoulder to her like Ronny and his father had? But Dan wasn't like them. He was her dad. He was the most special man in the world and Mikki loved him so much.
As if he could sense her fears, Dan reached for his daughter's wrist and brought her hand to his cock. "Don't worry, baby," he said soothingly. "I'll still love you after. Maybe even more."
Mikki's hand curled around her father's hot shaft in the most natural feeling gesture. It felt like the heat from his rigidly swollen rod was going straight to her pussy. She started moving her hand up and down his shaft, pleased to hear the sigh of pleasure he made right at her first stroke.
"That's beautiful, baby," Dan moaned as he reached for the top of his daughter's low cut dress and pulled the stretchy material down past her tits. His large hand swirled and squeezed at her perky orbs, playing with her already hardened nipples.
Mikki's pussy was on fire while she stroked her father's rock hard cock the way she'd always dreamed. The way he was fondling and playing with her bare tits only made the creamy drip between her smooth legs even worse. It made her pussy so hot she thought she might even cum without touching her clit.
Dan's cock was oozing nice, steady dribble of precum, which Mikki kept smearing up and down his cock as she stroked him. She loved how big it was, giving her hand so much room to jack him. He was moaning louder and breathing deeper every second, and it wasn't long before Mikki started using both hands to stroke her daddy's cock.
Dan reclined his seat back and watched his daughter pleasure his cock with her hands. "That's so good, baby," he groaned. "Ohhhhh yeah, so good. You're so good at this."
Mikki felt so proud. She wanted to make her father feel much better than the other guys. He deserved so much more than they did. He must've liked getting stroked with both her hands because he was now grunting and fucking into her grasp.
"Baby," he groaned. "You're gonna make Daddy cum."
"Do it on me, Daddy. I want it on me!" the girl cried desperately. She wanted to feel her dad's cum on her skin even more than the guys from the party. She leaned over and kept her father's rod close to her tits and kept jacking him harder and faster with every stroke. The head of his dick was so close it kept bumping into her boobs. It didn't take too many more pumps before Dan was spurting warm spunk onto his daughter's bare chest and tits.
Mikki gasped with excitement. Her father was grunting so desperately and squirting so much cum. She carefully milked every drop onto her silky skin, then leaned back to show the man her latest achievement.
"Look, Daddy. It's all over me. God, you squirted so much!"
Mikki squared her shoulders to push her pert, round tits forward. Her skin was spattered with her father's spunk, and she boldly rubbed the warm cream all over her tits, making them shine in the bright moonlight.
"Baby, you're the most amazing girl in the world," Dan told her. Then he reached for her and pulled her into another hug. "I love you so much."
"Oh, Daddy, I love you too," she sniffed, snuggling into his embrace. It wasn't the most comfortable thing in the world to lean across the console, but she didn't care. She just made her father cum like a fire hydrant, and now he was holding her just the way she always loved being held.
"So, my baby girl jerked off three guys in one night," he said, a slight edge of tease in his tone.
"I was saving the best for last."
Dan hugged his girl tighter. "You're the sweetest ever, baby. I did have a surprise for you, but now maybe I've got a couple of other surprises in mind," he told her mysteriously.
Mikki looked at him curiously and he told her she had to take off her dress for the first surprise. She just giggled and slithered out of her little party dress. She loved being naked in front of him, especially with the way he was looking at her compactly shaped body.
"Come get on Daddy's lap, baby," he said.
Lifting herself over the console, Mikki sat sideways across her father's lap. He had his left arm around her back, and he then started massaging her inner thighs with his right hand. The girl shivered all over at her father's sensuous touch. Moments later, his fingers were rubbing up and down the wet lips of her slit, making her gasp and feel weak.
"Ohhhhh, Daddy," she moaned.
"You're so wet, baby," he noted. "I bet you've been wet all night, even at the party when you were jerking off Ronny and his dad."
Mikki whimpered as her father slipped his middle finger into the girl's pussy hole.
"You'd be so tight for my cock," he practically growled in her ear.
"Oh, oh, Daddy, fuck."
Dan rhythmically slid his finger in and out of his daughter's slick pussy, curling it up into her G spot. His fingers were so much longer than hers and he could reach the whole area, stroking her insides until she was a squirming mess of lust. Then he pushed a second finger inside, doubling the feeling of fullness in her hole.
"Daddy's gonna make you cum, baby," Dan told her. "No like those other guys who just used you and then didn't bother making you feel good, too. But your dad will always make you feel good, princess. I want to use you, too. All the time. But I'll always love you and make you cum like a good girl."
Mikki never heard anyone talk to her like that before. It was exciting her as much as the inner stroke of her father's large fingers along with the way his thumb was grinding back and forth across her swollen clit. She felt safe and loved in her father's arms, and her body was rocking and writhing with pleasure she never felt before. Before she knew what was happening, she was fighting for breath while a huge orgasm ripped through her sweet, naked young body.
She barely had her breath back when Dan kissed her and held her even tighter. Mikki was the happiest she had ever been in her life.
"That was an awesome surprise, Dad," she giggled, once she recovered a little.
Dan told her he still had a couple more for her and then opened his door. Mikki got out on his side and he followed. She loved the feeling of being naked outside, and she didn't think twice when her father took her by the hand and led across the grass toward the front of the house. He led her up the steps to the front door. He had the key in his pocket, and a couple of seconds later he brought her inside. Then he flipped a switch and the lights came on. Mikki was surprised this old place even had electricity, but she found herself standing in a big, open entry way and a large living room kind of area, except there wasn't any furniture. There were workmen's' tools and big, canvas cloths lying around here and there, but that was all.
There was a big, wide staircase and a hallway that went past it to more rooms. Mikki almost forgot she was naked as he father watched her look around with curiosity.
"What do you think?" he asked.
"It's cool. Kinda funky, but cool."
Dan then took her through the other rooms. Some were fixed up really nicely, but others were still old and run down. They went upstairs, which was completely finished, and Mikki's eyes went wide when she saw how nice it was. The bedrooms looked huge without any furniture in them, and the bathrooms were amazing, completely modern and the fanciest ones the girl had ever seen.
They went into one room that had a bed in it that wasn't set up yet. But there was a brand new mattress on the floor that still had the big, plastic wrapping around it. It had these cool double windows that opened up like a little doorway. It looked out on the field in back.
"You can pick any bedroom you want, but I thought you might like this one," Dan said.
"What do you mean, Dad?"
"This is our house now. We're gonna come live here in a couple more months."
Mikki was stunned. For a minute she couldn't even speak. Then she ran to her father and hugged him with all her might.
"Oh, Daddy, I love it! And I'm gonna love my new room!" she cried.
The girl's mood was completely transformed from what it was when Dan had first picked her up from the party. He'd always been the most wonderful and understanding dad ever, but tonight he'd gone way beyond that. His love for her was the most amazing thing in the world. He'd even given her the most beautiful cock to play with and the biggest, creamiest load of cum out of all three she'd received that night. He made her cum harder than any other time in her life with just his fingers, and now he was showing off their amazing, new house as a surprise.
Mikki couldn't imagine being any happier than she was right now. After everything that happened, and now she was completely naked in her father's loving arms. She was now totally sure about everything. She didn't simply love her father. She was in love with him and she couldn't imagine anything better.
Dan's large hands slid down his daughter's bare back onto the firm, round cheeks of her ass. He squeezed them and made her body tingle everywhere. Then he kissed her again, going deep into her mouth with his tongue. Her father's hot kiss took the girl's breath away and made her wilt against his much larger body. Before he finished kissing her, there was a fresh flush of girl honey wetting her smooth pussy and she could feel her dad's cock stirring back to life in his pants. But before Mikki could reach in between them to feel her father's growing cock, Dan pushed her shoulders back a few inches and gave her a coy smile.
"How would you like to get cleaned up in your private bathroom?" he said.
"My own bathroom?" Mikki was beside herself.
Dan turned away and opened a door Mikki had thought was probably just a closet, but her dad turned on the light and she stepped into a big, fancy bathroom that reminded her more of a nice hotel than someone's house. There was a huge tub that had water jets, with a shower stall that had a sliding glass door. Dan reached in and turned on the shower. Then he turned back to his naked daughter and started unbuttoning his shirt.
"Maybe we could both use a shower," he suggested with a grin.
Mikki's heart was pounding. Even after everything they did in her dad's car just a short while before, it hardly seemed real to be standing naked in that fancy bathroom that was all hers while he took off his clothes right in front of her. Suddenly her own father was standing before her as naked as she was, his luscious looking cock already halfway erect. He reached out for his daughter's hand and guided her toward the shower, keeping hold on her while she stepped into the spacious stall. He stepped in right behind her.
With the warm spray hitting both of them, Dan picked up a bottle of Mikki's favorite, scented body wash. He must've gone out and got it for her so it would be there for her. There was a loofa there, too, but Dan poured the liquid soap into his palms and started lathering the girl's body bare-handed. She liked it better that way. His hands felt so strong, and she loved the feeling of them slipping and sliding all over her body. Her nipples were throbbing as hard as her clit now, and she didn't know how her knees weren't buckling out from under her with all the incredible sensations going through her.
Dan was saying things to her as he fondled and lathered her body. He spent a long time squeezing and kneading her tits, telling his baby girl how firm and perfect they were. Suddenly, Mikki stopped wishing they were bigger. As long as her father liked them that was good enough for her. She could also see that his cock was continuing to swell and lift up higher. He was shaved as smooth as her pussy all around his cock and balls. She was getting an even better appreciation of his impressive size than she had in the car.
Mikki kept reaching for her father's cock, stroking his hot, silky feeling shaft. She wanted to make him weak with lust, but he never wavered from his loving attention to his luscious daughter's body. He lathered her ass and legs, pushing his hands between her thighs and running his fingers along her dripping pussy slit. He lathered between the cheeks of her ass, sliding his soapy fingertips over the tightly puckered ring of her asshole, making her gasp with hot surprise.
"Your ass is just as perfect as your tits, my darling girl," he told her as he slipped the tip of one finger into her rimhole.



"Oh, oh, oh, Daddyyyyyy," the girl cooed, feeling more of his finger slip into her tight channel.
Mikki had put all kinds of different things in her pussy before -- fingers and objects around the house like her hairbrush handle -- but never anything in her ass. Now Dan's finger was all the way inside her. She braced her hands against the wall and spread her feet apart. The feeling of her father's big finger gently spearing into her asshole was weird and uncomfortable, but in the most amazing way that sent waves of pleasure throughout her entire body. Then his other hand was cupping her pussy. He massaged her burning clit while his finger slipped in and out of her asshole at the same time.
Dan's cock was completely swollen and hard as a rock. The head kept rubbing against Mikki's side while he simultaneous massaged both of the girl's holes. She reached for his throbbing prick with one hand and gasped for air while both of her father's patiently skillful hands brought her to a climax that almost made her scream.
Mikki looked at her father in a daze. The way he touched her and made her feel made her feel like he owned her completely, and nothing would make her happier. A couple of hours ago she was so upset, stuck at a party she didn't want to be at anymore, wearing a cum stained dress. Now she felt like a bride on the most beautiful honeymoon a girl ever had. She wanted this most amazing man in the world to own her. She wanted to be his, to do with her as he pleased.
Mikki then sank to her knees to do what any loving, young bride should do on her honeymoon: to take her father's rippling hard cock into her mouth. She'd never had anything that big in her mouth before, but she sucked in as much as she could and stroked the rest with her hand, cupping his heavy balls with the other.
"Ohhh, yes, baby," Dan groaned. "That's my good girl. You suck it so good, pretty baby."
Mikki gazed up at her father's face while she sucked him, making sure she could see the pleasure on his face. The way he was gazing down at her with pure love and lust in his eyes made the girl's pussy flush with heat. She knew she was going to need to cum again, but right now all she could think about was loving her father and getting more of his cum. She bobbed her head along his shaft, sucking him harder and faster while she could feel his balls tightening up in her hand.
Taking her father's cum in her mouth would be a dream come true for the girl, but her newfound love for watching a big, hard cock spurt warm cum onto her skin took over. When Dan grunted and warned his baby girl he was going to squirt, she backed away from his cock and furiously stroked his shaft directly into her face. Dan was staring down at her with fire in his lustful eyes. He grunted and huffed desperately while the spurts of his cum burst from his cock and spattered the girl's doll-like face. Mikki opened her mouth and welcomed some of the man's gooey discharge directly onto her tongue.
Her father's cum was tangy, but it was the yummiest treat she'd ever had in her mouth. After letting it linger on her tongue for a moment or two, Mikki finally swallowed it down, giving her the warmest feeling in her tummy she ever had. A moment later, Dan was pulling his daughter to her feet. He took her in his arms and hugged her tightly.
"I love you more than anything else in the world, baby angel," he said.
Then he kissed his daughter deeper and harder than ever. Mikki was breathless. Her father didn't even seem to care that she had his cum all over her face. He just kissed her until they couldn't breathe anymore.
After they took a final rinse, Dan turned off the water and they went to lie down on the mattress in Mikki's new bedroom. It was weird lying on the crinkly sounding plastic cover, but she felt so happy to be cuddling naked with her father.
He told her it would be okay if they fell asleep. It was the weekend so no workers would be showing up in the morning. They spent a long time kissing and caressing each other and also talking about how they couldn't wait until their new house was ready to move into.
"I love it here so much, Dad," Mikki sighed. "And I love you, too."
"I love you, too, angel," he told her, rolling her onto her back and pressing his big, naked body onto her.
His cock was nestled against her pussy, making her slit warm and wet all over again. They kissed for a long time and Dan's cock started getting hard again. Mikki was amazed.
"Daddy, do you just keep getting hard all the time?" she asked with a giggle.
Dan grinned. "Like father, like daughter," he said. "Just like that hot little pussy of yours keeps getting wet."
"Mmmm, that's your fault, Daddy," she cooed sweetly. "Um, do you think I might be a cum slut?" she added a little more seriously.
"As long as you're my cum slut, baby girl."
"Can I be yours forever? I just want my dad's cum from now on."
Dan's cock was already fully swollen and rubbing against the girl's dewy slit.
"Always and forever, darling," Dan said, pushing the thick dome of his cock into the girl's slick, smooth opening. "When we move into our new house you can be Daddy's cumwhore wifey."
"Ohhhhh, Daddy, fuck," Mikki moaned happily.
Her dad's imposing cock was pushing inside her and filling her hole like it had never been filled before. He felt so thick and hard, that fat shaft scraping against her inner walls. Before she even knew what was happening, Dan was pumping the girl's hole with every, hard inch of his rod.
The man's body was so much bigger than hers. She felt like she was being impaled, and the way his huge cock was driving her higher and higher was turning her into his own, personal cock-loving daddy-whore.
"Do it, Daddy. Oh god, I love your cock so much! Just fuck me, Daddy, oh god, fuck me hard!"
Dan gave his baby girl just what she was asking for, driving into her slippery fuckhole with increasingly forceful thrusts. The plastic under her ass was starting to grow slippery as the juices from their fucking dripped down her ass onto the mattress.
Nothing felt as good as being fucked by her passionate dad. He kept kissing her mouth and tits while he drove his cock into her with long, hard thrusts.
Mikki climaxed at least two more times from her father's hot, hard fucking. On the second one she started begging him to fill her pussy with his cum.
"Do it inside me this time, Daddy," she moaned. "I need it in me! Fill my fuckhole til it's dripping back out!"
Between the clenching grip of his daughter's climaxing pussy and her eager need to be filled with more cum, Dan's cock exploded deep inside the girl's tight channel, filling her up and with a hard, creamy load of her father's cum.
Mikki climaxed until she was breathless. Dan rolled onto his back, but pulling her with him so she ended up on top of him with his cock still embedded in her pussy.
"Happy, darling?" Dan asked, stroking the girl's silky hair.
"The happiest, Daddy. You, too?"
"No question, baby. You're Daddy's wife now and I couldn't be happier."
Mikki felt perfectly content and started to feel sleepy with her face pressed against her father's broad, bare chest. She loved the fact that she found the kind of love she always wanted with her own dad. It was so wicked, but so beautiful. The idea of playing with other guys just seemed so boring now. It made her smile happily as she thought how guys like Ronny and his dad would still want her to make them cum, but now she had Dan, her own father, and there would never be anyone else for her ever again
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"It's me, Madison. Your daughter."
The pretty eighteen year old almost felt naked as the man who'd just opened the door stood there staring at her, momentarily speechless. He seemed skeptical as his eyes roamed boldly over the curvaceous terrain of the girl's body. She had firm, oversized tits that were very generously displayed in the pink tank top she had on. They were bigger than her mother's ever were. She also had longer, shapelier legs and an ass that looked sublime in a pair of light, grey yoga pants. It wasn't necessarily the ideal outfit for meeting her father for the first time since she was two, but it had been comfortable to travel in.
Madison was also prettier than her mother ever was, even when Wendy had been the same age. But with her long, raven dark hair she was hoping the resemblance would be clear enough to keep the man from closing the door in her face.
Sam looked older than his daughter expected, but he was also much better looking and in much better shape, too. There was even a little grey hair on his temples. He was wearing a loose tank top that showed off broad shoulders and muscular arms. He was also wearing a pair of linen shorts that looked expensive. Seemingly satisfied the girl was who she claimed to be, Sam brought his eyes back up from her tits to her face. Most men stared at her tits anyway, so it wasn't like she wasn't used to it. But this was her father, and there was something kind of intimidating about him before he even opened his mouth to say hello.
The girl's nipples went stiff with tingles. Sam finally invited her in, curiously eyeing the suitcase and overstuffed backpack she lugged through the doorway.
"What are you doing here?" he asked. No hello. No excited welcome of his long lost daughter.
Madison started to feel even worse than when her mother kicked her out of the house a three days ago. Sam obviously had no idea the girl was coming. She probably should have expected her mother would do something like this, but after the blowout they'd had, then being shoved on a bus for the two thousand mile trip, there were other things on the girl's mind. She just assumed this total stranger who also happened to be her father would know she was coming.
"I thought Mom must've called you," Maddy said, on the verge of tears and afraid of being put out on the street for the second time in a week.
"Your mother and I haven't spoken in years," he said dryly. "Her choice. Not mine."
Sam's tone made the girl feel like she was being blamed for whatever her mother had done to make them hate each other. Maddy didn't have a clue. All she ever knew was that her father had left when she was two and didn't want to have anything to do with either one of them. So far, it looked like it was the one thing her mother had ever told the truth about. This guy sure wasn't happy to see her.
It fell on Madison right then and there to explain the situation. Her mother had vowed never to allow the girl back into the house again. She'd been completely disowned, although she anxiously avoided explaining why. She simply said that Wendy had said her father could deal with her now. He was her only living relative, and there was nowhere else for her to go.
Sam just seemed irritated and confused. At least he didn't appear to be mad, except maybe about being caught off-guard.
"Now I have to do something I never thought I'd have to do again - talk to your mother," he said with an exasperated sigh. "Just wait here."
Madison didn't even sit down. She just stood waiting in the middle of the living room of the huge, top-floor condo while she watched Sam go out on the balcony and make a call on his cell phone. It wasn't long before he was pacing back and forth. He'd closed the triple set of sliding glass doors behind him, so all the eighteen year old could hear was the muffled sound of her father speaking in an angry tone, then listening, then talking again, and then listening some more. This went on for a while. His voice kept getting louder and angrier sounding, until he finally disconnected the call and roughly tossed his phone onto a round patio table.
Maddy felt like her life was in the balance while her father turned his back to the glass doors and leaned on the low, balcony wall. He just stood that way for a while and she didn't move a muscle. The tears started to flow then. She was sure her father wasn't going to take her in.
It was a shitty feeling when no one wanted you. Maddy didn't really mind about her mother, but her lifelong fantasies of finally getting to be a daddy's girl weren't working out at all. Not even Phil really wanted her after all the promises he made.
Phil was Wendy's latest boyfriend, and it had been looking like he and the girl's mother might end up married, officially making him Maddy's stepfather. Maddy had been excited by the idea of having a stepfather, and she as much as she never got along with her mother, she was determined to do anything she could to help along Wendy's relationship with Phil. The girl was so devoted to the idea that she eagerly consented to sucking Phil's cock when he first tried talking the girl into it. He'd said she could be his girl even if he was married to her mother.
But when she was being honest with herself, Maddy had just wanted to suck Phil's cock. He was one of her mother's nicer boyfriends. He wasn't bad looking, but the teenager liked that he was forty years old. The only other time she'd sucked cock was for a guy in her class at school. She liked dick, but didn't usually like the guys they were attached to, especially the ones her age. She was even willing to let Phil have her pussy. But the way things turned out, all he did was yank down her top and play with her tits like every other guy in the world wanted to. Then he sat down and pulled out his cock. It was already hard, and Maddy got down on the floor at his feet and eagerly started sucking and stroking his cock.
Maddy loved the way Phil had gotten so hard for her. He was throbbing like crazy in her mouth, and she finally felt like she was somebody's special girl. But then Wendy came home unexpectedly and caught them in the act before Maddy could even suck the cum out of the man's cock. The teen barely had her top back over her tits by the time her mother had kicked her out of the house. Wendy had been mad at Phil, too, but she didn't trying kicking him out of the house, only her own daughter.
It was much too embarrassing to admit any of this to Sam, though. He'd probably call her slut the way her mother did. Yet what did it even matter now? Wendy had probably told Sam what happened, and Madison would be trying to figure out where to go. At least if her mother hadn't put her on that bus she'd still be back home where she had friends she could call. But she'd wanted to come here. She wanted to know her father, and for him to know her. Even more, she wanted him to love her. She had no idea what that would be like, but instinct told her it would be the most amazing feeling in the world.
Sam finally came back in. He seemed calmer now, even though he was still looking at Maddy like some kind of stranger. She guessed she kind of was. He was just as much a stranger to her. Yet he was a stranger she'd thought about every day of her life, always imagining what he was like, pretending he would love her desperately if ever given the chance to know her. That wasn't working out the way she'd always imagined even though there was something about being near him that made her nipples tingle and swell.
The way he was looking at her made Maddy sure her mother had told him about sucking Phil's cock. She was just waiting for him to think of what to say about it, but then he just told her he was going to need her help moving a few things out of her room.
Her room? "Does that mean you're not making me go?" she asked, her mind starting to spin with confusion and relief.
Sam frowned at her and shook his head. Then he picked up her suitcase and told her to follow him. He led her to a room on the rear side of the condo. There was a bed in it, and Sam set his daughter's suitcase on top of it. It was a corner room, with windows on both sides, and one side looking out over the ocean.
"If you help move a few of these boxes to another room, this one can be yours. I thought you'd like being able to see the beach from your window." His tone of voice was dry, like he could've been reading the morning headlines from the newspaper, but Maddy's heart nearly stopped. A minute ago she was sure she was getting kicked out on the street again, but now she was looking at the most incredible view and being told this was hers. She didn't know what to say, but Sam just started picking up boxes and moving them to another room.
Maddy started to help, and it was just a few minutes before they had the boxes stashed in the closet of another bedroom where Sam had some exercise equipment set up. He took another couple of minutes to show her the other rooms. There was his bedroom, which was just across a hallway from hers, the exercise room and another where he had a home office set up. There was also one of the biggest, nicest bathrooms Maddy had ever seen. Then there was the large, open kitchen, dining area and living room where she first came in. There was the triple doorway onto the balcony along with another single doorway at the end of the hall between their bedrooms.
While Maddy started to unpack and put her clothes into the dresser, Sam left the room for a couple of minutes. He came back in carrying a laptop and set it on the small desk in the corner of the room.
"This one's kind of old and slow, but you can use it for now until we can get you a newer one. How about your phone? Will you need a newer one?"
Maddy didn't know what to say. She was in a mild state of shock. Her father was being so nice now, even though his tone was dry and matter of fact. She pulled her phone out of her backpack and showed it to him. It was a couple of generations out of date. Sam frowned.
"Okay, we'll get you a new phone, too. If you're going to be living here I want you to be able to be in close touch."
Maddy's skin tingled at the way he said 'close touch'. She knew he just meant it in a normal way, but she'd never had a father to have to tell where she was or where she was going, or have to tell how her day went in school. She never had a father to tell her she couldn't wear an outfit like the one she had on now, or say she couldn't go out to a party because she had homework to do. She didn't know why he'd want to pay that much attention to her now after her mother had put it in her mind that he never wanted anything to do with her. Would Wendy lie about something that important?
"Yes, sir," she finally said, quietly.
"We can go shopping tomorrow," he said. "We'll get whatever you want for your room and new clothes if you want too. You live by the ocean now, so you might want some things for the beach. We might as well get you the new computer and phone at the same time."
"Oh wow. Okay, sir, if you think so."
"I think that would be best," he said.
He was making her nervous in a way that made her nipples stiffen and tingle. She almost wished she was wearing a bra under her revealing, pink tank top, but he seemed to like looking at them every chance he had. Maybe he thought she was pretty. Even sexy. And the thought of that actually started to make her pussy tingle as hard as her nipples. The girl's viciously ripe body and pretty face had always earned her a lot admiration, but the thought of actually having a dad who thought she was hot made her feel weak.
But Sam was so hard to read. He wasn't like any of her mother's other husbands or boyfriends.
"I wouldn't want to be a burden," she finally said meekly.
Sam frowned again. "You're not a burden. You're my daughter."
Maddy's face flushed hot. She knew he could see her blushing and that only made it worse. Her eyes even started to well up with tears, but she tried to blink them away. Even Sam started to look a little flustered.
"Thank you, sir," Maddy said.
Sam then left her alone to settle into her new room. She got most of her things into drawers, then looked around to see what she might want to get for the room when Sam took her shopping the next day. When she suddenly discovered him back again, standing in the doorway she nearly jumped.
"You don't have to call me sir," he told her, looking as serious as he had since the moment she came in. She wondered if he ever smiled. "I'm your father. Since we really don't even know each other I don't expect you to call me Dad, but it's weird having you call me sir. It's better if you just call me Sam for now."
"Oh. Okay, sir. I mean Sam."
"Yeah. Okay."
"Thanks for letting me stay," she told him before he could leave. He still made her nervous, but it was beginning to feel easier to talk to him.
"You don't have to thank me. I'm your father. This is your home."
It was the last thing she expected to hear. "I guess," she replied, unsure of herself. "I know you weren't expecting me. I thought for sure Mom would've told you I was coming. And I know this isn't what you wanted?"
"What do you mean?" He looked confused. She didn't think he looked that way very often.
"I mean I know if you had a choice you'd rather I was back with Mom."
"Where the hell did you ever get an idea like that?" he said, irritated.
"From Mom. She's been telling me that since I was little. She said you didn't want to have anything to do with either of us."
For a few seconds it looked like he was going to explode, but then he seemed to calm down again. "She would do something like that," he nearly spat.
Then Sam turned and disappeared from his daughter's doorway. Maddy felt a little confused, but she went back to making a mental inventory of things she wanted to have for her room. Five minutes couldn't have gone by when her father came back yet again. This time, he was carrying a large shopping bag in each hand. He just came in and sat down on her bed, then started taking packages out of the bag and putting them out on Maddy's mattress.
"This was for when you turned three," he said, taking out the first. "And this was for when you were four..." He kept going like that until there was a package on the bed for every year up until now.
Maddy took a closer at the boxes. They were all post marked about a week before the date of her birthday, and they were all marked Return to Sender. She could hardly breathe.
"You sent all those to me?" she managed to ask.
"Of course. Your mother sent them back. She said you didn't want them."
"I never even saw them!" Maddy cried. "I can't believe she would do that!"
"I can."
Maddy started to calm down a little. "Yeah, I guess I can, too," she said. "I can't believe you sent me a present every year."
"They're yours, so I'll just leave them with you. You probably don't even want half of them now, since you're bigger now."
It happened so quickly Maddy wasn't sure if her father's eyes drifted over her tits when he said it.
"I want all of them," she said.
Sam stood up. He seemed to tower over his petite but ripely curved daughter. After a moment's hesitation, he stepped close and put his arms around her, hugging her in tightly. Maddy wanted to melt against him and put her arms around him. His big, solid body was crushing her huge tits, making the constant throbbing in her nipples feel more intense.
"I've thought about you every day," he told her. "I always wanted you so much. Your mother lied to both of us."
Maddy started to cry. "I love you, Daddy." She didn't know him, but she knew she loved him. He was her father and he wanted her. That was all she needed to know.
"I hope so," he said, tipping her chin upward. "I love you, too. And I'm so proud of how beautiful you turned out to be."
She started blushing again. And she was painfully aware of the way her tits were touching his body. She was afraid of soaking a huge dew stain into the crotch of her light colored leggings. No one had ever told her she was beautiful. Phil had told her hundreds of times she had amazing tits when her mother wasn't around, but he'd never said she was beautiful. She wished it could've been Sam to touch and feel them instead of Phil. Sam was her dad. He loved her. He deserved her so much more. He was her dad and even though they'd been separated all her life they were still connected. All the birthday presents were physical proof. The emotional proof was in the growing heat within her young body.
"I wish I coulda lived with you instead," she told him, pressing the side of her face against his chest. Sam just wrapped her up even tighter in his arms.
"Me, too. I always wanted that. But you're here now, and you're never going anywhere."
"Oh, Daddy," she sighed, feeling like she could just melt against his big, solid body. She was barely even aware of calling him Daddy. It was something she'd done in her mind only a few thousand times, but the words seem to just slip out of her mouth like the most natural thing in the world. Sam heaved a deep sigh that pushed his broad body against the girl's highly conspicuous tits. It made her nipples tingle even harder, and without panties on under her yoga pants she could feel the unavoidable trickle of girl honey into the fabric.
Sam's hands moved from Maddy's back to her hips. His fingers were touching the sides of her ass and she just wished he'd grab onto her cheeks and squeeze them as hard as he pleased. She wondered if he was thinking about the same thing. How could he be touching those parts of her ass and not be thinking about it? The stirring growth in his shorts against her body wasn't something they could just ignore.
It was one thing to discover her father wanted her after all, but to see he wanted her so much it made his cock get hard was more than Maddy ever imagined. The bulge in his shorts kept growing, and the bigger it got the harder Maddy's heart was beating. It didn't even occur to her to think it was weird. It made sense to her. She didn't care what anyone else would think.
However, all too soon, Sam was backing away. He looked serious again and more than a little uncomfortable. He mumbled something about letting her get settled into her room and left.
Maddy was left with a wet pussy and a hot, sticky feeling in the crotch of her yoga pants. She was dying to touch her pussy and make herself cum. It would have been even better if her father came back and kissed and fingered her until she exploded with love and pleasure. She couldn't imagine anything better, but maybe her dad was right to break it off before things went too far. Fathers and daughters weren't supposed to feel things like that for each other. But if it was so bad, why did it feel so good? Why did it feel so strong? The more she thought about it, the more she realized what people said about dad/daughter love had to be wrong.
Yet Maddy held off on relieving the ache in her moist pussy. She was just as curious to open all the packages her mother never let her see every year on her birthday. Sitting down on the bed, she opened them all, one by one, from the earliest to the most recent. Each one was the perfect gift for the year of her life it was meant for. Her father had obviously put a lot of thought and effort into choosing just the right thing. It only made Maddy love him even more. She was amazed to see the proof that he never gave up on her even though her mother had put up a barrier between them for so many years. That's real love, the girl thought. Not what her mother gave her. And certainly not what Phil gave her, which was only him trying to get his stiff dick in his stepdaughter's mouth.
Maddy's nipples were swollen and aching as much as her pussy now. They were boldly conspicuous through her well stretched tank top, but that didn't keep her from leaving her new bedroom to go find Sam. He was out on the balcony, sitting at the round, patio table just staring out at the view, but when his newly arrived daughter stepped out he turned his attention to her. Maddy noticed the way his eyes drifted over her beautifully displayed tits before moving up to her face. It made her feel good to see how much he liked them. She wanted to be everything she could be to him, even if they were basically meeting for the first time.



Sam stood up and started to ask the girl if she needed anything, but she just rushed to him and threw her arms around his body, hugging him even harder than the last time and squeezing her full tits against him.
"Oh, Daddy, I love all my birthday presents so much," she said, feeling herself on the verge of crying despite the raging desires coursing through her ripe, young body. "They're just perfect. Every one of them."
Sam hugged her back. "I'm so glad," he said. "I always imagined them reaching you and making you smile because you knew your daddy loves you."
"Daddy, I love you so much," she said, half whimpering. It didn't feel the least bit strange to say this to a man she barely even knew. His being her dad was enough. She felt the connection between them stronger than she ever felt anything in her life, and the fact that he took her in so easily and then revealed all those years of birthday presents told her everything she really needed to know about him.
"I love you, too, baby," he said. "I know it hasn't been easy for you, but I'm actually glad your mother kicked you out. It makes me happy you're here now. You belong here."
"Ohhh, Daddy."
"We'll make your next birthday special," he said.
"As long as I can be with you it will be."
The longer they hugged, the worse the ache in her pussy became. Sam was a handsome man with a hard body, but he was her father and she couldn't explain why it made her wet just to be near him. But it felt too good to worry about it. She could have hugged on her dad forever, but just about the time she felt the stirring of an erection growing against her body, he broke the hug and sat back down.
Maddy wasn't sure what to say next, but her pussy was feeling wet and messy and she also felt grimy from traveling.
"Is it okay to take a shower?" she asked.
Sam smiled at her. "Baby, you live here. Of course it is."
Her dad's reply made her feel so good that Maddy just wanted to stay next to him constantly for the next hundred years, but she finally went back inside and went into the bathroom. It took a minute or two to figure out how to set the shower to the right temperature, and then she checked for fresh towels. She got the water going and then peeled off her clothes. The shower and tub enclosure was all glass with a sliding door, with a bigger tub than Maddy had ever seen before.
It felt funny to be naked in her dad's amazing condo. She wished he could see her now in all her glory. Maybe he'd love her even more and even feel proud of her.
Stepping into the shower, Maddy was pleased to find a nicely scented liquid body wash to clean up with. She'd had to pack so fast when leaving her mother's that she missed a few of the toiletry items she liked. But she started to forget about that while she wet herself under the shower and then started to lather up her smooth, young body. She spent a long time squeezing and playing with her slippery tits. It felt good to massage her big, sensitive globes as it made her pussy quiver and flush even harder.
Maddy couldn't help imagining her father's big hands kneading her tits. He was a strong looking man, and he could probably make her almost cum just from handling her jugs. Phil always made her wet from playing with her tits. He loved feeling them, especially since they were much bigger than her mother's. There were a couple of boys in her class that got to feel them, too. They'd gotten her pussy wet, too, but after giving their horny dicks a few strokes they'd both squirted their loads and lost interest. Both wanted to do it again later, but Maddy wasn't interested in getting that frustrated all over again.
At least Phil had fingered her pussy a few times and made her cum. He had fat, clumsy fingers, but his thick, middle finger had felt so good going into her wet hole. That was how she ended up sucking his dick for him. She knew it was bad to be playing that way with her mother's boyfriend, but she liked it that he was so much older and more experienced. Plus, since Madison and her mom were pretty much adversaries, the girl felt a feeling of triumph over Wendy. Right up to the point where she got kicked out for sucking her boyfriend's dick.
But now, Sam, her own father, was all she wanted to think about. No one had ever hugged her the way he did, like she was precious and important. He said he loved her with barely even knowing her, and there were years of birthday presents to prove it. If anyone deserved to lay their big hands on her ripe tits or get his hard, throbbing dick in her mouth it was Sam.
Maddy slipped one hand lower, massaging her thighs and going up to her wet pussy. It felt so good to rake her fingers along the wet lips of her slit, but at the same time she realized it had been too long since she last shaved. There was light stubble on her pussy and legs, and she always liked to keep everything perfectly smooth. Yet her clit was begging to be rubbed, so she ran the tip of a finger around the hot, pink pearl until a long, low sigh came up from her throat.
That's when the bathroom door suddenly opened.
"Did you find everything you need?" her father asked without poking his head in the door.
Maddy was flustered a moment, but then she pulled herself together enough to ask if there were a razor and shaving cream she could use. "I really need to shave, Daddy."
"There's some fresh disposable razors and a can of shaving in the medicine cabinet."
"Umm, could you possibly get them for me? I'm dripping wet and all soapy."
Maddy's heart was pounding as she waited to see if her father was going to come in and see her naked through the glass. He obviously liked looking at her with her clothes on. Wouldn't it be even better to see his daughter naked? Especially if she wanted him to. Nothing could be better than knowing her father thought she was beautiful.
Sam slipped into the room, leaving the door open and averting his gaze as he went to the cabinet to get the razor and cream for Maddy. He turned back toward the shower, and with a deep breath to bolster her nerve, Maddy slid the door open, holding out her hands to force her father to look at her while he handed over the items. When his eyes roamed over her wet, soapy curves Maddy thought she was going to burst into flames.
"Thank you, Daddy," she said, trying to sound as sweet as possible but realizing her voice was wavering.
He finally made eye contact. "I've lived alone for a long time, sweetheart. I guess we're going to have to get used to seeing each other in and out of the bathroom, huh?"
"I don't mind. I mean, I guess you've seen me before."
"Yeah, but you weren't like you are now."
"What am I like now, Daddy?"
"You're a very pretty young woman," he said.
Maddy could tell he wanted to say more but was holding something back. "I'm glad you think I'm pretty," she told him. "I was always hoping you would."
"You're beautiful, darling. So much more beautiful than your mother ever was on her best day."
Maddy couldn't suppress a giggle. "That makes me happy to hear you say."
Feeling braver, the curvaceous teen started smearing shaving cream on her legs, still leaving the shower door slid open. "Can you stay and talk to me? If it's not weird?" she asked.
"As long as you don't mind having me in the room while you're naked in the shower."
Maddy giggled again. "It kinda makes me happy. I haven't had you for so long I don't want to let you go."
Sam gave her the biggest smile she'd seen on his face. It made her body tingle everywhere. "I feel like that, too, baby," he said as he went to close the toilet lid and took a seat.
He asked her a lot of questions while she shaved her legs in front of him, making sure to keep her pussy toward him as much as she could. Then she shaved her pussy. Sam kept asking questions. Just things to catch up on as if they were making regular conversation over breakfast. Maddy finally sat down on the wide edge of the tub and carefully shaved along the lips of her pussy. Every time she glanced at her dad she found him staring at her open pussy. There was a huge bulge forming in his shorts and she just wished he'd take off his clothes and come fuck her in the shower until she forgot her name. She knew he'd make her forget any other cock she ever touched.
Maddy wondered if Sam could tell how turned on she was. It was probably hard to tell about her being wet because of the shower and all the shaving lather, but her sex lips were so swollen and aching. Touching her slit in front of her father was driving the girl crazy. She was dying to shove a pair of fingers into her slick hole right in front of him. She'd never openly touched her pussy in front of anyone else before, but doing it in front of her father was making her insides quiver with sensations she could barely control. She couldn't explain it except she knew how much he loved her, even if he was still a little intimidating. The big, rock hard bulge in his shorts made him even more intimidating, but it made Maddy just want to keep her legs open and let him look at her smoothly shaved pussy whenever he wanted.
Their conversation kept going as if nothing unusual was going on. Sam kept asking his daughter questions about her life. He didn't say anything about his phone conversation with her mother, and she still wasn't sure how much he knew about the reason she got kicked out. But she was so turned on now that she wanted him to know. She wanted him to know his daughter was ready to suck his big cock anytime he wanted her to. She wanted him to just claim her and shove his throbbing member deep in his little girl's hot slit. At this point, she didn't know how she was even managing to answer his questions.
Maddy started to think about rubbing her clit in front of her dad, even if it was just to test herself to see if she could really do it. But that's when he suddenly stood up, jamming his hands in his pockets in a feeble attempt to conceal the bulge his rigid dick was making in his shorts. He paused next to the shower stall and took a long, lingering look at his naked daughter.
"You're more than just pretty, sweetheart," he said. "You're hot and beautiful, and I can't even tell you how proud I am of you."
Maddy's heart nearly froze. No one had ever said anything like that to her before. But then her father was gone from the bathroom before she had a chance to muster a response. She got up and rinsed off the remaining shaving cream, letting the spray of the shower trickle between her legs as she bent her ass to the water and pried herself open. She then set a foot up on the inner edge of the tub and finally started rubbing her clit furiously. The other hand played with her tits while she fingered herself to one of the most intense orgasms she ever had.
Later on, Sam took his daughter out to dinner at one of the nicest restaurants she'd ever been in. He was being warmer and warmer toward her all the time, and she almost felt like he treated her more like a date he wanted to show off than his daughter.
The next day, he did what he'd suggested the day before and took Maddy shopping. He bought her new clothes, things for her room, a phone and computer. She even started to lose track and couldn't imagine how much money he must be spending on her.
Maddy especially loved being able to get so many new clothes, and her dad never seemed to care what anything cost. She got a lot of things she'd always wanted, and she was also sure to choose things she knew her father would love to see her wear. It seemed like every day that went by she was making an effort to wear something even more revealing than the day before. Sam obviously loved looking at his newly reunited daughter, and even better, the two were growing closer and more loving every day. As for herself, Maddy knew she was hopelessly in love with her amazing dad, and she was pretty sure he felt the same way about her.
A couple of times, once very early, the other time very late, she saw her father out naked on the balcony. Being on the top floor of the building, there was no way anyone could see him. Maddy realized her dad must have liked going naked out there, and now with her in the condo he didn't want to flaunt it in front of her. She could see that his body was nicely tanned without lines to interrupt. She also saw his cock. Both times it was semi-erect, and the second time, which was the early morning event, he actually stood up on the balcony and touched his growing cock.
Watching from a corner of her bedroom window, Maddy's pulse raced as she spied on her father caressing his cock, stroking it to a fully man-sized erection. She watched him stroke it for a couple of minutes while her pussy heated and started to drip honey. Her fingers were almost instantly working her slit as she watched, aching to be out there with him, pleasing his big, luscious dad cock for him. She knew it was what she was meant to do.
But Sam went back inside. His daughter heard him in the hall and going into the bathroom. The shower started running, and Maddy was sure he was in there stroking his cock and dying to know what made him hard. She went back to bed and fingered her pussy while she imagined her father stroking his beautiful dick to thoughts of her.
Meanwhile, Maddy loved living with her father, except that every night when she lay in bed by herself she started to feel alone knowing Sam was lying alone in his own bed just across the hall. It just didn't seem right that they were in separate beds.
Finally, after a couple of weeks, Maddy was ready to go crazy. She lay in bed that night with a hot, aching pussy, tossing and turning and completely unable to fall asleep. She decided she couldn't bear to pass another night without being close to her dad.
Maddy got up to put on something that would make her father take notice. Out of the new clothes he'd recently bought for her, she put on a white, see-through tank top that was cropped just a couple of inches past her firm, enormous tits. Then she put on a lacy, pink thong. With her heart pounding, she went across the hall into his bedroom and got into his bed, hugging his big, hard body from behind. Sam stirred awake and asked her what she was doing there.
"I had a bad dream," she lied. "I was afraid to stay alone."
Sam groaned sleepily but turned onto his back and looped an arm around his daughter's shoulders, holding her close to his side. Maddy's tits squashed against his body.
"I guess we have years' worth of bad dreams to make up for," her dad said.
He was only wearing a tight pair of briefs, and Maddy couldn't help throwing her leg across the man's body. She had his dick right under her thigh.
"Maddy? What are you wearing?" he asked.
"Oh, just one of the tops and new panties you got me. Do you like them?" She got upright on her knees to let him see what she was wearing. He looked at her in the dark, but then turned on his bedside lamp to take a better look. Despite the fact that she just woke him up, his eyes were eating her up like a piece of sweet, juicy candy. Maddy shivered to have him looking at her that way.
"Yes, baby, I do like them. You look amazing. You look amazing in everything I've seen you wear since we went shopping."
Maddy's nipples hardened at the sound of her father's compliment, and the way he was looking at them was making them throb. She could tell he also liked her panties, which barely covered the full width of her smooth mound. Even though he'd already seen her bare pussy, it made her heart skip to let him see her in an outfit she picked out especially with him in mind.
"Thank you, Daddy," she said, almost shyly. "I like it when you think I'm pretty."
"You're much more than just pretty, baby," he told her. "Why don't you show me how those panties look from the back?"
Maddy simply replied to her father's request with a giggle, and then she turned around to let him see how the lacy thong ran down between the beautifully rounded cheeks of her ass. She looked back over her shoulder to see his reaction. He was staring at her basically naked ass and he now hand his hand on top of the bulge in the crotch of his briefs, lightly squeezing.
"You like it this way, too, Daddy?"
"Just perfect, baby," he sighed.
Maddy gave her dad another minute to check out her ass and rub his bulge which was quickly getting bigger.
"C'mere, baby," he told her. "I think we have a couple of things we really need to talk about."
Maddy turned around and sat cross-legged next to him. He didn't stop rubbing the hard bulge in his briefs and she had a hard time looking anywhere but at his hand on his cock. And the more he kept staring at her tits the more she just wanted to push them up to his face.
"What do you want to talk about, Dad?"
"I want to know what happened to make your mother kick you out."
Maddy stiffened. "I sorta thought you knew about that."
Sam smiled, making the girl feel more at ease, although she didn't know how she could tell him what happened.
"Your mother just called you names and told me she was finished dealing with you," he said. His hand was still lightly rubbing his cock, which was just as hard as ever in his briefs.
"Umm, names?"
"Mhmm. I believe she used the word slut. Quite a few times. So I know there had to be a reason. Something must have happened."
"Do you think I'm a slut, Dad?"
"We're still getting to know each other, sweetheart, so I don't really know. I can tell you like to dress slutty, though."
He was smiling about that. Maddy was happy he didn't think it was a bad thing. "That's for you, Daddy," she said.
"I had a feeling that's why," he admitted. "But it still doesn't explain your mother's attitude, except for the fact that she's crazy."
Maddy giggled and relaxed a lot more. "Well, um, I guess something did kinda happen to make her say that," the girl admitted.
"I had a feeling about that, too," her father said, his hand still openly rubbing the huge bulge in his briefs.
"Yeah," Maddy stalled, not knowing how to admit what happened. "She, um, sorta caught me doing something with Phil, her boyfriend now."
"Something? Can you be a little more specific?"
"Are you sure you won't hate me if I say?"
"Baby, no matter what it was, you're still my daughter. I'm still your father. I love you and nothing will ever change that."
"Yeah, tell Mom."
"No thanks. The less I have to talk to her the better."
Maddy giggled at that. "Okay. Well. I was sort of, errrr, sucking Phil's, ya know, thing, when Mom came home at the wrong time and caught me."
Sam chuckled. "His thing?"
Maddy felt downright dorky. "Okay, okay. His, um, cock."
Her father grinned. "So your mother caught you sucking her boyfriend's cock and kicked you out. And now, here you are living with your dad."
"Okay, yeah. That's the short version. You're not gonna hate me now, right?"
"Of course not, baby."
He touched her leg with his free hand, gently rubbing her thigh. She felt reassured, but even more turned on.
"Do you like sucking cock?" he father asked, calm but bold.
Maddy stiffened again. It was one thing to confess getting caught by her mom, but how was a girl supposed to admit to her own father that sucking a hard dick made her pussy drip?
"I haven't done it that much," she said.
"Mhmm, but that doesn't answer my question. It's okay if you do. I mean, I'd hate to think of you doing it if you don't like it."
"Well, I guess I do like it," she admitted.
"That's okay, baby. Actually, I think it's pretty amazing you like cock so much."
"Really?"
"Really. Except, you're my daughter. And you're so beautiful, and I hate the idea of ever sharing you with another man."
Maddy gasped softly. Then her father pulled the elastic waist band of his briefs down below his cock, exposing his big, throbbing pole.



"Oh, my god," the girl whispered as she stared at his cock. She hardly knew what was happening when he took hold of her wrist and brought her hand to his. She curled her fingers around his shaft automatically and began stroking him.
"Ohhh, baby, yessss," her father sighed. "I've been dreaming of this since the second I saw you standing in the doorway."
Sam pushed his briefs further down while Maddy felt his cock, then she helped him pull them off all the way. Her pussy was practically in spasms now that she was sitting next to her completely naked dad. She started stroking his dick again while he reached up to fondle her tits through the thin, see-through top she had on. Even though the top was wafer-thin, Maddy quickly pulled it off so she could feel her dad's hands right on the flesh of her big, warm, smooth tits. It felt like nothing else.
It was hard to believe she was sitting there stroking her dad's huge hard on while he fondled her bare tits. It wasn't long before he was oozing slippery goo from his knob.
Sam then pulled Maddy down beside him by her arm. He turned to her and started kissing her deeply. His cock was rubbing against her body while he drove his tongue into her mouth and spent a long time fondling her tits. But his hand eventually moved lower, moving around to grasp at her ass, feeling her tight cheeks left exposed by her thong. Maddy got her hand back around the shaft of her dad's cock at the first opportunity. She loved the way he throbbed in her hand, not to mention how long and thick his sturdy rod was.
She would have happily taken her father's intense kisses all night. She loved the way his tongue explored her mouth, but there was something else she was dying to taste just as much. Anxious to please him, Maddy moved down between Sam's legs as he rolled onto his back and opened his legs wide enough for his daughter to get between them. She felt him watching her every move as she knelt with her ass in the air and her face right up to her dad's swollen cock.
She licked her father's balls first. She loved the way he kept them shaved and smooth. She sucked each one gently before sliding her tongue up the length of his pulsing shaft, then taking the thickly ridged dome into her mouth. There was already so much precum coating his knob and she savored the taste, eagerly sucking as more and more came oozing from the little piss slit at the tip.
Sam moaned with pleasure, and Maddy felt her face burning with excitement as she gazed up at her father with loving eyes and bobbed her head up and down his delicious pole. Just having his hot cock flesh in her mouth was making her pussy flush and drip harder every minute. But the best part of all was seeing the look on his face as he watched her moist lips slip and slide along his rock hard shaft. The pleasure she was giving him was all over his face and his chest was rising and falling with his deep breath.
Maddy had never had that much cock in her mouth before. There was too much for her to take all the way down, so she kept her hand going up and down his huge stalk in tandem with her mouth.
"So good, baby," Sam groaned. "Such a good girl sucking Daddy's cock so good. You're Daddy's girl from now on, angel. Just mine. Your mouth is just for Dad."
If words alone could have made Maddy cum she would've exploded hearing her father's loving compliment. It pleased her to know she could make him feel so good, and she was happy that he wanted her all to himself. It was her life's dream come true.
Maddy would've happily kept sucking her father's cock until he filled her mouth with cum, but he reached down to pull her off, and then guide her up so they were face to face and she was straddling him. Her pussy was against his cock while he took hold of her skimpy panties and started pushing them down. As soon as she got them all the way off she had her wet pussy grinding back down on his hot shaft.
He started kissing her again while he cupped her heavy tits in his large hands and massaged them. Maddy whimpered joyfully into his mouth and rubbed her slippery pussy lips along his thick shank until her dad finally broke up their kiss.
"Take Daddy's dick and put it in your pussy, baby girl," he told her in growly tone. "Ride it like a good girl. Like Daddy's girl."
Madison followed her father's instructions eagerly, reaching down for his cock and plugging the round tip into the opening of her hole. As she ground her pussy onto his rod, taking the thick prod deeper into her creamy, young hole, she couldn't believe the delicious feeling of being so full.
"Ohhh, ohhhh, Daaaaad," she cooed. "Am I your only girl? I swear I'll just fuck and suck you better than anyone else."
"Always, angel baby," Sam groaned as he drove upward with his hips, thrusting the full length of his cock into his moaning daughter.
Maddy's tits heaved and shook as she started to ride her father's huge prick. She never felt anything scrape the inner walls of her pussy the way his fat organ was. He was thrusting back at her as she rode him, fondling her tits and sucking her thick nipples. But he soon sent one hand down along her body until he reached behind her and snuggled the tip of his finger against her asshole.
While Sam teased the girl's rimhole, she managed to keep riding him even though his finger was make her shake and quiver. His finger searched the rim of her pussy hole around his cock and smeared her flowing fuck honey up around her rosette. When he had the tiny rim slick with juice, he began to push his finger up inside her ass. He was patient as he filled his daughter's asshole with his finger, giving her time to adjust before giving her more, and then beginning a gentle fucking motion in and out.
"Ohhhh Daddy, fuck!" she cried. "Yessss! Fill me up in both my holes!"
Never had Maddy ever felt like she belonged to anyone so much as that moment, belonging completely to her father. She loved feeling his finger in her ass along with his cock in her pussy. And with him going back and forth between her nipples, sucking them deep and hard into his mouth, she felt the most powerful climax of her life ripple through her body. The walls of her pussy clamped tightly around his huge, throbbing cock. Suddenly he was thrusting up hard, fucking her so her entire body was bouncing along with his. The hot splash of his hard spurting cum went off inside her until she was breathless.
"Ohhh, Daddy," the girl sighed as she lay down with her face against his bare chest, his cock still buried inside her. "I love you so much."
"I love you too, angel baby."
She soon drifted to sleep atop her dad's body. The next thing she knew there was light coming in the window. She only then realized she was lying on her back, feeling the most delicious sensation between her legs. When she looked down, she discovered her father lying between her thighs licking her pussy. Her clit was already hard and swollen.
"Rise and shine, baby angel," he said with a grin.
Then Sam pushed her legs upward, exposing her asshole along with her dripping wet slit. He spent a long time lapping away at her asshole and pussy, driving her to her first climax of the day. Then he was climbing over her, pushing his cock into her aching pussy before she could say good morning daddy. He drove his cock into her body with long, hard thrusts, pumping and fucking her until she was cumming just as hard as he made her cum the night before.
Sam kept going until he filled his daughter's raw, wet pussy with another load of hot daddy cum, making her feel happier than ever before. Her body never felt so good before, and she'd never felt this loved or wanted.
Maddy and her father belonged completely to each other now. Neither one of them would ever need anyone else, and the girl knew she was finally at home for the first time in her life.
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Keri was known to be a sound sleeper by the friends who had sleepovers with her, as well as by her single father, Rex. But the real truth was that the pretty eighteen year old was a very light sleeper who often got up at night and tip toed around the house. Sometimes it was just to go in the kitchen and get a snack or something to drink. Yet inevitably she would open her father's bedroom door and pad quietly around his room while he slept deeply.
The father and daughter were alike in so many ways, but not about sleeping. Rex would continue sleeping even when Keri pulled the sheet off him and look at his big, strong body. Usually he slept in his tight fitting boxers, but once in a while that sheet would come down off his body and he'd be completely naked. Since Keri made a regular habit out of watching her father sleep, she'd seen his cock in pretty much every condition, from flaccid to rock hard. She loved seeing it in whatever way. She was not only in love with her dad, but he had a beautiful cock that she never got tired of looking at. It only made her love him even more. It made her love him in a special way she couldn't admit to anyone, not even him. He was the reason she'd never had a boyfriend, and probably never would.
Those times Keri found her father in bed with a full-blown erection she wondered how he could go on sleeping. But she also knew he was hard because he was probably dreaming about something hot and naughty, and she was dying to know what kinds of dirty visions got her handsome daddy's dick that big and hard? She was dying to know if he ever dreamt about her, his own daughter. She certainly did everything she could to get him to pay attention to her.
There were so many outfits she wore only for him that she wouldn't dream of wearing out of the house, and she could tell he liked the way she looked in them. She noticed he also looked at her friends, which always made her jealous. Some of Keri's friends were among the prettiest girls in their town, though Keri herself was easily in that category, too, so she couldn't really blame him even if she didn't like it. The thing was that if Keri caught him looking at her braless boobs wobbling loose in a tank top her dad would just do something to pretend he wasn't looking. But he even flirted sometimes with her friends, and Keri would just suffer her pangs of jealousy in silence.
Keri's body was every bit as hot as any of her friends. Maybe even more so. Her tits might not be the biggest in her circle, but she knew damn well they were the nicest, and plenty big enough to fill the big, strong hands of a man like her dad and then some. She also had a curvy ass that wasn't too big, and legs that looked great in anything she wore. With her friends, they either had one or the other, but not many of them had the combination of qualities she had. Plus, her hair was such a light, sandy brown it was almost blonde.
Tyla was Keri's best friend, or so she thought until the last time she slept at their house a few weeks ago. Being the same age as Keri, and in the same class, the two had been close friends for a long time. Tyla and Keri trusted each other enough to share their deepest secrets with each other, even the sexiest ones. And it was Tyla that Keri could pull off her panties and spread her legs to finger herself in front of when their intimate conversations got them both wet. The two had fingered themselves in front of each other countless times. For that matter, they had fingered each other almost as much. It was also together that they indulged in the joyous feeling of having their wet pussies licked and sucked on by someone who wouldn't go around telling anyone.
In fact, the very same night that Keri discovered her best friend was keeping a deep, dark secret from her, they had spent a long time exploring each other's smoothly shaven pussy with their tongues while Keri's father was down in the living room watching TV.
Keri actually loved eating her best friend's pussy. Tyla was a really petite girl. She was really beautiful and had a world class ass with thick, firm shapely legs. She was also a vicious tease who loved wearing skirts that were always too short or too tight, or skintight shorts that would let the world see the pouty shape of her camel toe. Keri often teased Tyla about dressing like a slut. It was only in fun, and Tyla always admitted with a naughty giggle that she'd happily be a slut a for the right guy. Little did Keri know her friend had already found her man.
On the fateful night, Tyla probably assumed Keri would go out like a light for the whole night after giving her a huge orgasm, but the girl with the longer, darker brown hair didn't know her friend as well as she thought. After the girls both had a nice cum, they both only pretended to fall asleep, still naked. There was plenty of room for two in Keri's comfy, queen sized bed, and after lying there for the longest time, she felt Tyla gently poke her, making sure she was asleep. Then the other girl got out of bed, being careful to keep from jostling the mattress.
Tyla left the room too quickly to have time to put the shorts and tank top back on that she'd changed into for bed earlier. Keri lay in bed and waited. Why would Tyla go out naked around the house in the middle of the night? If she were going downstairs for a drink or something Keri would have heard the stairs creak. But she didn't. The upstairs hallway was carpeted so Tyla was being totally silent on her bare feet. Maybe she was just going to the bathroom and didn't think it was such a big risk to go down the hall naked while Rex was fast asleep in his room by now.
But as Keri waited, too much time went by for a trip to the bathroom. Yet still there had been no creak on the stair. There was only one other room upstairs, and that was her father's room so Tyla had to either be in there or in the bathroom. But her friend had no business going into her father's room. It had to be the bathroom. Maybe Tyla didn't feel good. If it was bad enough, maybe they'd even have to cancel the day trip the three of them were planning to go on the following day, the whole reason Tyla was spending the night in the first place. Rex was driving them to a popular water park a couple of hours away to celebrate the end of the school year.
Keri finally decided to get up and go see if Tyla was okay. But some unexplained instinct made her follow the other girl's path out of the room just as stealthily. Also still as naked as Tyla, Keri padded carefully into the hall only to find the bathroom door hanging all the way open with no light on. Obviously, the room was completely empty. However, there was a dim light in the hall coming from Rex's room. Keri's heart started beating harder with fear when she realized that's where Tyla had to be. The blonde tip toed silently to where her father's door was hanging open a few inches.
It was all Keri could do to keep from shrieking when she saw her supposedly best friend cuddling up to her equally naked father. Rex had his arm around Tyla, and they were kissing while the she was stroking her hand up and down his hard, fully swollen man cock. Keri almost felt like her entire world had just collapsed, but at the same time her dad's cock was bigger and harder than she'd ever seen it before. And even though he had his tongue deep in her best friend's mouth, she could hear him moaning softly.
Keri's whole body felt like it was on fire with jealous rage, but she couldn't ignore the nearly instant tingle of sensation in her hairless pussy. Her father's dick had never looked so amazing the other times she'd seen it, and she was fascinated by the slight up and down bobbing of his balls while her friend stroked his thick shaft. There was dew flushing over her pussy lips before she knew what was happening.
Rex reached for Tyla's pert tits with his other hand and started feeling them, making the girl moan quietly and grind her bare pussy against his side. He even rocked his hips a little like he was fucking the teenager's hand.
Keri was caught in a storm of feelings. On one hand, if one of her friends was going to end up fooling around with her dad, it was better it was Tyla than anyone else. On the other, he was her dad and that meant he kind of belonged to her, didn't he? She was the one who loved him the most. It was Keri who was there for him every day, and even more so since her mother left. And yet her dad deserved to have a hot girl who'd do anything to please him. It would be so selfish to deny him that. It was weird, but Keri thought it should be her more than anyone, not despite, but because she was his daughter. Yeah, it didn't really make sense, but that was how she felt. Yet she knew her dad would probably never let it happen no matter how much she wanted it.
Once the shock subsided and turned into pure excitement, Keri realized that seeing Tyla with her dad was giving her a good idea of what she herself would've looked like being with him. God, how she wanted that to be her hand going up and down his fat hard on making him moan his pleasure into his own daughter's mouth.
The kiss eventually broke apart. "I can't wait to suck that huge cock, Daddy," Tyla whispered.
Keri almost shrieked again when she heard her friend call her father Daddy. Yet she had dreamed of saying those very same words at least a thousand times.
"It's probably better if we just do that," Rex whispered back. "We all have to get up early tomorrow, and Keri's just in the other room."
"Yeah, but she's sleeping. You know how she is when she goes out."
"I know, baby, but we shouldn't be careless and take too many chances. Keri would be upset if she caught us."
"She'd be jealous," Tyla giggled a little too loudly. "I think she wants you as much as you want her."
Keri's heart nearly stopped. She was barely aware of her hand slowly drifting between her warm, silky thighs, then her fingers dragging along the wet lips of her pussy.
"I can't believe that. I'm her father. She'd probably be devastated if she knew what I really feel. I'm counting on you to keep our little secret, okay?"
"I know, Daddy. You can count on me. Except you'd probably be surprised what she thinks."
"Hmm, do you know something I don't?" Rex asked.
"Not really. It's just I know my best friend, and I see the way she acts around you. But I don't want her to hate me, either. She's my best friend and I'd feel really bad."
"Yeah, well since I can't have her, and you can't have your dad, at least we have each other."
"Mmmm, and I get this big, hot cock," Tyla giggled.
Keri rubbed her clit while she watched her best friend move onto her knees and lean over her father's cock. Rex sighed with pleasure as Tyla gripped his shaft at the base and began licking the rest, bathing every exposed inch with her tongue and lips.
The blonde girl in the hallway was stunned, not to mention dripping wet. She had no idea Tyla was that much at ease sucking a man's cock. She had to have learned her skills with Rex. If it had been anyone else Keri would know about it.
Tyla soon had the fat, round head of Rex's cock between her lips as she sucked her way down his shaft. She moved her hand up and down along with her sucking mouth, and Keri's father was fighting to muffle his groans of pleasure. At the same time, he had his hand between Tyla's legs, rubbing her pussy while she kept her amazing ass raised up for him.
Keri couldn't see exactly what her father was doing with his fingers, but Tyla was moaning contentedly around the man's throbbing cock. The blonde couldn't imagine how amazing it would feel to have him fingering her pussy instead of Tyla's. But then he was doing something different, and Tyla rose up off his dick.
"Ohhhh, Daddy, you know I love when you finger fuck my ass," she cooed.
Keri actually started to cum when she discovered her father was fucking her best friend's asshole with his finger. She couldn't believe herself. She should've felt ashamed for even watching them, but they were obviously keeping a huge secret from her, too, so it kind of made them even. All the young blonde could do was recover as quickly as she could and then keep rubbing her clit while Tyla took the man's cock back in her mouth.
Rex moaned more and more deeply while Tyla's mouth bobbed steadily up and down his rigid fuckpole. His hand kept moving at the same time, keeping his finger pumping stroke after stroke into the girl's back channel. Keri was soon close to cumming again, but she waited. She held on until she watched her father grunt and pump his spurting cock hard into the other girl's mouth. Tyla didn't let a drop of Rex's cum escape, and Keri came even harder than the first time.
The blonde tip toed back to her room, knowing Tyla would be coming back anytime. She got back into bed and relaxed her whole body and adjusted her breathing to look like she was asleep. It was a skill she'd perfected with a lot of practice, especially during car rides where she would pretend to be sleeping while her mother and father quietly argued about Rex paying more attention to his daughter than his wife.
It seemed like a long time before Tyla got back, and by then Keri was asleep for real.
*
In the morning, it was up to Rex to wake up the girls and get them going so they could be on the road in good time. It took a few seconds for Keri to realize they were both still naked while her father was standing there jostling the bed to get them up.
"Oh my god, Dad, we're naked!" Keri cried, yet without bothering to cover herself.
Tyla sat up awake. "I bet you like it, Mr. Johnson," she said with a giggle.
Rex rolled his eyes, but Keri saw him take a good look at both their shaven pussies and both girls' tits. The blonde suddenly felt proud and a little competitive to see her dad was impressed by his daughter's tits being bigger than Tyla's.
"Never mind that," Rex tried to pass off Tyla's suggestive statement. "It's time to get ready. Don't you guys want to have fun today?"
Keri knew what kind of fun they were all probably thinking about but not talking about. Meanwhile, Rex finally left the two naked beauties to get dressed and ready to go. There wasn't all that much to do to get ready. Both girls had new bikinis to show off for the first time. Tyla had a gold, string bikini that left at least half of her bubble shaped ass cheeks exposed. Keri's was also a string bikini. It was black, but even though it covered more of her ass it still showed off her shape to a T. In Keri's case, it was her bigger, rounder tits that were barely contained in the well stretched top.
As usual, the girls teased each other about dressing like sluts, but Keri was thinking about what her father would think when he saw them. Meanwhile, each girl pulled on a pair of denim cutoffs and a tank top. They each carried a shoulder bag as they went downstairs to find Keri's father all ready to go in a pair of shorts, a T shirt and carrying an insulated bag full of snacks and sandwiches.
The ride ended up going by quickly, despite most of it being in silence, with both girls sitting in the back seat. Keri couldn't stop thinking about everything she'd seen and heard the night before. She still didn't know quite how to feel about it, even though her default setting felt like jealousy. Yet she knew she still loved her friend. Nor did she know what to do about all of this new knowledge, or even if she was supposed to do anything. But she didn't know how she would ever be the same after seeing her father's amazing cock in its full glory. It looked so good the way that big shaft pulsed and jumped while her father poured his spurting cum into Tyla's mouth. And Tyla had looked like she was in heaven as she swallowed down every drop. Keri knew she wanted to feel that for herself.
For part of the ride the girls both had their ear buds in while they listened to music, but then Keri noticed Tyla take hers out and start talking to Rex. Keri looked out the window like she wasn't paying any attention to them, and with her phone hidden between her hip and the door, she muted the volume on her buds.
"Hey, be careful," Keri heard her father say.
"It's okay. She's listening to music. She can't hear a thing we're saying," Tyla said.
Then Tyla turned toward Keri and started calling her name loudly. Keri just kept looking out the window pretending she didn't hear her.
"See?" Tyla said to Rex. "She can't hear me tell you how I can't wait to get your big cock in my pussy."
Rex chuckled. "You're terrible."
"Oh really? Last night you said I was good."
"It's possible to be both, you know."
"Mhmmm," the girl agreed in a purring tone. "But Daddy. You know I always love sucking your huge dad cock, buuuuut, I reeeeally need to get that beautiful rod in my pussy again. It's been way too long."
"I know, I know, but we've gotta be really careful."
"Yeah, I know. I just hate it." Then Tyla's voice dropped lower. "I miss the way you cum in me."
"Baby, the last time was only a few days ago," Rex told her.
"Yeah, but that feels like forever."
"I know, baby. It does for me, too."
"Just promise me you'll find a way, okay? Please?"
"I will, I promise," he said. "I need it just as much as you."
Keri felt her blood boil as she eaves dropped on her father and best friend promising each other they'd find a way to fuck again as soon as they could. Yet at the same time her pussy was broiling with sensation. She couldn't believe Tyla was practically begging her dad to cum in her pussy. Again?! How many times had he already filled the other girl's core with his sperm? And why couldn't she feel that herself? At first, she barely thought about how fertile both her and Tyla's pussies were. But as her mind wandered through the whole, crazy situation, she ended up with an image of herself and her best friend with big, swollen baby bumps, both of them carrying babies that would be half siblings. Both fathered by her own father.
Looking at it one way, it seemed so sweet and beautiful, but it was just too impossible. Things like that just didn't happen to regular people like her. But then it hardly seemed regular to be overhearing her friend practically begging to get fucked by her father.
Keri finally turned the music back up and tried to put her mind on something else. She couldn't wait to get to the park and blow off some steam. But the thought of her father plowing that big, hard cock into her best friend's pussy kept invading her thoughts. Her own pussy was aching to be filled, and not by some ditzy guy her own age. She wanted her father, and yet there was nothing she could do about it.
Their day at the park was fun, but not without its frustrations. Keri was happy to see that her father very much appreciated the way she looked in her new bikini. She caught him looking at the way her top cupped her bouncy, round tits at least a dozen times, and every time it made her nipples swell with pride. But even though Tyla's were smaller, Rex had plenty of attention for hers, too. It was hard for Keri to criticize, though. She liked her friend's perky tits just as much, and she'd probably sucked them even more times than her father ever had.
Tyla was flirting shamelessly with Rex every time they came near him. Keri even caught the other girl groping her dad's cock through his suit under the water. She almost told her friend to be more careful in public, but she didn't want either of them to know that she knew what they were up to.
Then there was this curvy, raven-haired woman with a dark tan that kept flirting with Rex. She was there with a couple of kids Keri assumed were her own. Rex was nice to her. He was friendly and even flirted back a little bit, but even though he didn't show too much interest, the woman practically hovered around the muscular, handsome father until it was time to call it a day. The woman practically insisted on trading phone numbers, which only earned her icy looks from both Keri and Tyla at the same time.



It was late in the afternoon when they finally went back to the car. Everyone agreed it had been a fun day but a long one, and no one was looking forward to the long ride back home. Rex suggested they find a place where they could all have dinner, then they could get hotel rooms and drive home in the morning. Keri caught the look that went between her father and Tyla. She knew her friend would be sneaking off to her dad's room in the middle of the night to fuck, and all the blonde could do about it was pretend to be sleeping through everything.
Keri almost wished they'd just drive back home after all. But Tyla was going to spend the night again so the same thing would end up happening no matter where they stayed.
But things didn't happen exactly as planned. They did manage to have dinner in a nice place. Being a resort area, they didn't run into any problems getting table with all of them dressed more for the water park than a dinner out. But then they had to go to three places before they could find an available room. Rex tried to get two rooms. One would've been for the girls and one for him, but every place was full until they got to a smaller, cheaper motel on the way out of town. The only room they had was one with two, queen sized beds. Rex took it.
By that time, Keri could tell he really didn't feel like driving all the way home anyway, even if Tyla wouldn't be able to sneak into his room later. But Keri almost felt relieved. This meant her father wouldn't be fucking the other girl. They'd never dare try it in the same room, no matter how soundly they thought the blonde girl would be sleeping. But it also meant that Keri wouldn't be getting her pussy licked, either.
When they got into their room they took turns taking showers. No one felt like putting a damp swimsuit back on so they just covered up with bath towels and laid out their clothes to dry for the next day. Since they hadn't planned to stay over, no one had anything else to change into. Keri liked having her father hang out with them with just a towel around his waist. She loved seeing his solid chest and arms, not to mention the way his cock dented out the front of his towel.
They hung out on their beds and watched a couple of bad movies on TV. Keri caught her father checking out her and Tyla's bare legs. Keri's were longer while Tyla's were on the thick side. They were so shapely and smooth that Keri kept checking her out, too. But the darker haired girl was also shifting into positions that left the bottom of her towel flashing her smooth, bare pussy. And while Keri kept thinking about how much she wanted to lick it, she knew her father was probably thinking of how much he wanted to fuck it. But in the situation they had, no one was going to be doing much of anything.
Rex finally got into his bed, pulling the towel off his body after he got under the blanket. Keri did the same thing, but Tyla just matter-of-factly shed her towel and revealed her naked body before climbing into the same bed as Keri. She had a coy smile on her face, but no one said anything about it.
Keri actually fell asleep after a long wait. She didn't even have to pretend. But sometime later she woke up to the careful movements of Tyla sneaking out of the bed. At first she thought the other girl was just getting up to go to the bathroom, but pretending to be in a supposedly deep sleep, she watched her naked friend go over to the other bed, just a few feet away. She reached under Rex's sheet, and it was obvious the girl was fondling the man's cock.
"Oh yes," Tyla whispered softly. "Already hard for me."
That was when Rex woke up with a mild groan, discovering Tyla's hand on his cock while Keri was supposedly sleeping only a few feet away.
"We can't," he whispered to Tyla.
"It's okay," she whispered back. "You know how she is when she sleeps. We can be quiet, but I need it so bad. Feel how wet I am for you."
Keri could see her father's hand reach out and slide between Tyla's open, rounded thighs. She sighed when his fingers came up against her ready pussy lips and stroked them. Then the blonde girl's father pushed a finger into Tyla's pussy, stroking it in and out while she arched her back and cooed with pleasure. Keri could hardly believe the way her friend could keep stroking her dad's cock while he was slipping his finger in and out of her pussy that way.
But finally, Tyla said: "That's so good, Daddy, but I need something bigger."
"You should go back to bed," the man whispered, but his daughter could tell his heart wasn't in it. Then Tyla leaned over and took his cock into her mouth. Her head started bobbing up and down immediately, and all Keri's father could do was sigh with pleasure. He probably wouldn't have stopped if a parade came through the room, not with his cock in his eighteen year old lover's mouth.
Meanwhile, Keri's young pussy was burning. And she was seething with lust and jealousy. If anyone should be sucking that man's hard cock it should've been her. But at least she had an idea of what she'd look like sucking her dad's rod.
Rex kept fingering Tyla's pussy while she sucked his shaft, but it only went on a couple of minutes before she lifted her head and carefully moved onto his bed, straddling his much larger body. He had his hands on the girl's sweetly jutting tits while she wasted no time in lifting herself up, reaching down for his cock, and then sliding her wet pussy onto his shaft.
Tyla sank down Rex's cock with a muffled moan. Knowing just how big his dick was, Keri was amazed to think there was that much cock now thrust up inside her friend's petite body.
Tyla leaned over and they kissed for a while, but she soon leaned back up and started riding Rex's cock. Keri couldn't believe the way her friend looked as she rose and fell on that throbbing pole. And then her father was rocking his dick back up into his young lover. They looked like porn, except better. And they'd obviously done this enough times before to know how to move together.
Rex was caressing Tyla's tits with both hands while she muffled her moans and rode his cock at a steady pace. Keri watched the whole thing with a throbbing pussy. She dare not try to touch herself for fear of being noticed. Especially because she kept catching her father sneaking looks in her direction. She looked asleep, but her tits were left fully exposed when Tyla moved the sheet to get out of bed. The blonde even wondered if she did it on purpose. Then she got her confirmation when Tyla whispered to Rex.
"It's okay if you wanna look at her tits while you fuck me. They're so nice. I can tell you like them."
The pair fucked each other even harder, still fighting to keep from making too much noise. Keri's dad was now openly staring at her tits while Tyla rode his cock, going faster. When the motion of the girl's hips suddenly went hard and fast, her friend knew she was cumming. She did a good job of holding in her usual moans, but then Rex started grunting and his daughter knew he pumping her best friend's pussy full of cum.
Keri nearly cried. She was dying to touch her pussy as Tyla leaned down let Rex kiss her for a long time, running his hands over her compact curves.
"I needed that so bad, Daddy," Tyla whispered before getting out of his bed and sneaking back into the one she was sharing with Keri.
The blonde waited, but it wasn't long before both her father and Tyla started breathing the right way to indicate they were sleeping. She finally reached for her pussy and started rubbing her aching lips. The sight of the girl beside her in the bed riding her father's cock wouldn't leave her mind. The night before she'd seen her father fill Tyla's mouth with his cum. And just minutes before, he filled her pussy. The perky, young blonde felt like that cum should belong to her.
Keri got out of bed. She could tell Tyla was just pretending to be asleep. The other girl just wasn't as skilled a faker as she. So the blonde girl knew she was probably being watched as she walked around to her father's bed and cautiously pulled the sheet off his naked body while he slept. He was lying on his back with his softened cock resting off to the side. Keri gazed at it, remembering how it looked shoving into Tyla's pussy. She leaned over and chanced licking her father's cock. She didn't care if her friend was watching now. Even if she could never let her father know what she knew, it helped her feel more assertive to show her best friend she wasn't keeping any secrets anymore.
Keri's pussy quivered with excitement when she touched her father's dick with her tongue. At the moment, he tasted like Tyla's pussy, a flavor the young blonde knew intimately. She then took the man's entire, soft cock into her mouth and carefully sucked every trace of her best friend's pussy from his flesh. The mere act of sucking her father's dick, even soft while he slept, was enough to make her heart pound with excitement. Meanwhile, she knew Tyla was probably looking straight at her ass and pussy as she bent over her slumbering dad. She only wished she could've felt the heat of sucking a load of cum out of him. She didn't want to wake him, but she knew where she could finally taste his cum.
When Keri stood back up and turned back to her bed, Tyla wasn't pretending to sleep anymore. The other girl was just watching her blonde friend taste her father's cock with a wide-eyed expression. The darker haired girl knew she'd been busted, but she was obviously stunned by seeing Keri put her own father's cock in her mouth.
It was obvious that neither of them wanted to wake up Rex, so when Keri knelt on the floor by the bed and pushed the other girl's legs open, Tyla didn't make a sound. For that matter, Keri knew her friend never turned down a chance to have her pussy eaten. The blonde was acutely aware of her friend's astonished gaze as she leaned in and began swiping her tongue along her hairless pussy lips. She could instantly taste the tangy change in the flavor of Tyla's freshly fucked pussy. The girl was tasting the traces of her father's cum and it was making her pulse race out of control.
As Keri lapped deeper and harder, it was instantly clear how creamy Rex had left the girl's hole. The hungrily eager young blonde fingered her own heavily dripping pussy with one hand as she drove her tongue deeper and deeper into Tyla's. Keri wasn't even thinking about Tyla's pleasure, but only her own need to feel the taste of her father's cum on her tongue. But the deep probing of Keri's tongue was making the other girl gasp and grind her curvy hips almost the way she had when she was riding Rex's cock.
Tyla's pussy even smelled different after being fucked by the blonde girl's dad. Keri loved every, tangy slurp. But she finally moved her lips over Tyla's clit and sucked, quickly thrusting her fingers into her own pussy and bringing on a hot climax while sucking Tyla to one of her own.
Then the girls lay in bed together, lazily fondling each other's tits.
"How long have you've known?" Tyla asked in faint whisper.
"Since last night," Keri whispered back. "I saw you suck him off."
Tyla apologized for keeping such a big secret, and they promised never to do that again. Either of them.
"Just so you know, I'm gonna take him back," Keri warned her friend. "Especially now that there might be a chance."
"Then maybe you can help me out with my dad. Then we'd both have what we really want."
Keri smiled and kissed her friend deeply on the lips. It wasn't long before they were both finally asleep for real.
*
Keri was the first to wake up in the motel early the next morning. She was still naked, of course, and so were Tyla and her father. And after all their nocturnal activities, everyone's sheets were kicked down to the bottom of their respective beds. The young blonde liked the way it felt to see all of them naked together in the same room, even if the others were just sleeping and would probably scramble to cover up as soon as they woke. In the meantime, Keri just liked the way it felt, like no one was keeping any secrets from anyone else anymore. And there was also the fact that her father's cock was fully swollen and hard as a rock, with his big, thick shaft sticking up against his lower belly.
Everything felt so different this morning. After seeing Tyla suck and fuck that beautiful dad cock Keri had always wanted just for herself, and then getting to put it in her mouth, she didn't think she could ever look at it the same way again. She thought back to the way he'd been looking at her, believing she was asleep while Tyla was riding that cock the night before. He wanted her. He'd even admitted it to her best friend. And if he could let himself fuck Tyla while his own daughter was lying in bed just a few feet away, then there had to be hope that Keri could get what she always wanted.
Gazing across the other girl's naked body, Keri's pussy was soon aching with moist heat as she watched her father's luscious dick pulsing against his body. It wasn't the first time she'd seen him sleeping with a hard on, but she had to wonder what he was dreaming about. And she wondered how he could go on sleeping with his dick throbbing that way.
Keri let her hand drift between her smooth, warm thighs and started to rub her bald pussy as she studied her father's naked body, especially that big, handsome cock. More and more she was learning her father and she were so deeply alike in what they wanted. He and Tyla had probably only started fucking because he really wanted Keri and Tyla really wanted her own dad. Then again, her father and friend were both hot and obviously horny, so there was always that. Even if Tyla was the only one who'd done it, Keri knew she had plenty of other friends who'd easily spread their legs for her father. It always made her jealous, but she was also really proud of having a dad that lots of girls her age wanted.
She couldn't blame Tyla and her dad for wanting to fuck each other every chance they could get, but moving forward was going to be a delicate matter. The other girl had asked Keri's help in getting her own father, but so far it looked like Tyla was the more experienced one in getting an older man's cock in her young pussy. Then again, it was sure different when it was your own father.
Keri pushed a finger into her rapidly creaming slit and kept looking over at her dad. So naked. So hard. The memory of tasting his cum in Tyla's pussy was making her pussy flush her girl cream until her hole and sex lips were coated. But after fingering herself for who knew how long, she pulled her finger out and got out of bed. She padded quietly across the carpet to the bed her father was lying on. It wasn't like the other times she'd snuck into his room and pulled the sheet off his body just so she could take a look. Everything was totally different now.
The naked eighteen year old sat down on the side of her father's bed. She looked back at Tyla to check if she was still asleep, although she didn't care if the other girl woke up and saw what she was about to do. If anything, it would probably give her even more courage. Yet the sight of her father's rock hard cock was giving her courage she never thought she had.
Keri reached for the sleeping man's swollen organ and ran her fingers gently over his burning hot shaft and balls. She loved the way he kept his cock and ballsac shaved as smooth as she kept her pussy. It looked way better, for one thing, and she loved feeling warm skin everywhere she touched. It was the first time she'd ever actually touched her father's dick when it was hard and it felt like the first of all her vivid dreams had just come true.
Rex sighed sleepily while his daughter carefully explored the feel and texture of his rigid member. His balls felt so heavy and warm, and she loved running her fingers around the ridge of his beautiful head.
"Go ahead and lick it. You know you're dying to."
Tyla suddenly whispered to the blonde from the other bed. Keri turned and looked at the other girl. It was good to find her awake. The blonde girl held her father's pulsing dick in her hand while she watched her friend play with her tits with one hand and push the other between her legs.
"I wanna watch you like you got to watch me," Tyla said, still whispering.
"What if he wakes up?" Keri asked, hoping deep inside that he would.
Tyla giggled. "Trust me. He's not gonna say stop."
"Hmm, I guess you should know," the blonde told her.
When Keri leaned over and ran her tongue in a long, wet lick from her father's balls all the way up his shaft to the head, she could hear the other girl whispering again. "Ohh, fuck, you're really doing it."
Keri was no less amazed than her friend was to find herself licking her father's hard cock, especially after dreaming about it forever. Rex's sleepy sighs and moans of pleasure were growing louder as his daughter laved his big cock with her tongue. She finally took hold of his shaft and took the tip of his pole into her mouth. He tasted a lot different now. She'd already sucked the taste of her best friend's pussy off the night before, and now she was tasting the oozing drip of his precum. It wasn't like one was any better than the other, just different. And after tasting the man's cum from Tyla's hole, she couldn't wait to make him spurt a nice, big load of man cream into her mouth.
Going carefully for her first time sucking anything that size, Keri gently moved her moist lips up and down the top half of her father's cock shaft. He moaned with pleasure through his sleep, but she knew it wouldn't be long before he woke up no matter how careful she tried to be. She started sucking harder and a little faster, starting to move her hand up and down the man's thick shaft along with her lips.
Rex's groans deepened. Keri looked up at his face as she sucked. She could tell he was awake now, but he still hadn't opened his eyes. The feel of her of father's throbbing flesh in her mouth was intoxicating, even more so because of the pleasure she knew she was giving him. And also because she knew Tyla was watching every second of a girl sucking her own father's cock for the first time. Keri almost felt bad for her now, knowing how much the other girl really wanted her father more than anyone else. And from the sounds Tyla was making, Keri knew she was fingering her pussy the whole time. The blonde knew her friend's moans and sighs of pleasure as well as she knew her own.
"Oh my god, Keri, what are you doing?" Rex suddenly groaned, having just opened his eyes to discover the girl sucking his morning wood wasn't the one he expected.
But Keri didn't stop. She only started sucking harder and plunging her lips further onto his throbbing pole. He just groaned more deeply, which let her know he got the message she wasn't going to stop. Then she saw him look over at the other bed where Tyla had her legs open and her fingers playing in her excited pussy. She moaned louder and deeper now that Rex was awake and giving her an audience to finger herself for. Obviously, he wasn't about to question his own daughter sucking his hard rod in front of Tyla while she fingering herself and watching every move.
Rex just relaxed and took what his baby girl was so eager to give him. Keri's pussy was dripping as she felt her father's gaze on her. She didn't have as much experience sucking cock as Tyla, but she'd watched and studied and put her best efforts into pleasing that big, delicious cock in her mouth.
"Oh, fuck, I never saw anything this hot," Tyla cooed, shoving a pair of fingers steadily in and out of her wide open pussy.
Keri caught the coy grin on her father's face just before he took a handful of her hair and lifted her head off his cock. He pulled the girl upward so she was straddling his body while he kissed her hard and deep with his tongue. When she felt the way his hands roamed her body she could tell he'd been wanting to feel her forever. He kneaded and caressed her curves, groping her ass and squeezing her warm, round tits. Then he started to finger her pussy with one hand and she practically melted all over the bed.



The gasping young blonde felt completely overwhelmed with need. Her father's mutual need for her was intense and obvious, yet the girl was sure he was also getting excited because Tyla was watching. It was just as arousing for Keri. It felt like father and daughter claiming each other before a witness made it that much more real.
Keri whimpered and moaned as her father plunged a pair of fingers in and out of her slick pussy channel. Tyla was moaning just as loud. Meanwhile, Rex's cock was hard and swollen to it furthest limit as his pretty, blonde daughter hovered over it. And as good as the man's experienced fingers felt plumbing her slippery hole, the girl was eager to feel that thick shaft pushing up inside her. But then, she almost forgot where she was as she kissed her father back. Her mind was in a whirl as his tongue swept through her mouth and played with hers.
Suddenly, Keri reared back and gasped while a hard climax tore through her delectable young body, her luscious tits heaving to the shudders rocking her form. Barely having time to recover, she felt herself being guided backward with her father's thick arms around her. He was controlling her movement completely, and she thought she knew just what was coming next, yet she never felt so safe and loved as she did with her daddy's arms holding her.
Now their positions were completely switched, with Rex hovering over his naked daughter. His cock shaft was touching her bald pussy, hinting at what he was getting ready to take. He was looking at her with an expression she never saw on his face before. There was a mixture of love and lust in his eyes that made her pussy ache like never before. Or maybe it was just the way her father's fat cock was mashing against the very top of her slit.
"Are you sure this is what you want, baby?" he said, already moving the blunt tip of his cock to her entrance.
"Do it, Mr. J," Tyla said breathlessly, eager to answer for her friend. "Give her that cock. She wants it more than anything."
Keri looked up at her dad and nodded. "It's true, Daddy," she cooed softly. "Make me all yours."
"I love you, sweet one," the man said as he began pushing his hard, hot cock shaft into his daughter's slippery tunnel.
Keri could hardly breathe as she felt the biggest thing she ever had in her pussy go deeper and deeper and deeper. From inside her hot, creaming pussy, her father's cock felt even bigger and harder than it looked or even felt in her hand.
But as Rex began slipping his rod in and out of Keri's pussy, Tyla brought the other hand to her clit and started rubbing her button furiously. The slippery strokes of her father's rigid cock made the young blonde's body go limp temporarily. The man's swollen flesh was touching places inside her she didn't even know she had.
"Ohhhh, fuck," Tyla moaned, pumping her fingers ever harder and faster into her wet hole.
"Ohhh, Daaaaad, fuck," Keri cooed in heat.
The young blonde found herself gazing up at her father's intense face as he stared back, fucking her cream-slick pussy hole with long, hard thrusts. He was soon thrusting so hard he was making her body rock on the bed, causing her pert tits to quiver and shake. He leaned over to suck on the tips now and then, but most of the time he hovered over her and stared at her like he couldn't believe he was actually fucking his own daughter.
For that matter, Keri could hardly believe the amazing cock that was pumping into her pussy was her own dad's. But there he was, right there looking down at her like she was the only girl on Earth.
If Tyla hadn't cried out through both orgasms she had while Keri and Rex were fucking, the father and daughter might've forgotten she was even there. But both of the other girl's climaxes set Keri off on two of her own. And with the second one, her father growled and pumped his cock furiously into her hole, filling her channel with a long series of hot cum bursts.
Afterwards, Rex cuddled his daughter as long as they could until they had enough time for showers before checkout time. Since they hadn't planned to stay over, they had to wear the same clothes from yesterday, except the girls both put their shorts and tank tops back on without wearing their bikinis underneath.
The ride home was very different from the day before. No one had any secrets anymore. The girls started out riding together in the back seat, but then Rex pulled off the road and stopped where the three could have a nice early lunch. Keri and Tyla took off to the girls' room together where they spent most of the time talking about everything that had happened. There wasn't any jealousy between the two girls, but the blonde was now much more possessive toward her dad. It was all Tyla's idea that Keri ride in front with her father and give him a sweet surprise on the last part of the ride.
"I was gonna do that when we get home," Keri said, despite being excited by her friend's idea.
"Yeah, but your dad's gonna drop me off at my house and I wanna watch," Tyla replied with a wicked grin.
The blonde giggled. "You're such a perv!"
When they went back to the car, Rex looked curiously at his daughter when she got into the front seat to ride next to him. He glanced back at Tyla, who only gave him a coy smile. Keri could tell her father knew something was up, but he was smiling about it. They rode a while in silence and had only gotten another ten miles or so before Keri reached over between her father's legs and started fondling the bulge in his shorts. His smile grew bigger, and so did the bulge under his daughter's hand.
"Are you trying to make me drive off the road?" Rex asked the girl.
"Of course not, Daddy," the young blonde snickered. "I'm just kinda touching you a little. You can still drive."
Before, when Rex was fucking her, Keri had felt excited having her best friend watching, but there was also the courage factor. Tyla's presence hadn't inhibited them at all. If anything, it had helped her have the confidence to go through with it. But now, feeling her dad's cock grow steadily harder under her groping hand in front of Tyla was just pure fun.
Keri unzipped her father's shorts and took his cock out. She kept stroking him, making him grow longer and thicker while he drove. Then, following Tyla's naughty suggestion from back in the girls' room at the restaurant, Keri leaned over and started sucking the man's fully excited cock.
Rex moaned and sighed with pleasure, but he managed to keep driving without any trouble. He kept going several more miles with his daughter's head bobbing up and down in his lap. Keri loved the way it felt to suck her father's delicious cock in a moving car. It felt like she was giving him something special. But after a while, she could feel that her dad was pulling the car off the road. She lifted her head to see he was driving into a deserted parking lot in what looked like some kind of factory complex that was closed for the weekend.
When Rex stopped between a pair of buildings that kept the car hidden from the main road he shut off the engine. "Your mouth feels so good, baby, I want to be able to relax and enjoy your special gift," he told her.
Keri was still stroking his rigid dick. It was wet and slippery from her mouth and her hand was slipping and sliding up and down his rod with ease. The way he called her cocksucking a special gift made her pulse leap.
"I love you, Dad," she told him. "I always wanna make you feel special."
"I love you too, pumpkin."
But even as he was still speaking, Keri leaned down to take her father's cock back into her mouth. She loved hearing the deep groan he made when her lips first slipped over the head of his prick and went halfway down his long shaft. As she started moving her head up and down, she used her hand to caress the bottom end of his shaft.
While the girl was steadily sucking his cock, Rex reclined his seat all the way back. Keri could now see that Tyla had her shorts off and her tank pushed up above her tits. She was playing with her nipples with one hand and stroking her wet pussy with the other. She was leaning back across the passenger's side in back, and her open pussy was just a few inches away from Rex's face. He kept turning his attention back and forth between his daughter sucking his cock and her best friend in the back seat, rubbing her pussy close enough to his face he could smell her juice.
Keri just kept making slurping noises, feeling her pussy grow hot and wet as she made her father's dick throb in her mouth. But the way he was groaning and Tyla was moaning it sounded like they were the ones having sex in the car. It made the blonde girl's pussy throb even harder to listen to them while her father's cock was growing hotter and hotter inside her mouth. It was her cock now.
Keri almost felt bad about not wanting to share her dad's cock with Tyla anymore. Maybe she'd share him once in a while, just for old time's sake, but if she could help her friend fuck her own father, the one she really wanted, then everyone would be happy.
After a while, Tyla started to cum, furiously rubbing her pussy while Rex watched from mere inches away. Then he was grunting deep and loud, warning his daughter he was about to cum. Keri responded by sucking harder and faster, eager to take his load in her mouth. The man didn't disappoint her. Seconds later, his pulsating pole was spurting his warm cock milk into her mouth, and the young blonde surprised herself at the way she sucked and swallowed every drop of his juice.
Keri felt happy, knowing her father had cum in her pussy and in her mouth, and it wasn't even lunchtime yet.
Rex put his cock away, raised his seat and got back on the road. Tyla didn't put her shorts back on until they were just a few minutes away from her house. Then Rex pulled the car over in front of her house.
"I love you guys," she said. "I had the best time."
Rex and Keri both agree whole heartedly, and they both gave Tyla a long, deep kiss. "Don't forget what we talked about," she told Keri as she got out of the car and went inside.
As Rex drove away, he turned toward his daughter and asked her what Tyla meant. She explained how Tyla wanted her own father the way Keri wanted Rex, and that she promised she'd help her friend make her dream come true.
"And," she added, "I guess seeing us doing things together made her think it could really happen."
Rex smiled at his girl. "I wouldn't have believed it myself a couple days ago," he said. "But now I'd say anything is possible."
Keri smiled happily. Everything was going so perfectly. She always knew her father loved her, but now she knew he loved her the same way she loved him. But then she started to worry and it showed on her face.
"What's wrong, princess?" her father asked.
"What if Tyla's dad doesn't want to...ya know...be with her like that. Like you and me are now? It wouldn't be fair just to cut her off and leave her with no one. Plus, there's her mom to think about too. It's not like at our house with Mom being gone."
Rex nodded thoughtfully. "How about if we both help her? I mean, she's my friend, too, right?"
"Really? You'd do that?"
"Of course, baby. Besides, we might have some fun along the way," he told his daughter with a suggestive grin.
"Ohmygod, Daddy, you're so naughty," Keri laughed.
"You noticed that, did you?"
"I did," the girl said coyly. "Especially when you were fucking me in front of my best friend."
They both laughed, and in another couple of minutes Rex was pulling the car into their garage.
***
When Tyla went into her house she was relieved to see that her mother was out and her father, Tom, was in the backyard puttering around planting stuff in the beds he made a couple of years ago. While it seemed like her mother and father kept drifting further and further apart, with Elaine, the girl's mother, staying away from the house as much as she could get away with, Tom put more and more energy into his landscaping hobby. On nice days like today, he'd work without a shirt and Tyla found herself watching him with her pussy tingling in the worst way. And today was no different.
Tom probably didn't even realize his precociously hot daughter was home yet while she watched him from a rear window. Since she and Keri hadn't bothered putting their bikinis back on in lieu of underwear, Tyla was just wearing her tight cut-offs and tank, and her nipples were making prominent points in the material of her top. Sometimes she wished she was as tall a Keri, but being as petite as she was had its advantages too. She noticed lots of guys like Rex and her dad loved the way her thick legs and ass looked on her smaller frame. And while her tits were also smaller than Keri's and a lot of her other friends, she was proud of their perky, high-riding shapeliness.
Even though she had showered earlier at the motel, she'd made a mess of her horny pussy in the car when Rex pulled off the road to let Keri suck his cock. She decided to go upstairs and freshen up before letting her father know she was home.
Tyla took another shower, and after drying her long hair she took her time deciding on what to wear around her sweaty, bare-chested father while her mother was out of the house. After the last day and a half she'd had, she wanted something that would make her dad's jaw drop. But then, the majority of the clothes she had were outfits that disgusted her mother and made her father give her all his attention. She chose a thin, light grey T shirt type of dress, but one that clung tightly to her compact little body. The hem covered little more than a couple of inches past her thickly rounded ass and made thighs look fantastic. It even made her perky little tits look bigger than they really were. Without a bra, her cute, upturned B cups boobs stood through the clingy material perfectly. She knew her father would love it.
But Tom was a lot like Rex was a couple of months ago, being overly careful about flirting with his daughter while flirting more openly with her friend. But if Keri could get her father to love her the way she wanted, then there was hope for Tyla and Tom.
The curvy, little brunette finally slipped on a pair of flat-heel sandals and went downstairs. She was planning to go out of let her father know she was home, but he was already back inside the house. She found him in the kitchen downing a tall glass of water by the sink in nothing but his shorts.
"Hey, Sugar," he said when he turned around and saw that he wasn't alone in the house anymore. "I didn't realize you were already back. How was your day trip with Keri and her dad? Did you have fun?"
Tyla actually felt herself blush when she thought of everything that happened over the last couple of days. She imagined telling him everything just to see the look on his handsome face. She wouldn't, of course, but it was a fun idea. And besides, maybe if he knew about Keri and Rex he'd see how good it could be with his own baby girl.
"Yeah, it was really fun, Dad," she finally said. "But I still missed you. Maybe you can come with us next time." For a second, a picture flashed through her mind of being back on that bed in the motel and getting fucked by her dad while Rex was fucking Keri right there in the other bed.
"Aww, that's so sweet, Sugar," he said. "I missed you too."
Tyla loved it when her dad said he missed her when she was out, especially when he was pretending his eyes weren't roaming all over her perfectly displayed body shape in a tight dress that was too short to wear out of the house. She was dying to let him see she wasn't wearing any panties, even though he could probably tell just from the way her dress hugged her ass and hips.
"Your mother's not coming back until tonight," he informed her. "So it looks like it's just you and me for dinner. I was thinking we could go out somewhere nice."
Tyla couldn't contain a giddy smirk. She caught her dad smirking, too. He was just as relieved as she was when the girl's mother stayed out with her friends and left them in peace. And even more, the girl loved it when her father took her to nice restaurants without her mother. He took his daughter to much nicer places than he ever took his wife anymore, and this made the girl's mother complain whenever it happened. But it made Tyla feel like she was a much better wife for her dad than her mother was, even if Tom wasn't fucking her. Yet.
But the observant girl also knew her mother and father weren't having very much sex, either. If any. She'd overheard them talking about it when she was supposed to be asleep. Her mother was always saying she just didn't feel like it, and her father would end up waiting until his wife was sleeping and sneak into the bathroom for a long time. Tyla had listened at the bathroom door many times to the sound of her father jerking off. It made her smooth pussy feel hot and moist, but it also made her mad at her mother. Her father deserved a loving girl to take care of his special needs. If only he would finally admit she was the perfect choice.
But their plan was now set, and after giving his daughter a long, lingering look, Tom went upstairs to shower and change for dinner. Tyla killed her time waiting by texting Keri. They talked about everything that happened, and Tyla told her friend how her dad was taking her out to dinner without her mother. Keri sent a row of wink emojis.
When Tom came back down and said they should go soon, he told Tyla she should go change for dinner.
"What's wrong with what I've got on?" she asked her father coyly.
Tom raised a skeptical brow. "It's a little revealing for a fancy restaurant, don't you think, Sugar?"
"Daddy, it's supposed to be a lot revealing," the girl snickered deviously.
Tom couldn't help laughing with her, and also taking advantage of the situation to enjoy a good, long look his inappropriately dressed girl. "Well it sure is," he said. "But you're going to cause quite a stir in that dress. Especially since it's obvious you're not wearing anything underneath."
Tyla giggled, happy her father noticed her total lack of a bra or panties. "I wanna look pretty for you," she said.
"Baby, you always look pretty. And you look hot in that dress, but maybe you should put on some panties if we're going out."
Tyla pouted, but she couldn't be happier to hear her father say she was hot. As she turned to go upstairs, she stuck out her ass at her father, flashing the lower part of her ass as the dress lifted up too high. She cast a playful glance over her shoulder and stuck her tongue out at him. Tom laughed as Tyla went upstairs.
She knew exactly what to wear under her dress. It was a stretchy lace pair of thong panties that still showed off her ass. After pulling them on and checking herself in the mirror, she went back downstairs. Tom looked skeptical because it still looked like the girl wasn't wearing any panties. To give him proof, Tyla lifted the front hem of her dress up above the panties that barely covered more than the pouting V shape of her hairless mound.
"See, Dad? I'm wearing panties like you told me to," she said.
Tom gazed at his daughter with his mouth gaping open. Tyla couldn't help giggling when she saw the amazed look on her father's face. Feeling bold, she turned around and lifted the back up to the base of her spine so he could see how the thong looked in back.
"I didn't want panty lines, Daddy. So...these are okay, aren't they?"
Knowing full well that her ass was her most striking feature, except possibly her face, Tyla stood a long while exposing her essentially naked ass to her father. Tom stared at the girl as long as she was willing to let him look, which could've been forever as far as she was concerned.
"You're gonna give me a heart attack one of these days, you that, right?" the man finally said.



"I'd rather give you a hard attack," Tyla giggled, feeling bolder and braver than ever.
Then the girl's father did something she never expected. He stepped closer and gave her bare ass a firm spank. It even stung a little bit, but in a good way. Tyla shrieked in surprise.
"Now cover that ass and quit teasing your old dad so we can go to dinner."
The whole was to the restaurant, Tyla couldn't stop thinking about the way her father spanked her. It was hard yet not so hard it wasn't still playful. But even though it was only a split second, her father had touched her exposed ass. It only made her want to feel his big hands squeezing her bubble shaped cheeks until her pussy was dripping down her thighs.
Tom took the girl to a place that looked expensive, and the way she was dressed was totally inappropriate for their surroundings. Being as petite yet as curvy as she was, Tyla always managed to look older and younger at the same time. Every head in the restaurant turned to watch the eighteen year old follow her dad to their table with a hard set of excited nipples denting the front of her dress. She could tell from the look on her father's face that he was proud of the hot looking girl he was with.
They had a great time at dinner, and Tom was starting to flirt with his daughter as badly as he did with her pretty friend, Keri. Tyla was on Cloud 9.
After they finished and went back out to the car, Tyla got the same attention as her father followed her out, and she knew no one was enjoying the sway of her fully round ass as much as her own daddy. This was the best daddy/daughter date they'd had so far. She was so happy and excited she could feel her pussy growing warm and damp, and when she got in the car with her father she made sure her dress rode up high enough to let the bright pink gusset of her panties show.
After having a couple of glasses of wine with his dinner, Tom seemed more relaxed about the way his daughter was dressed than usual. He got into the car and leaned close to her.
"You know, Sugar, you really do make me so proud of you," he said. "You were the hottest, most beautiful girl in the place and everybody knew you're mine."
"Yours, Daddy?" she asked hopefully.
"Hmm, maybe that sounded weird," he said, but still smiling.
"Not to me."
Her father heaved a deep sigh. "Your panties are showing," he pointed out.
"Yeah," she grinned. "I know. That's for you, Daddy."
"I shouldn't admit this, but I really like that," he said.
"You're supposed to like it. That's the whole point of making myself pretty for you, silly."
"Yeah, but you're not really supposed to be getting your own father turned on," he said.
"Oh really? What if that's what I want?"
Tyla watched her father's face as he seemed to struggle with answering her question or not. In the end, he didn't. He leaned back in his seat and started the car. As he drove back toward home, his eyes were on his daughter's legs and exposed panties every chance he had. Tyla could see the bulge in his pants getting bigger and bigger the closer they got to home. She finally took a deep breath and reached over to put her hand on top of her father's swollen cock, feeling the hard shank of it through his pants.
"Oh god, Sugar, you really shouldn't do that," he said weakly.
"Do you really want me to stop, Dad?"
When he didn't answer that, either, Tyla took it as permission to keep feeling her father's rock hard cock. Even though he kept his eyes on the road and made himself drive safely, she still managed to make him moan with pleasure. The sound of her father moaning that way only made her pussy feel hotter.
Tyla then took the bold step of unzipping the man's pants, and reaching inside to liberate his fully swollen cock.
"Ohhh, Sugar, fuck," he groaned as she stroked his naked shaft.
"Oh, Daddy, I've wanted this for so long," the girl cooed. She was so excited she couldn't resist pulling her panties aside and rubbing her wet pussy while she continued stroking her dad's cock with the other hand. He felt so thick and hard. So silky and yet so hot. And he was easily just as big as Rex.
Tyla was excited not to see her mother's car in the driveway when Tom eventually pulled in. The pair were so excited that Tom just leaned over and started kissing his daughter's eager mouth. The way he practically forced his tongue inside made the girl swoon. He then pushed her hand away from her pussy and started stroking her wet sex lips with his large fingers. She moaned into his mouth and began stroking his cock faster. Yet she knew she wanted that beautiful rod in her mouth. She was dying to show her father how much pleasure she could give him by sucking it. When she broke free of the kiss, she leaned over and took the head of his dick into her mouth. Stroking with her hand, she sucked the head and swirled her tongue, making him groan with need.
She was just getting ready to plunge her mouth deeper down the man's throbbing pole when the car lit up with the headlights of her mother's car pulling into the driveway.
"Fuck!" Tom sputtered.
Father and daughter barely had time to pull themselves back together and look semi-normal by the time Elaine got out of her car. Tom and Tyla got out, too, trying to make it look like everything was normal. Elain looked at Tyla with a disapproving stare. Then she looked over at her husband.
"Did you take her out looking like a whore?" the woman asked.
Tom snapped and told his wife never to call their daughter a whore ever again. The next thing she knew, Tyla's parents were fighting in the driveway loud enough for the whole neighborhood to hear them. She just hung her head and went inside.
A couple hours later, everything was quiet. It was quieter than usual because Tom and Elaine weren't talking to each other at all. Tyla didn't like it when they argued, but she did feel good about the way her father stuck up for her. And she was mad at her mother. She'd robbed the girl of getting a mouthful of her father's cum. At least Tyla now knew how much her dad really wanted her.
Lying in bed, she grabbed her phone and started texting Keri. Her friend had promised to help, and now Tyla knew just how she could.
***
The next few days were a form of sweet torture for Tyla, and she knew it was just as bad for Tom. The father and daughter were both now completely sure of their feelings for each other, and whenever they had a few minutes alone they couldn't keep their hands off each other. Tom had managed to get his fingers in his daughter's smooth, young pussy a couple of times, and the way he fingered the girl's needful hole made her melt and want more. Yet it seemed like Elaine barely left the house for more than an hour or so at a time after the night she came so close to catching her own daughter sucking her husband's cock in his car.
Elaine called her daughter a whore a couple more times, and Tyla would look at the woman with daggers in her eyes. When her dad gave Elaine the same look, at least it would make the woman go quiet for a while, but the tension around the house was at an all-time high.
Meanwhile, Tyla and Keri were texting and talking every day. Keri told Rex about Tyla and Tom and how the new father/daughter couple were in need of a place where they could consummate their relationship without fear of being interrupted.
The girls arranged a private father/daughter party just for the four of them, with Rex helping Keri with the plan. The only thing that worried Tyla was that Tom could easily discover his daughter had already been fucking Rex. She thought her father might suspect as much anyway, but she knew Keri would help smooth things over if Tom didn't react very well. It wasn't like Tom hadn't flirted with the blonde girl about as much as Rex flirted with Tyla.
When the night came for Tom and Tyla to leave Elaine at home and go to Rex and Keri's house, Tyla hadn't told her father too much about her relationship with the blonde girl and her dad. But she did say they were going to be able to show their feelings for each other in front of the other couple. Tom had looked at her curious interest, but he trusted his daughter, and he had also liked Keri. A lot. The two fathers had known each other mainly because their daughters were close friends. They weren't close, but they'd always been friendly toward each other.
Rex and Keri answered the door together. Keri was wearing a super-short sun dress that showed off her beautiful legs and left a generous portion of her full cleavage on display. Tyla knew her friend's wardrobe well enough to know the dress was new. It looked like her daddy had taken her shopping recently. Tom and Rex shook hands, but Tom had a hard time taking his eyes off the blonde. Tyla felt jealous, but if she hadn't already been fucking Rex it probably would've been much worse.
Tom seemed a little unsure of the whole situation, and Keri went to put him at ease by welcoming him with a deep kiss on the mouth and obviously rubbing her full tits against him. Tyla's blood started to sizzle a little, but after being caught by Keri fucking Rex there wasn't much she could say. Besides, she didn't want to create a scene, and she was honest with herself, it turned her on more than a little. She caught her father's eyes glancing around at the others, but Rex and Tyla were both smiling, so Tom started to kiss Keri back as hard as she was kissing him. His daughter could tell he must have thought about kissing the other eighteen year old before.
Not to be outdone by her taller, blonde friend, Tyla went to Rex to greet him with a kiss too. Rex wasn't the least bit hesitant to slip his tongue into Tyla's willing mouth, and his hands were quick to feel her curvy, mostly exposed skin. Tyla had left her house in a thin pair of lycra booty shorts and a tube top that already showed her hardening nipples. She slid her thigh between Rex's legs and slid it up to his crotch, teasing at his cock with her warm leg.
The girls spent a long time kissing each other's father, and Tyla noticed her father's hands going under Keri's short dress to feel her ass. He was sure warming up to the situation in a hurry, but she knew Keri would make it easy for him. Meanwhile, she could tell Rex was already getting hard. Her own father must've been too.
Tyla broke the kiss so she could whisper to Rex. "Ohh, I've missed your cock so much," she told him.
"I've missed you too, baby," Rex whispered back. "But Keri told me how much you want to fuck your own dad, so we're gonna help make sure you get what you want."
By the time all the kissing and fondling tapered off, both men were standing there with obvious bulges in their pants. The girls both started giggling, and then their fathers joined in the laugh.
Rex poured a stiff drink for himself and one for Tom to help the other dad relax even more. He then led the group down the basement stairs toward the finished half of the space, which was carpeted and had two couches facing each other with a coffee table in between. There was also a TV and computer desk, but the two couples each took their own couch, with Keri and Tom on one side and Rex and Tyla on the other. This was an idea the girls had worked out on their own, without saying anything to the men.
Also following the girls' plan, Keri sat perched on the edge of the couch next to Tom, her dress riding high on her legs while she placed a hand right on top of the long bulge of his cock shaft running down his pants leg. She then proceeded to tell Tom a very detailed version of their story, starting from when she saw Tyla sucking Rex's cock the night before they went to the waterpark. He listened intently while the young blonde told the story with a smile and steadily rubbed his cock through his pants.
Tyla and Rex were listening, too. About halfway through, the shorter girl took off her tube top and exposed her sweet little B cup titties. Rex pulled her close and openly fondled the girl's bare tits while she rubbed his cock through his pants. They spent a lot of the time kissing, but they also were both paying attention to the pair on the opposite sofa. Anyone could see how Tom was both amazed and excited by Keri's story. He kept looking at Rex and his daughter like he had questions for them, but he didn't say anything and just watched his daughter fondle the other man's cock while Rex played with Tyla's tits.
As if he didn't want to outdone, Tom pulled Keri's shoulder straps down and got her dress down below her braless tits. While Tyla's dad focused on the blonde girl's tits, his daughter could see how much he liked them. Part of her felt jealous, but with Rex feeling her tits at the same time it seemed like a weird way to feel. Keri was probably feeling the same way, jealous but incredibly turned on. When they were planning this out, they hadn't thought about both of them getting fucked by both dads, but Tyla was thinking that was exactly what they should do. At least they would all get it out of their systems, and then each daughter could have her own father to herself. Or not.
When Keri got to the part where Tyla had told her what happened on her and Tom's night out. The one where her mother almost caught her sucking her father's cock. The blonde also explained how she and Tyla talked to each other and Rex about having a night like this where they could all be free to love each other the way they wanted.
"Hey Ty," Keri said, "why don't you show your dad the way you were sucking off my dad that first time I saw you guys. I bet he'd really like seeing that."
"Do you, Daddy?" Tyla asked. "Do you wanna see what that was like?"
Tom looked at his daughter like he never wanted to see her ever touch another man but him, but then Keri started unzipping his pants and took out his painfully swollen cock. Tyla could hardly believe she was watching her best friend take her father's excited dick out of his pants. When the blonde started stroking his shaft, Tom just sighed with pleasure. "Yes, baby," he finally said. "Show Daddy how you sucked Mr. Johnson's dick."
Tyla giggled. This was going even better than she hoped. She was feeling less jealous and more excited by the second. "We were naked, so maybe we should do it that way now. Just so you can see what it was like, Daddy."
The dark haired girl had her shorts and tube top on the floor by the time she finished speaking. Rex didn't take much longer to shed his clothes. He stood up to strip, and then moved the coffee table out from between the two couches before sitting back down. His legs were spaced apart, but Tyla knelt on the couch beside him and leaned over to start licking up and down the man's rock hard dick. Rex held the girl's long, luxurious hair aside so her father could see a clear view of his daughter slurping and kissing his cock.
Sucking Rex's dick always got Tyla's pussy hot and wet, but doing it in front of her father was making her hole drip like an overripe piece of fruit. She wanted to give her father a hot show, and she did everything she knew to lick and suck the throbbing man pole before her.
The next time Tyla managed to glance over at the other couch, Keri and Tom were also naked and she was sucking the other man's cock the same way. Tom's hands were roaming all over Keri's body, feeling her tits as they dangled down beneath her body, and then reaching behind her to finger her pussy. Both couples were paying as much attention to what the other was doing as to what was going on among themselves. The men were both moaning with pleasure as they had their cocks sucked by each other's daughter.
Then, pretty much on cue according to the girls' plan, Tyla pulled off of Rex's cock, and Keri knew it was time for the next phase. The blonde pulled off Tom's dick and kissed him, but then she got up and the girls met in the middle of the floor between the couches. They rubbed their naked tits together and kissed heatedly, each of them feeling the other girl's ass. It was hard to keep kissing because the way their fathers were watching them and stroking their excited pricks kept making them giddy with excitement.
The girls gave each other a final kiss and then went to join their own fathers. As turned on as Tyla was already, finally sitting naked with her father was the best part so far. "I love you so much, Daddy," she cooed, and then kissed him excitedly, taking his cock in her hand and stroking him. His shaft was slippery, still wet from Keri's saliva.
The blonde was now sitting astride her father's lap, but with her back to him. Her bald, young pussy was completely spread open and visible to the couple on the other couch. Her head was turned so she and her father could kiss while he massaged her pussy. Keri rocked her hips greedily against the stroke of her father's fingers, but after a while she reached down and grabbed ahold of his cock.
"I need it, Dad," she moaned. "I need your big cock in me now."
With a long, deep groan, Rex slid his long, thick rod into his daughter's dripping wet pussy as she held him in place. Tom was staring at them in awe while Tyla kept stroking his cock. But then she lay across the couch with one leg on the floor and the other up on the back. She spread her pussy open with her fingers and looked up at her naked father with pleading eyes. "Fuck me, Dad," she told him in a kittenish voice. "It's time. Mom can't stop us now."
"Oh, baby, fuck," Tom groaned as he moved into place between his daughter's open legs and pushed his cock into her tight, welcoming pussy hole.
Tyla gasped and mewled as she felt her father's hot, rigid shaft fill up her channel. Both father and daughter watched his rod sink deep and then begin slipping in and out of her pussy. They were both gasping and amazed at the sight. Tom's cock was soon completely soaked in his daughter's fuck honey.
After a while, Tom and Tyla turned their attention to Rex and Keri. Rex kept his body still while his daughter ground her pussy up and down his cock shaft, using his body for leverage. He had his hands on the girl's bare, bouncing tits, squeezing and kneading them while she fucked his rod hard and fast.
"Oh god, Dad, I'm gonna cum!" Keri cried.
Rex began moving his hips, driving his cock hard into his baby girl's fuckhole while he grunted deeply and filled her young pussy full of dad cum.
"He's doing it inside her, Daddy," Tyla crooned. "You can do it inside me, too. I want it, Dad. Give me your cum!"
Tom started pounding harder than ever into the girl's slick pussy. It was just as obvious to everyone he was now filling his baby girl's hole with cum while Rex was still doing the same thing to his own daughter. Tyla started to cum before Tom was finished squirting. She came so hard she thought she was going to see stars.
A minute later, everything was quiet except for the sound of two fathers and two daughters catching their breath. Both couples snuggled and kissed for a long time. Rex finally got up naked and went upstairs to make another pair of drinks for himself and Tom.
While Rex was upstairs, Keri went to join Tom and Tyla on the other couch. Tom now had a naked eighteen year old girl sitting on either side of him. Tyla giggled and called him a horny fucker. The blonde giggled at this too, but then she leaned over and took the man's dick in her mouth. She gave him a long suck and finally let him out of her mouth with a loud smack.
"That's so hot," the blonde girl said. "He tastes just like your pussy."
Tyla giggled and tasted her father's cock, too. By the time Rex came back downstairs, Tom's cock was already getting hard again while both girls were licking his cock and balls at the same time. Tom looked at Rex sheepishly at first, but with a grin.
"You can't blame me for not resisting," he said.
Rex laughed and shook his head. "No, I sure can't," he said, stepping close and handing the other man his drink. They clinked glasses and drank.



With Rex standing so close, the girls both turned their attention to his cock so he wouldn't feel left out. They went back and forth between their respective fathers until they were both hard and throbbing. When the men were ready to cum again, Tyla took Rex's load in her mouth at the same time Keri was taking Tom's. Then the girls kissed and shared the combined mixture of the father's cum.
Tyla and Keri both loved the feeling of hanging out naked together. All of them, with no secrets between anyone. Tom and Tyla finally got dressed and went home, and Keri let her father lead her upstairs to bed by the hand. They were pretty well fucked out for the night and just lay in bed snuggling.
"Baby," Rex said, "you were so hot with Tom, but I really don't want to share you. You're mine, baby girl."
"Aww, Daddy, I love you. I don't wanna share you, either."
"I dunno. Maybe a little playing with Tom and Tyla would be okay sometimes, since they're pretty special friends of ours now."
"Yeah, that sounds good. Since Tyla told me they want to come back next week."
Rex laughed. He wasn't surprised. He was pretty sure the other father and daughter had the same feelings about sharing, but as long as he had his precious Keri everything was going to be just fine.
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**All characters are at least 18.**
"Daniel, what in the world do you think you're doing?" Tracey asked, barely containing her shock. She usually called her son Dan or Danny. Daniel was reserved for times like this when she needed to sound serious.
"What does it look like, Mom?"
The still young, single mother had simply been standing at the sink washing out the wine glasses from an evening with friends -- all single and divorced mothers close to her age who got together at one of their houses every week or so. The last of her friends had left about ten minutes before, and while she was standing at the sink, Daniel came up behind her, pressed his enormous, young body up against her from behind, and then reached around her and began fondling her braless tits through her dress.
"I can't even bring myself to say it," she retorted. "But I don't think I need to tell you how incredibly inappropriate this is."
At eighteen, Daniel stood six feet tall and was built like a muscular Adonis from his life of avid athletics. His hands were huge, and they managed to cup his mother's full, C cup-filling tits with ease, squeezing and kneading her heavy orbs through the thin material covering all but the rounded inner curves. It would have been a simple feat for Daniel to slip his hands inside his mother's lowcut dress and feel them without any fabric in the way, but he merely massaged her firm flesh through the dress. As bold as he was acting, his mother supposed there had to some boyish shyness still holding him back. She had no idea what had come over him. At the same time, she had no idea why she hadn't slapped his hands away.
"I think it's very appropriate," the brash young man told his mother. "You've got amazing tits, Mom. And I've been going crazy looking at them in this dress all night."
Tracy was wearing a purple, form-hugging dress with a short hemline and plunging, V shaped neckline. Danny was usually hovering nearby when his mother's friends came over to socialize. They were very good looking group of women, and they all doted on the boy when he showed up to flirt with them. Tracy knew a few of them would probably spread their legs for the young hulk at the drop of a hat, which only made her proud of her amazing son in ways she would never admit aloud.
"Well, you shouldn't be looking at your own mother that way," she reprimanded him. The problem for Tracy was that she had especially sensitive boobs, and feeling a pair of hands as big and strong as her son's fondling them was making her feel better than she should have.
"I can't help it," he told her, giving her heavy orbs a firm squeeze. "You look so good in this dress. You know, you're much hotter than any of your friends, and a couple of them are pretty hot, too."
Tracy felt herself blush at her son's compliment. At least her back was to him and he couldn't see, but by now there was no way he could miss the taut hardening of her nipples. And when her nipples got hard it was pretty much impossible to resist the feeling of a strong pair of hands on her tits. But her own son's hands? It was too wicked to even imagine, except that she wasn't imagining this.
"Sweetheart, I'm happy you think you have a good looking mother, but this is no way for a boy to express himself."
Daniel pressed his face into his mother's silky, dark brown hair and inhaled deeply, ignoring her admonishments. "Mmmm, Mom, you always smell so good."
He was pressing his body up even tighter, now pinning his mother between himself and the counter. Tracy was a pretty athletic woman herself, and she could have slipped her son's hold, but her hands wet. There were more wine glasses to finish washing. She had to get the job done, didn't she?
Then Tracy nearly froze with shock. Her son's cock was growing hard against her ass and he was grinding that rapidly swelling shaft against her firm, round buttocks. When she felt the sheer size of the boy's erection she reminded herself he wasn't really a boy anymore. This was a long, thick, rock hard man cock grinding against her body and making her pussy quiver with dripping heat.
"Daniel, this is wrong. Oh my god, it's just so wrong. You have to stop," Tracy protested.
But the fit, voluptuous mother never made a move to stop what was happening. If anything, she found herself pushing her tightly curved ass backward into her son's cock bulge. Her pussy was rapidly heating, leaving her mind in a blur.
"God, Mom, you feel amazing," Daniel moaned.
Now Tracy could feel the heat of his heavy breathing on her neck. His hands were practically mauling her firm tits and he started grasping at her swollen nipples through her dress. He never slipped his hands under the dress, despite the fact that she started wishing he would. She gasped in surprise when he readjusted his cock to an upright position and mashed his shaft into the cleft between her cheeks, dry humping the groove through her clothes.
"Daniel, no, ohhhh no, we have to stop this right now!" she cried.
But her heart was pounding wildly as her powerful son pinned her body tightly against the counter. He was starting to gasp heavily as he mashed and humped his cock against her ass, squeezing her tits ever tighter. His shaft felt enormous. If it weren't for their clothes her son's cock would probably be inside her. That would be a complete disaster no matter how hard he made his mother cum.
Tracy couldn't help imagining what those powerful thrusts would feel like if she had that cock in her pussy, though. He was grinding against her desperately, shoving her body against the counter and giving her an unforgettable demonstration of the intense power in his young hips.
"Oh god, Mom, fuck!" the boy growled deeply.
His big, hard body stiffened against her and Tracy could swear she felt the pulsing of his cock as a hot load of cum spewed from his shaft. At least he was cumming in his pants and not in his mother's pussy. But as he gave her a final kiss on the neck and pushed himself away, he left her leaning against the counter, breathless while her aching pussy dripped heavily into her panties.
By the time she turned around, Daniel was already walking through the kitchen doorway. If it weren't for the aching wetness between her legs, Tracy wouldn't be sure such an unbelievable thing even happened.
Hearing the sound of the shower turning on in the bathroom upstairs, Tracy went up quietly on still trembling legs. She went into Daniel's room and found the loose, drawstring pants and briefs he'd been wearing. Picking them up, she confirmed her worst fear. Both layers of clothing were soaked with cum. And the size of the wet spot was huge. She couldn't imagine how much spunk her boy must have squirted to soak both garments that much. She set them back down and tried to arrange them just as she found them, then snuck back out of the room.
Tracy didn't know how to face her son after what happened, and she was relieved he spent the rest of the night in his room. She found herself in her own room, pacing back and forth, trying to make sense of an event that simply defied all logic. How could her own son just come out of nowhere and manhandle her mother's body like he had the right to? And the way he'd humped his cock against her firm ass until he actually came was beyond comprehension. The woman's mind was in a whirl.
The more she tried to turn those recent events over in her mind, the more she just thought about the way Danny's big hands groped her tits. The way his cock felt grinding against her ass. She didn't want to feel that demanding ache he'd left her with. He was her son. She shouldn't be getting wet in her panties after the way he shoved her against the counter and got himself off against her body. Why didn't she just wrench herself out of his grasp and slap him right in the face? The only possible explanation was that she'd been without a man for much too long. The feeling of that big, hard cock throbbing with need for her was stronger than her sense of right and wrong.
While Tracy slipped out of her revealing dress, leaving herself naked except for the sodden panties she still had on, she told herself she should probably stop wearing outfits that showed off too much of her body in front of her son. Obviously, the boy was too horny to care that she was his own mother. She knew she had plenty of appeal to all kinds of guys, and it was natural for Daniel to want a woman as attractive and well-built as Tracy. But weren't most people supposed to have some built-in filter to keep them from responding to sexual urges for someone they're directly related to? Maybe Daniel's was wired the wrong way. But what did that say about her as she raked her fingertips over the wet gusset of her skimpy panties and thought about his hands on her tits?
Tracy brought her hands up to her tits and squeezed them. She toyed with her sensitive nipples, which only made the cloying drip in her pussy even worse. Yet it only made her think of Daniel's hands, so much bigger and stronger than her own. And the way he made her heart pound when he just grabbed her tits like he owned them. Her pussy was demanding attention as she went into her adjacent bathroom and slipped off her soaked panties, tossing them into her dirty laundry hamper.
She sat down on the toilet, leaned back and spread her legs. As she dragged her fingers up and down her slick pussy lips she breathed a sigh of relief. Thankfully, her son hadn't tried to touch her there. If he had she would have melt all around his fingers and there would've been nothing she could do about it. It was a wicked thing that she'd responded to her son's groping hands in a way she never responded to anyone else. And it wasn't simply the shock of his horny audacity. No. But there in the privacy of her bathroom, sitting on the toilet with her fingers stroking her wet, sensitive pussy lips, Tracy had to confess it had everything to do with those big, groping hands belonging to her son. Her Daniel. The boy she had loved and cared for like no one else in her life. And now he was showing his beautiful mother what a man she had raised.
Tracy let out a long, throaty sigh. Her fingers were now wet with her creamy secretions. She kept thinking about her son's amazing hands, his cock that felt so huge and powerful grinding against her. She could only imagine the sheer magnificence of Daniel's organ in the flesh. The way he would pulse and ache as his loving mother held his shaft. Stroking it for him. Making him moan with need for her. She was afraid to even imagine how that long, thick member would feel thrusting deep into the very same hole he was born from.
A delicious and irresistible pressure was building within Tracy's pussy. She pushed one hand underneath and began pumping a pair of fingers in and out of her slick hole while she vigorously rubbed her clit with the other hand. The memory of Daniel's impossibly swollen cock mashing into her ass, his cum spurting uncontrollably into his pants, was so vivid now. Working her pussy steadily with both hands. She gasped and started to cum harder than she'd cum in months, maybe years.
Only then did Tracy realize part of the pressure building inside her was from all the wine she'd had earlier, and before her climax peaked she lost control of her mind and body all at once. Suddenly, a burst of pee spurted out against her pumping finger. She was too far gone into her orgasm to stop and she just let everything go. She peed and came and wet her fingers as her body took its double relief. And it seemed as if the feeling of one thing magnified the other. Tracy came until her body was shaking and she left herself sitting breathless on the toilet with soaking wet hands.
As she leaned back and caught her breath, Tracy felt disgusted with herself. She didn't know when she'd felt so ashamed. At least it had only happened in total privacy and there was only herself to make her feel like the filthy creature she had to be. And yet, there was also a feeling of such content and satisfaction. However, it was one she could never allow herself to indulge in again.
She stood up, still feeling a little wobbly, and washed her hands three times, as if she could wash away the sordid thoughts that reduced her to such a shameful low. She then wet a face towel with warm water and thoroughly wiped her upper thighs and pussy clean, rubbing herself much harder than necessary, as if she deserved to punish herself for what she'd done.
After doing a hasty job of removing her makeup and washing her face, Tracy finally went to bed. She didn't usually sleep naked, but she was too distracted to think twice about it.
*
The next few days went by in a bizarre kind of fog, starting from the morning after Daniel first groped his mother in the kitchen. It was the first thing on Tracy's mind as soon as she woke up. She had trouble convincing herself it really happened, that it wasn't just some sordid sex dream she had after a few glasses of wine with her friends. But it happened. She knew it had, and she had no idea what to think about it. It was even worse remembering the way she'd fingered herself on the toilet and made herself pee and cum at the same time.
With the bright, morning light streaming in her window, Tracy decided it was all just some freak occurrence that would never repeat itself. It certainly wasn't Daniel's normal way of treating his mother. Circumstances had simply gotten the best of them. Everything would be the way it was before last night. She decided not to say anything about it to her son. It wasn't worth making more out of it than necessary and drawing their attention to something that should never have happened in the first place.
Even so, maybe it wouldn't be a bad idea to start dressing more conservatively around Daniel. This idea was a little disappointing, though. Tracy worked hard on getting her body to look the way it did, and she liked being able to show off the results. Besides, she'd been showing off her tits in lowcut outfits for years. Why should it suddenly be such a problem? Then again, she barely even owned any conservative looking clothes. It probably would've been worse to make any sudden changes, so Tracy didn't see the point of rushing out just to buy some frumpy outfits on purpose. She could take care of that whenever. For now, the best idea seemed to be to just keep going as if nothing happened. Let it blow over.
Her theory seemed to work, too. At least for most of the day. It helped that Daniel wasn't home for most of it. Tracy started out with a good, hour-long workout session in their makeshift gym setup in the basement. Exercise was like therapy or meditation for her, and when she went back upstairs to shower and change her mind felt rebooted. She wasn't even thinking about her son's lapse in normal behavior when she put on a light pink T shirt that covered her bust completely, but didn't bother putting on a bra. Then she pulled on a pair of black yoga pants without panties and a pair of flat-heeled sandals. It would be a comfortable outfit to work in, and if she had to do any video conferencing no one would be able to see she was going braless.
Tracy operated an independent accounting service and was able to do most of her work right from her home office. It made things that much easier for her when the pandemic swept through the country. At first, Daniel stayed home all the time except for going with his mother on market runs or trips for any other essentials. But several months in, they both had started to socialize again, being careful to stay in the groups of people and keeping to only small gatherings.
Daniel's mother trusted his word that he was being careful when he went out on his own. He was good about keeping up with his classes online, but he was still just eighteen and needed to get out of the house. He stopped going to parties for now, but would hang out with a small circle of friends or go to the neighborhood basketball court. Tracy never knew exactly what her son was doing while he was out, but she felt secure that he was staying careful and safe.
The drawback to Daniel keeping his own schedule was that his mother never knew when he might be in or out of the house. This made indulging in the private pleasures that kept her stress level under control a tricky proposition. Most of the time she felt relegated to the bath or shower, or a late night indulgence like the one she had last night. But it probably wasn't wise to try touching herself now. It would only bring back all those feelings for her audacious son that disgusted her if she thought about them too much.
She decided to call her friend, Sandra, to see if she felt like getting together for a late lunch. Out of all Tracy's friends, Sandra was the only one she could imagine confiding in about what happened with Daniel, but even the open-minded blonde would probably think she had lost her mind. What Tracy really needed was someone to help distract her. That should help keep her mind from wandering anywhere dangerous, so she picked up her phone and made the call.
*
Sandra's phone started to vibrate with an incoming call. She was on her knees between her son, Matt's, open legs, and she had his large, fully erect cock in her hand. Matt was slouched low on their living room couch with his shorts on the floor and the bottom of his T shirt lifted partway up his cobbled abs. The eighteen year old's eyes were on his beautiful, blonde mother as she paused to look at the screen of her phone on the coffee table. When she saw the familiar name, her hand paused in stroking her son's impressive cock, but she kept holding him as she smiled and looked over at Daniel sitting in the easy chair off to the side of the couch.
"It's your mother," she told Daniel with a coy smile. "I'm guessing she wants to get together."
Daniel was still rubbing his swollen cock through his shorts. Sandra and Matt had been letting him watch them play for the past few weeks, but this was the first time the mother and son couple had been interrupted this way. Daniel didn't say anything. He'd told Matt but not Sandra what happened at his house the night before, but he knew Sandra was aware of his feelings for his mother. Now he just waited to see what the blonde was going to do.
The blonde hit the green answer button on her phone, leaving it on the coffee table after setting it on speaker mode. "Hi Trace," she said, giving Daniel a teasing wink.
Daniel had been waiting for Sandra to start sucking her son's cock before taking his own out of his shorts, but with the blonde on the phone with his mother now he couldn't wait any longer. He pushed his shorts down past his balls and started stroking his rod slowly.
Sandra was taller than Tracy, with a generally more slender build yet had a heavy, round pair of tits at least as big as her brunette friend's. And she probably liked showing them off even more than Tracy. Today, Sandra was wearing a white miniskirt with a purple blouse that plunged all the way to her navel, leaving her braless tits mostly exposed. She leaned over and licked Matt's cock while they all listened to Tracy ask if she wanted to get together.
"I'd love to, Trace," Sandra told her friend. "But I'm really pretty busy with something here at home." She pulled her blouse all the way open to completely expose her big, smooth tits, then she gave the shaft of her son's cock a long, luxurious lick all the way up the shaft.
Daniel's dick was throbbing in the slow stroke of his fist. He couldn't believe Sandra was talking to his mother while playing with her son's cock. His best friend's cock. He loved watching Sandra perform with Matt, but it never failed to make him think more and more of his own, amazingly hot mother. She was the one who truly occupied the deepest recesses of his mind. But if he hadn't been watching Sandra play with Matt these last few weeks, he didn't think he would ever have lost him mind and grabbed his mother the way he did last night.



Daniel and Matt had broken the ice a couple of months ago when it came to talking about their mothers. Sandra and Tracy were more than a healthy teen boy could ignore, even for their own sons. Then one day Matt admitted to Daniel that he and his mother started making each other feel good. It had been Sandra's idea to let Daniel watch. She'd had exhibitionist fantasies for years, and the past few weeks had been making her giddy with happy excitement to be able to suck and stroke dick even for an audience of one. Yet it also made her feel good to be able to express her deep love for her son openly. The rest of the time, when her husband was home, the mood around the house was somber and tense.
"Is it really that important?" Tracy asked. "Are you it's not something that could wait until later?"
Sandra gave Daniel another wink, then turned her eyes on Matt's cock as her hand slipped up and down his sturdy shaft.
"Hmm, no, I really don't think this can wait," the blonde told her friend. "It needs my immediate attention." On that, Sandra took the tip of her son's cock into her mouth and silently sucked the head.
"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," Tracy's voice came from her phone speaker.
Sandra released Matt's cock. "All part of keeping a happy home, I guess. Is everything okay? You sound...I dunno...a little off."
Daniel knew exactly why his mother sounded so preoccupied, and a glance from Matt told him his friend understood, too. But then both boys couldn't keep from turning their attention back to Sandra as she kept her grip on her son's cock and waited for Tracy to respond.
"Yeah, I guess you could say that."
Sandra gave Matt's cock a long lick up his shaft before replying.
"Is everything okay?" the blonde asked.
Her expression was a little more serious now, but she kept her eyes on her son's cock as she casually stroked his shaft. Daniel was worried, too, wondering what his mother might say. Yet watching Sandra perform was making his cock throb as hard as it always did. With his mother's voice on the speaker it was almost like she was there with them, and that made the ache in Daniel's shaft even worse.
"Everything's, umm, fine, I guess," Tracy's dubious voice announced.
"Are you sure?" the blonde gave her an opening to continue, then she herself took Matt's cock back in her mouth and continued sucking him.
"I just need someone to commiserate with," Tracy said. "As another mother of a virile, handsome son."
This piqued Sandra's interest and she lifted her mouth off Matt's cock long to say, "Oh? Did something happen? Is everything okay?"
Daniel couldn't miss the blonde's glance as she went back to sucking his friend's cock. He kept stroking his rigid pole, wondering how much his mother was going to admit.
"I think so," Tracy said. "Oh, I don't know. It's probably easier for you since you have Jack. Matt has his father in the house as a role model."
Sandra released Matt's cock again. "He's hardly ever home," she told the other woman. "And trust me, it's much better here when he's gone."
As if to silently emphasize her point, Sandra rapidly flicked her tongue up and down the underside of her son's dick shaft. "Did Dan do something bad?" she added before taking Matt's organ back between her lips.
Daniel's heart raced. He realized he didn't care if his mother told Sandra what he did. Matt already knew, so that didn't matter at all. He started stroking his rod faster while his mother spent a minute avoiding a direct answer. The sound of his mother's voice was in his ear while his eyes were set straight on her friend's lips as the encircled her son's spit-soaked shaft.
"Not bad," Tracy finally said. "I mean, not too bad. More like surprising. Or, um, even a little shocking."
As hot as it was to watch a mother as sexy as Sandra suck her own son's cock, Daniel couldn't stop thinking about the way his mother's body had felt the night before. It sounded like she was close to revealing his bold behavior while he thought of the way her tits had felt, even through her dress. Her ass felt so firm, almost hard from the exercise she did every day, and shaped like a perfectly sculpted pair of bubbles. Seeing Sandra with Matt only made him want his own mother that much more. Besides, who deserved a woman as much as her own son? Matt and Sandra were visible proof.
Daniel and Matt both knew plenty of girls their age, and either of them could easily have their pick, but that day they opened up to each other they both agreed that no one affected them the way their mothers did. Daniel knew he'd taken his mother by surprise. He didn't know what he was thinking at the time. She'd just been standing at the sink and her ass and legs were driving him up the wall. She'd protested, of course, but she never tried to push him off. The pressure of his cock must've felt good to her. At the very least, she was curious despite her surprise.
"Shocking?" Sandra asked, lifting her head off Matt's cock once again. This time she gazed straight at Daniel, leveling a curious pair of eyes on him. There was an excited gleam in her eyes as she lowered them from the boy's face to his cock.
"Oh, I don't know if I should say shocking, but..." Tracy forced a laugh. "It's just a little crazy. I shouldn't even be talking about it. I'm sorry I bothered you when you have things to take care of there."
"Well, one really important thing," the blonde said, planting a silent kiss on her son's cock shaft.
The way Sandra then looked up at Matt made Daniel's cock ooze a drabble of precum. The blonde was fun and sexy when she performed in front of him, thoroughly loving the way she teased him, but the way she looked at Matt was like something he could never describe. He longed for his own mother to look at him that way. Like a man she wanted and needed in her life in every way.
Sandra started sucking Matt's hard on again while Tracy half stammered through a pretty heavily edited version of what happened in her kitchen the night before. She said Daniel had hugged her. Really hugged her. The way a man hugs a lover. Sandra paused in blowing her son to ask the other woman to be more specific. Matt was going crazy with his mother stopping and starting a blowjob every time she had to say something to Tracy. Daniel could tell his friend was wishing his mother hadn't answered the call.
"I -- I -- could feel his cock against me," Tracy confessed haltingly.
Sandra stopped sucking again and looked at Daniel with a wide-eyed grin. "Did it feel good?" the blonde asked her friend.
"Oh my god, what kind of question is that?" Tracy whipped back. "He's my son, Sandra."
Sandra laughed. "Yes, I already know he's your son. But you're avoiding the question, which makes me think the answer is yes."
"Oh god," Tracy broke down. "He was so hard. I tried to tell him how wrong it was, but I can't help how much I loved the way he held me and how good that big cock felt up against me. Oh my god, I have to be the worst mother in the world now."
Sandra giggled, still stroking Matt but looking at Daniel. "I don't think he'd agree with you."
Tracy couldn't help but laugh too. "This isn't funny, Sandra," she tried to insist, but then she asked if Matt had ever done anything like that to her.
"Hmmm, maybe we should get together and have a talk," the blonde told her. "How about tomorrow?"
"Sandra? Are you saying what I think?"
"Not on the phone, sweetie. This should be a face to face conversation."
"Oh my god," Tracy nearly moaned. But she agreed to meet her friend and they ended the call.
Sandra looked at Daniel again. "I think you've been a bad boy," she giggled.
Daniel actually blushed and Matt was grinning at him. Then Sandra went back to sucking her son's cock. She kept her lips sliding up and down the boy's thick, hard shaft steadily, going faster now that she wasn't trying to talk to Tracy. Matt was moaning with pleasure while Daniel was stroking his shaft hard and fast. And the moment his friend growled and arched his back, he knew Matt was filling his thirsty mother's mouth with warm cream. Daniel was thinking about his mother when he exploded and spurted cum all over his hand and the front of his T shirt.
Once Sandra made Matt cum, they practically forgot Daniel was even there. It happened the same way every time. The blonde mother got up and snuggled up to her son on the couch while held his mother protectively in his arms and buried his face in her silky hair. Daniel put his cock away and left them alone, not knowing how he was going to look his mother in the eye when he got back home.
While Sandra cuddled up with her son after Daniel was gone, she couldn't resist cupping his spent cock and balls in her hand, gently fondling them. This was one of her favorites things about the rapidly changing relationship she was forging with her son, that warm, glorious afterglow from giving him so much pleasure. No one else had ever made her feel the same way. Certainly not the boy's father. Not ever. It was a long time now, years, since her younger days when she first began transforming herself into a stunning object of pleasure. And as good as she became at pleasing men, the most pleasure was really for her. She loved every second of it.
Yet when she married Jack she probably surprised herself more than anyone that she remained faithful to him for all those years. Up until a few weeks ago when everything changed with Matt. As she looked back, it had been building for a long time. She'd obviously never really gotten over her deep-seated naughty streak, but the way her son held and kissed her after they played was like nothing she'd ever felt before. He certainly loved and craved the way she made him cum, and he was just as aroused as she was when she showed off in front of Daniel, but there was something so much deeper. He was her son, and he was completely devoted to her.
Once they were alone, they spent a long time just kissing. Matt cupped his mother's large tits in his hand while she continued to fondle his gradually recovering cock.
"Are you gonna tell Danny's mom about us?" he asked during a pause for breath.
"Yes, baby, I'm pretty sure I will. Is that okay with you?"
"I don't mind. I mean, Danny knows so why not his mom, too?"
"You knew there was something going on with them, didn't you?"
Matt smiled. "Yeah. They're like we were a couple months ago. Guys talk, you know."
"Hmm," the blonde smiled a little skeptically. "So do mothers."
Matt's cock was quickly returning to the hard, swollen state he was in when his mother was sucking him off in front of his friend. Sandra loved knowing he felt the same way about playing in front of Daniel that she did. For them, it wasn't about sharing her with the other boy, but being able to show someone else how they belonged to each other. It wasn't the kind of thing you could just tell anyone.
Sandra pulled her skirt around her hips and moved over Matt, straddling his lap. She reached down and held his cock while she lowered her wet pussy onto his shaft. Both mother and son groaned at the pleasure they shared over Sandra's hot sheath slipping down and swallowing up the boy's throbbing pole into her body.
"Why don't we fuck in front of Danny?" Matt asked, before his mother started to ride him. "Why only handjobs and blowjobs?"
"We have to keep a few things just for us, don't you think, baby?"
Sandra giggled girlishly as she began to rise and fall on that big, sturdy cock of her son's. It pleased her to no end to know he'd agree to pretty much anything while he had his beautiful mother riding his cock and rubbing her big, smooth tits in his face. It wasn't long before she was riding the boy hard and fast, using her whole body to milk his throbbing dick.
"Give Mommy that cum, baby," Sandra moaned. "I need it before your father gets home."
*
After her phone call with Sandra, Tracy left the house. She didn't have anywhere in particular to go, she simply needed to get away. Facing Daniel when he came home from wherever he'd gone didn't feel like a good option after Sandra hinted at something scandalous going on between her and her own son.
It wasn't Tracy's usual practice to go out without a bra or panties on, but she hadn't been thinking about anything other than Sandra's suggestive tone. It didn't make sense, but the way her friend had been so easily accepting of the way she confessed loving the way Daniel's cock had felt rubbing on her somehow made her feel even more ashamed of herself. Her face was flush with shame as she drove aimlessly, finding herself driving by a few of the spots where Daniel was likely to go. But he wasn't in any of them, not on the neighborhood basketball court or the public pool. Not at the park.
The next most likely place her son would have gone was to Matt's house, and that was the last place Tracy was going now. What if he'd actually been there when she was talking to Sandra? Could her son have any idea of whatever inappropriate activities the blonde had hinted at? He and Matt were as close as brothers so it wouldn't come as a huge surprise. Would Daniel have told Matt what he did to his own mother in the kitchen last night?
Tracy finally parked her minivan in a quiet area of the park and shut off the engine. She sat in her vehicle with the windows down and tried some of the meditation techniques she learned in her yoga class. She managed to calm down a little, but it was impossible to keep so many unsettling questions from plaguing her mind. It felt like torture to have to wait to the following day to get some concrete answers out of her friend.
At first, Tracy had thought the best way to deal the previous night's incident would be to pretend it had never happened, but now that hardly seemed possible. She would always be thinking about it, and probably Daniel would be, too. And for that matter, it was impossible not to keep wondering what Sandra must be doing with Matt. Would she actually go as far as letting him fuck her? Her own son? She was a married woman, unlike Tracy, even if Jack didn't treat his wife with any love or respect.
Matt was his father's total opposite. Tracy could see how much the handsome, muscular teen loved his mother. Now that she thought about it, she'd caught the boy looking at his sexy mother the way any healthy man looks a woman as desirable as Sandra. This only reminded the brunette of the times she'd seen the same look in her own son's eyes. She'd missed it before because it wasn't what a woman ever expected to see in the eyes of a young man she gave birth to.
The very thought was outrageous. It was lewd. Sordid. Forbidden in every sense. Yet did that only make her that much more desirable? Did it make her that much greater a conquest to a young man with a cock as lusty and powerful was the one she felt shoving up to her ass at the kitchen sink the night before?
The feeling of Daniel's cock and hands on her was so vivid in her mind now, and it was making her pussy churn with heat. She wished she could stop thinking about it, but instead she looked around to make sure no one was too close to her vehicle and then slipped her hand into her yoga pants. The crotch was already showing a damp stain where her pussy had been growing moist. Her last wax had only been a couple of days before and her pussy felt as smooth as silk. Daniel would love it. And now, his mother imagined the boy tasting her, eager to impress her by how far he could shove his tongue into her welcoming hole.
Tracy whimpered and fingered her flushed sex lips, then pushing a finger into her sheath. She imagined her son's perfect lips enclosing her clit and sucking that pearl like he needed her taste in his mouth just to live another day. Her yoga pants stretched around her pivoting hand as she thrust a finger in and out of her hole, day dreaming of the very thing she'd left the house to avoid. Her son. His cock. His hands and lips exploring his aching mother like he owned her.
A car suddenly passed behind Tracy's parking spot and jarred her out of her delicious daydream. She immediately pulled her hand out of her yoga pants and took a deep breath. Clearly, the woman wasn't in her right mind. She started the car before she gave herself another chance to get caught masturbating in the driver's seat right there in a public park. Besides, she had to face her son sooner or later. Avoiding him would only work for so long, and maybe there was a slim chance they could just pretend it all never happened. She could even cancel her lunch date with Sandra and pretend they never had that insane phone conversation.
Tracy knew she was only kidding herself, but it helped lessen the shame she was feeling as she drove back to her house. When she got back, Daniel was upstairs taking a shower. His mother felt relieved at being able to put off having to face him even for just a little while longer, even though she didn't think there was any way to sort out the kind of thoughts she'd been having. Maybe some things were just never meant to make sense.
Going into her office and checking for work related messages seemed a good way to distract herself. It worked for a while, but eventually she found herself staring blankly at her monitor while she thought about Daniel's hands on parts of her body a son is never supposed to feel. It made her nipples grow thick with sensation while her pussy tingled heatedly. That was when she suddenly felt his hands on her for real. He'd finished his shower and dressed, then came into her office while she was distracted and put his hands on her shoulders from behind. She nearly jumped out of her skin.
"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you," Daniel said as he lightly massaged his mother's shoulders.
"Oh, it's okay. I guess I've just been a little on edge," she replied, knowing he couldn't miss her meaning.
"Me, too, I guess."
With his fingers digging into her shoulders, his thumbs worked against the knots of tension just below her neck. It felt wonderful and all she could do was let her body relax and utter a sigh.
"Ohh, Daniel, that feels wonderful." She very nearly moaned but caught herself just in time. Yet it was only making the hot, buzzing sensation in her nipples and pussy that much worse. Why didn't she make him stop? It would've been so easy just to stand up and break off the contact.
"You feel wonderful, Mom." He massaged her shoulders a while longer, coming dangerously close to turning his mother's body to mush. But then his hands slipped forward and down from her shoulders and he was massaging her tits through her T shirt. "I love it when you don't wear a bra," he told her. "You look so amazing. And you feel even better."
Once again, her son was only fondling her through her clothes. At least he hadn't shoved his hands inside her shirt, which would have been a simple feat. She should have pushed his hands away, but like the night before, she felt completely powerless to move. Her heart was beating so hard she was sure he could feel the wild pulse in her body.
"Daniel," she started, almost sounding calm from the way her son's hands were making her feel weak. "This isn't a good way to be touching your mother."
His fingers were digging carefully but insistently into the firm flesh of her sensitive orbs. It was so wrong, but her body responded as if it had a mind of its own. She found herself wishing the chair wasn't in the way so she could feel that big, strong cock of his surge to hardness against her body.
"I can stop if you really want me to," he said. "But I really don't want to. I see how amazing you look day after day and I can't help it."
"Baby, that's so sweet, but you're my son. This is so wrong, my love."
"Sandra says we can't help who we fall in love with."
Tracy froze for a moment. Was Daniel saying he was in love with his own mother? Now her mind started to spin. This was a wrinkle she never expected yet there was a warmth flowing through her mind and body that she'd never felt before. Still, she did her best to be a "sensible mother".



"Baby, you know I love you, too. So much," she sighed, powerless to resist his steady massage of her bulbous tits.
"Mom, I mean I'm in love with you. I want you. As a woman."
"Oh god, baby. I know I could love you that way so easily. But I'm your mother!" she hissed emphatically, even as her pussy flushed at the sound of his ardent words.
"If you don't want that kind of love from me you can always just push my hands off you. I'll never try to touch you like this again. You could've done it last night, too. But you didn't. I know you want me too, Mom."
Tracy just let the breath rush out of her body. When she didn't make a move to shove her son's hands away from her tits, he pushed them inside her shirt through the V neck and slipped them down over the bare flesh of her warm tits. He clutched her flesh firmly, squeezing and kneading her, searching for her throbbing nipples with his fingers.
"Ohhh, so wrong," the brunette sighed, leaning back as far as she could. The direct touch of her son's enormous hands set her skin on fire. "I love you so much, baby. Oh god, this is so wrong."
Daniel rolled and squeezed his mother's rigid nipples, forcing a hot rush of nectar into her slit. Without thinking twice about it, Tracy pushed a hand into her yoga pants and started rubbing her dew-trickling pussy. She knew Daniel could see every movement of her hand under her thin, stretchy yoga pants, but she didn't care. She wanted him to see how desperate he made her. He went on massaging her tits and stimulating her nipples while she worked her pussy with her fingers, finally pushing a pair into her hole and fucking herself until the voltage within her lush body built up to the point of exploding. Her back arched against the chair and her hips jerked uncontrollably against the hot, fast pump of her fingers.
Tracy came until she was breathless. Her hand was still stuck in her leggings another minute or two before she finally pulled it free and Daniel pulled his hands out from her T shirt. The afterglow of her climax was the only thing that kept her from freaking out over the shame she was feeling. It might've her fingers, but the powerful orgasm she'd just had was all about her son, and it was the best one she'd had since she could remember.
"Still think it's wrong, Mom?" Daniel asked, his hands back on her shoulders.
"Yes, baby. I love you more than anything in the world, but we can't let anything like that happen again. You can't put your hands inside Mommy's shirt again. Especially when I'm not wearing a bra, sweetheart."
"Hmmm, sure. I guess that's why you just fingered yourself," he replied.
Daniel left his mother's office before she had a chance to turn around and see the look on his face, not to mention the throbbingly hard cock she knew he must've had. She was exasperated by his confident sarcasm, but relieved she didn't have to face him right now. After this, it was impossible to pretend nothing happened. Not after masturbating right in front of him while she let him massage her tits. If only it hadn't felt so fucking amazing.
A little while later, Tracy found herself standing in the kitchen trying to think of something to put together for dinner, but her mind was everywhere but on cooking. Going out for dinner seemed like a much better idea. Taking Daniel to a neutral location would certainly be a better way to convince him that he was on a dangerous path, no matter what her crazy, blonde friend had been telling him.
She called upstairs to her son to suggest going out, and he shouted back that it sounded like a great idea. A couple of minutes later he came downstairs in a pair of shorts and a T shirt. Between Daniel's outfit and Tracy's yoga pants and T shirt with the over stretched V neck it didn't look like they could go anywhere too fancy, but Tracy knew a few places where they could have a nice dinner just as they were.
They got into Tracy's minivan and started driving, although she hadn't thought of exactly where to go yet. She drove aimlessly, wishing she could think of the right place for dinner to come up in the midst of all the other distractions clouding her mind. It hadn't been much more than an hour since she'd fingered herself with her son's hands groping under her shirt.
"Mom?" Daniel asked after a while. "Do you even know where we're going?"
Tracy ran through a series of possible excuses in her mind, but they all sounded feeble. Besides, it wasn't as if Daniel didn't know what was occupying the woman's mind. The kind of thing that had happened between them wasn't something you could just pretend hadn't and then try to go on as if everything was normal. She kept sneaking glances at her son's hands as they were splayed out on each of his muscular thighs, so close to that cock she knew only from feeling through her clothes.
The brunette finally realized there must be some reason she kept circling around the area of the park when she pulled in and took the road toward the duck pond. It was her favorite place to go when she was feeling stressed. It was also a place where she'd taken Daniel when she had something important to discuss with him. It was where she took him the time she had to tell him his father was leaving them on their own. He'd have to know she was taking their situation very seriously.
Tracy parked right in front of the pond and shut off the engine. There was about an hour of late day light left, and while the park wasn't exactly crowded there were still people out. Both mother and son unbuckled their seatbelts and Daniel leaned against his door, cocking one leg to the side in a careless position that drew his mother's attention in just the way she was trying so hard to avoid. Tracy now wished she'd changed into something else before leaving the house. The neckline of her shirt was still stretched out of shape from her son's hands groping inside it, and there was still a telltale shadow stain in the crotch of her yoga pants.
How had she ever let this happen, she asked herself. This wasn't the kind of person she was. It was so shameful and perverse.
"You're right," she finally replied to his question. "I don't really know where we're going. And more importantly, I don't know where we're going. Things have obviously been a little -- different -- lately, and they certainly can't keep going the way they have been."
Daniel was looking at his mother in the most unsettling way. The sordid desire in his eyes was blatantly obvious and he was making no effort to hide it. Tracy barely recognized her son. It was like he was turning into a completely different boy right in front of her. But he was no boy anymore. His big, muscular body was proof of that, and the cock she hadn't been able to stop imagining only confirmed it. And yet the fact that he seemed to be getting hard as she sat there looking between his carelessly spread legs was a stark reminder of his youthful exuberance.
Despite his brash confidence, Daniel was having a hard time getting his voice to work, but he finally managed.
"I've always liked looking at you, Mom," he told her with hesitation in his tone. "Who wouldn't? You're amazing. And the less you wear the more I look. It's not my fault you're the hottest and most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
Tracy was too stunned to reply at first. No one had ever said things like that to her before, including her self-absorbed ex-husband. Daniel took a deep breath and kept going before giving his mother a chance to gather her wits and respond.
"You look amazing in anything you wear," he told her. "You have the best legs and ass I've ever seen. And, Mom -- seriously -- your tits are world class. Now that I've held them in my hands I can't stop thinking about them," the boy blurted out in one, long stream.
His mother stared at him with her heart hammering inside her chest. She was so ashamed of the nagging tingles of sensation her son's words had created in her pussy. But there was something else. It was a feeling that hadn't left her alone since the first time Daniel had grabbed her tits in the kitchen the night before. She felt admired in a way she'd forgotten was even possible.
"Daniel," she started, so unsure of what to say. But she had to say something. She had to put a stop to this now, before it only got worse. "It's perfectly natural to get aroused around an attractive woman, but I'm sure you'd be much more aroused by a girl your age."
Her son nodded thoughtfully, despite the excitement between his legs looking more prominent.
"That might be true for most guys," Daniel said. "But not for me or Matt. In case you haven't noticed, I don't go out with girls my age. I want something more. I want you, Mom."
Despite the boy's outrageous behavior recently, hearing him actually say the words gave his mother the most unsettling tingling sensation in her pussy. It was so shameful, yet the more she tried to set her mind against the reaction of her body the stronger the sensations became.
"There's nothing wrong with wanting an older woman, son," the brunette said in a shaky voice. "A lot of younger men..."
"Mom," he cut her off. "It's not about just fucking some older woman. I want you. Just you. I want you to be mine. And I mean completely. I'm in love with you, and I don't want you being with anyone but me."
"I love you, too, baby, but I'm your mother. Don't you see the problem?"
"I see a lot of things, Mom. I bet you'd love to know what I saw earlier today," he said, a taunting tone in his voice.
Tracy was afraid to ask. And then she was distracted by her son slowly pulling his zipper down.
"You know I was over at Matt's house today," he said.
He got his shorts open completely and pushed them down, letting his cock snap freely into the open. Tracy gasped softly. Now she knew exactly what she was feeling pressing up against her ass the night before.
"I watched Sandra suck Matt's cock," Daniel continued. He wrapped his hand around his thick shaft and started stroking it while his mother stared, speechless. "She was playing with his dick the whole time you were talking, Mom. I was right there."
Tracy couldn't fathom all the implications of what she was hearing. But what she was seeing right in front of her made everything else seem unimportant. Her own son was brandishing his big, naked cock before her eyes, and it was one of the most beautiful things she'd ever seen. There was such a graceful flair to the sweep of the ridge of his head, and it was impressively long and thick. It was criss-crossed with pulsing veins, but not so much as to keep his shaft from looking sleek and smooth. He was shaved smooth all around the root, plus his balls. His mother couldn't control the intense quivering feeling in her pussy as she watched him proudly stroke his throbbing prize.
"I, ummm, suppose you want me to...suck that for you like Sandra did for Matt." Tracy could hardly believe the words that were coming out of her mouth. It was like someone else was speaking them.
"I do, Mom. I need it. I need you."
Tracy thought her son's words must be lulling her into some kind of lurid trance as she leaned over, bring her face down close to the ripe stalk jutting upright from between her son's legs. Daniel let go of his shaft and let his mother take it into her own hand. He moaned as she gripped his cock. His flesh was so hot it burned. She felt her face flush with shame. Her son was watching her every move which only made it worse.
"This is so bad," she said softly, but Daniel was touching her hair, stroking with his fingers. She looked up at his face and he was looking at her like she was the only woman in existence. That was when she knew he meant what he said, that there was really no other woman for him but her. It was sinful and perverse, but at that moment she never wanted another man, either. "I love you, baby," she told him. And then she took the ripe, round head of his cock into her mouth and rolled her tongue around it.
Daniel moaned and sighed with pleasure. Tracy sensed all the tension in her son's body going slack as she took more of his cock into her mouth. Shame broiled inside her as she drove her moist lips further onto his shaft. She should have been disgusted with herself, but all she could think about was the heat of that delicious cock flesh in her mouth. Her hand started to follow the up and down stroke of her lips and Daniel wove his fingers into his mother's satiny hair. He didn't try to push her head up and down. He simply followed the motion of her head with his hands while he gasped for air and groaned with need.
Tracy's heart was racing and her pussy was soaking the same yoga pants she'd fingered herself in just a couple of hour before. It had been ages since she had a hot, throbbing, sap-oozing cock in her mouth. She had always been a passionate cocksucker, and back in her heyday, Tracy had probably sucked around seventy-five dicks, a fact she had always kept from her ex. Sucking cock had always made the brunette's pussy drip with excitement, but sucking her son's cock wasn't even in the same solar system. The thought of her son watching Sandra suck Matt's cock was surreal, but she wanted to give her hot, precious boy something beyond anything he'd the blonde do for show.
"Mom, Mom, ohhhhhh fuck, Mom," Daniel was moaning over and over.
The sounds uttering from his throat kept his mother's pussy trickling with warm lady cream until her leggings were fully soaked all around her pussy. Tracy had fully intended to tease her son with her talented, if a little out of practice, mouth until he was out of his mind with lust. But she was in a daze just to have a throbbing cock in her mouth again. The fact it was Daniel's cock was quickly turning her into a cum hungry vixen. She plunged her mouth up and down his shaft with her head bobbing rapidly. Her son was gasping now and rocking his pole into her mouth as deeply as his position allowed.
Before much longer, Tracy felt her son's hands ball into fists in her hair, pulling at her fine locks until his cum started jetting into her mouth faster than she could swallow it all. Daniel growled and kept cumming as long as any man his mother could ever remember. When she finally released his satisfied cock and lifted her head there was excess cum dripping down her chin.
Tracy felt deep pangs of shame, yet somehow no regret, as her son gazed at her with his cum on her freshly fucked face.
"You loved it, didn't you," Daniel said once he caught his breath. "Admit it, Mom. You loved sucking that dick."
"Oh god, I'm so ashamed," she admitted. "But yes, baby. I never loved sucking any cock so much as yours. And you loved cumming in Mommy's mouth just as much. I know you did."
"Yes, Mom, I did. And I'm gonna love it more every time it happens, which is gonna be a lot from now on."
"Hmm, you sound pretty sure about that, baby."
"I am. Face it, Mom. This is why we belong together. You and me. You're my woman now. And I love you so much."
"Oh, darling, I love you too," Tracy cried, practically lurching across the console to throw her arms around her beautiful son and kiss him hungrily. Daniel's tongue slipped between her lips right away. She knew he couldn't miss the fact that the cum on her chin was getting on him now, too. It only made her want to kiss her lover even deeper. And yet the shame she was feeling also deepened when he pushed his hands under her shirt to caress the smooth, heavy tits underneath. She loved the way he touched her and finally realized the shame she felt in loving her own son this way was making her wet just as much as he was.
Tracy had all but forgotten they were in her parked minivan in a public park. At least it was nearly evening and there weren't many people around, but the possibility of being seen kissing her son like a slut at the beginning of a porn video was a constant possibility. Daniel was fondling her tits for the third time in less than twenty-four hours, and as she caressed his cock she could feel it growing hard again before it even went completely soft. His hands felt rough and aggressive while their tongues swirled within the open cavern of their joined lips.
One of Daniel's hands then traveled down the front of his mother's body and burrowed into the front of her leggings. She had one foot on the vehicle floor with the other knee on her seat. Before she knew it, her son's fingers were eagerly exploring the silken skin of her recently waxed pussy. She gasped into the boy's mouth as their kissing grew deeper and more intense. His fingers were sliding all over her perfectly bald mound and snaking down deeper into her yoga pants to slide over her leaking slit.
The moment Tracy felt Daniel's finger touching her hot pussy lips she suddenly broke off their long kiss and gasped. She tightened her grip on his fully revived hard on and gyrated her hips, encouraging his fingers to play and explore.
It had been years since Tracy had felt anyone's fingers on her pussy other than her own. Daniel's were so much bigger than hers, so much rougher and thicker. The aggressive rub of his fingers over slit was making her ooze in a steady flow.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh," she moaned, rocking her hips while her son boldly explored her slick slash. "It's so wrong, darling, but fuck, baby, it feels so good."
Daniel grunted in response. His cock felt so big and hard in her hand it was impossible to tell he'd just cum, except for the fact that his shaft was still wet from his climax. Tracy used the boy's own cum for stroke lube while he pushed a finger into her frothy hole. He started to fuck her with it and she could hardly draw breath. Then a second finger joined the first and his mother's hole felt so full. She gasped deeply and then buried her face into his neck and whimpered. The in and out stroke of his fingers kept rubbing over her G spot sending waves of pleasure flowing through every part of her body.
"This pussy is mine now, Mom," Daniel said in a low, growly tone his mother had never heard before. "You're my girl now and there won't ever be anyone else for me. And you're never gonna have anyone else, either. That cock in your hand right now is the only one you're ever gonna need."
"Ohhhh, Danny, I love you so much," she mewled against her son's neck.
"I love you too, Mom," the boy groaned intensely.
Not even the love they could now, finally, express to each other did anything to ease the feeling of shame Tracy had. Of course a mother and son should love each other, but that didn't mean he should be stroking the inner walls of the pussy that bore him toward an explosive burst of pleasure. But it was exactly for that very reason that the electric pulses jolting through her body felt so intense. If he could make her feel like this with his fingers she was almost afraid to imaging what his cock would do to her.
Tracy felt like her whole body was spinning as the depth charge erupted inside her. Her whole body shook from the uncontrollable climax. She kept his cock in her hand, holding onto his shoulder with the other while he took her mouth in another dizzying kiss.
The brunette now understood why Sandra had started fucking Matt. She even understood why the blonde would let Daniel watch them. It validated their relationship, like having a witness at a wedding ceremony, except that it must have driven their pleasure to a level few people ever experience.
After a brief recovery, Tracy got out of the driver's seat and went around to the side of the vehicle. She slid the rear door open and got in, lying back on the seat and pulling off her yoga pants while Daniel watched her. He was now stroking his swollen cock while his mother spread her shapely legs as far as she could. She teased her sodden slit with her fingers, gazing at her son's face as he stared at her open pussy.



"Get back here, baby, and take Mommy's pussy. Mark it and make it yours forever," she yowled in a feline voice she barely recognized as her own.
Daniel pushed off his shorts, then got out of the car wearing only his T shirt, his big, excited pole wagging before him. He climbed into the back with his mother and slid the door closed. There wasn't much room to move around, so when he got between his mother's open legs the underside of his cock was rubbing against his mother's slit. Tracy felt like the whole world had changed just from the simple touch of her son's cock against her dew-coated slit. She pulled her shirt up over her tits and played with her nipples as she took in the sight of her son hovering above her.
"Don't make me suffer, baby," the brunette cooed. "I need that cock in me now."
Daniel grinned and teased his mother, taking his cock in one hand and rubbing the tip across her clit without going inside her. Tracy moaned and pouted, but her son couldn't hold out the tease very long. He was just as eager as she was to bury his hard shank deep in her oozing hole. Pushing the fat dome of his rod past his mother's swollen sex lips, he finally gave a hard shove with his hips and drove himself into her body.
Tracy's eyes went wide with disbelief as she watched that huge bone gradually disappear into her sheath. Her son began slowly stroking the long, thick rod in and out of her pussy, his flesh growing wet and slick with her ooze. Soon he was pumping into her with steady thrusts. The car filled with the sound of the raspy sighs of pleasure and the wet slap of the boy's rigid dick in his mother's hole.
"Oh, Mom, fuck, you feel so good," he growled, pumping her harder and faster.
Tracy held her tits and invited her man to suckle her nipples while he fucked her. Daniel lapped and sucked hungrily at each of her thickly aroused nubs, pumping his rod into her core ever faster, ever harder, ever deeper.
The brunette didn't care if anyone walked by the car and saw them. She moaned deeply and started to cum all around her son's driving cock. He left her breathless, yet her body was on fire with joy as another climax rippled through her glorious body. Feeling the hot, orgasmic clench of her inner muscles, there was no way Daniel could last any longer. His powerful cock lunged and throbbed while his seed-filled cream burst from his rod, deep into his mother's long-neglected fuck hole.
It seemed to take forever to catch their breath. They spent a long time kissing and staring into each other's eyes with just as much love as awe. Tracy felt fully ashamed of herself now, and it made her smile at her lover while his cock was still embedded in her body. She never wanted to let him go. Nor would she ever let go of that feeling of shame for fucking her own son and loving every stroke of his magnificent cock. Her shame and her love for him were irreversibly woven together, as if it were all the same emotion.
She was his now. For better or worse. And for the first time in her life she truly understood how deep that part of the wedding vow could be.
The couple were far too disheveled now to go to a restaurant. On top of that, they reeked of sex, which only made them smile at each other like a pair of newlyweds on their honeymoon.
They got back in the front of the car and pulled their clothes back on. Tracy drove back to the house where they showered together. She then put together a dinner for the two of them while her son watched her with a sly grin on his handsome face. Every time his mother caught that rakish smirk it made her smile. She had never felt so thoroughly loved or soundly fucked.
That night they spent a lot of time talking about how they imagined they could make things work in a relationship they could only be open about with two other people. But Tracy was sure they'd eventually meet others who could understand their love. They finally went to bed in Tracy's room because it was more spacious.
Sometime in the middle of the night, Tracy awoke to Daniel's tongue exploring her pussy. He had his mother cumming again before he even pushed his cock back inside her and fucked her until they both came until they saw sparks.
As she fell back to sleep with Daniel spooning her, she thought about her lunch date with Sandra the next day. Now, the two friends would each have a similar story to tell.
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Max couldn't help the warm feelings of arousal his daughter, Victoria, caused him to feel whenever she padded around the house or by their pool in anything that showed off her attention-getting body. And lately, that seemed to be everything she decided to wear. She was a young adult now and didn't need parental permission to wear skimpy string bikinis or skirts that were too short and too tight.
She was also more beautiful than ever with her wide, expressive brown eyes, silky, chestnut brown hair that fell just past her shoulders, and a face that could be innocent and devilish at the same time. She was even more fit and toned now than when she was still in school and always involved in cheerleading and dance. Her legs were smooth as silk and beautifully toned, and her firm, spherically shaped tits looked perfect in whatever she decided to wear.
Victoria had been the light of her father's life since the day she was born. He'd probably done too much to spoil her, but whenever she looked at him with her big, doe-brown eyes he felt powerless to deny her anything. Up to a point. She was also the prettiest and sexiest girl in town, along with her two best friends, Kayla and Teri. The three were practically inseparable up until they went off in different directions after high school, but they all stayed in touch and remained as close as ever.
Max had always known Victoria, as well as her friends, needed a vigilant presence in their lives to keep them safe from the kind of bad experiences that could befall girls as fun-loving and sexy as they were. Of course Kayla and Teri had fathers of their own, but whenever the three were in Max's home he treated his daughter's friends as if they were just as much his responsibility. Consequently, he was extremely cautious when it came to approving of which parties the girls could go to, or which boys they were allowed to date. And when it came to Max's girls, there never seemed to be a boy who was good enough.
Kayla and Teri loved Max's fatherly attention and care, and they often treated him like their second dad. This was even more true for Kayla, whose father had a well-earned reputation for being an insufferable prick and a foul-mouthed drunk. But to them, and even to his real daughter, he was the cool, hot looking dad who always showed up for the events they were involved in. But as is normal for any father and daughter, none of the girls were immune from getting exasperated by his occasional bouts of paternal strictness, even though deep down they loved that he was so caring and attentive. Despite this, it wasn't unusual for Kayla or Teri to blatantly flirt with him, which always made Victoria roll her eyes or put his ex-wife into another one of her cold moods. Victoria's mother was openly sarcastic about Max's relationship with all of the girls' friends, and younger women in general. He was always a warm, likable man that women of all ages felt comfortable with.
Victoria's parents divorced during her first year of college. With their daughter out of the house it was clearer than ever that she had been the only common ground keeping them together. The divorce had been no more spiteful than their marriage. They were both eager to end a relationship that had only one positive aspect, which was their amazing daughter. Of course, Ellen never found her daughter as amazing as her father did, and after the couple parted ways Victoria had very little contact with her mother.
Back when the girls were all eighteen they had always seemed much more attracted to older men than boys their age. Max couldn't blame them. He'd seen more than his share of the way boys that age treated girls who looked like Victoria and her beautiful friends. Yet there was so much more to them than hot bodies and gorgeous looks.
So it didn't come as a huge surprise when Victoria quit college in the middle of her second year and got married to a man who was in his thirties. It wasn't because of his age, but Max never liked his daughter's husband. He didn't see the relationship going well in the long run, but Victoria was almost twenty by then and had a right to make her own choices. However, just as he had all her life, Max was there for his beautiful daughter no matter what happened. When her marriage broke up less than two years in, Max wasn't surprised. But he was there for his daughter and supported her with his whole heart.
Victoria wanted to reboot her life and finish her education, but with nowhere else to go she moved in with her dad. By this time, he was living in a new house in a much more secluded area. The house itself was smaller than the one Victoria grew up in, but there was a much bigger yard that was surrounded by woods. There was also an in-ground pool with a large terraced area that was perfect for swimming and sunbathing. He also had a smaller, but much nicer home office for his business. This was on the ground floor of the house, with a window looking out on the pool and grounds in back.
"I could get used to this," Victoria had said the first time Max showed her around the new house.
"I hope you do," her father had said. "Because you're home now and I'd be perfectly happy if you never leave."
"Aww, I love you, Dad," she had said, giving her father a tight hug that pushed her braless tits against his fit, firm body. "But I'm sure a man like you is going to need his privacy sometimes."
His daughter actually winked as she gave him a suggestive look. Along with the full, firm pair of tits that were crushed against him, Max couldn't help feeling a wave of heat pass through his body.
"Maybe if I meet a girl as smart and hot as you," he said. Then he pretended like he was suddenly remembering something obvious. "Oh, right! I've got you!"
Victoria had giggled happily and planted a quick kiss on her father's lips. He felt a little embarrassed for a long time afterward, but nothing more was said. He was just happy to have his beautiful daughter back home again.
Meanwhile, Victoria settled in quickly. Within the first month she was already rekindling her friendships with Kayla and Teri. It wasn't long before the other two girls were around the house just as much as they had been back in their high school days. The only difference was that they were now even more beautiful and voluptuous young women, with more experience in life. They even had sleepovers like they used to, and Max was happy to see that his daughter's old friends were there to support her throughout all the upheaval she was going through.
It was like old times, but better. Victoria's mother wasn't around to disapprove of skimpy sleepwear being worn around the house in front of Max. And she wasn't there to say something catty about the bikinis she'd always said were inappropriate for the girls to sunbathe in. Nor was she there to make everyone feel awkward by pointing out how Kayla and Teri shamelessly flirted with Max. Victoria's mother had embarrassed all of them many times over, but Max knew it was only in the spirit of good fun and never failed to defend his daughter and her staunchest friends.
That didn't mean it was all a walk in the park for Max, though. Now that the three were all in their early twenties and had even more self-confidence than a few years ago, the man found himself constantly tempted by the luscious young women almost constantly. It was a steady battle to keep up his role as supportive father as well as being an all-around good guy and friend/mentor to Kayla and Teri who were both still unmarried.
Kayla was easily the boldest and most precocious of the three. She had long, blonde hair and a fresh-faced look that earned her rapt attention wherever she went. At twenty-two, Kayla's body was noticeably thicker and curvier than before, yet still as fit as when she was eighteen. Her tits were now a full, round, distracting pair of D cups that she loved showing off in outfits that always accentuated them. Max had lost count of the times the coy blonde had caught him staring.
Teri, on the other hand, like Victoria, was curvier yet leaner and more toned now. She was a brunette, also like Victoria, but had blonde highlights. Like her friends, she was more confident and much bolder in her choice of outfits than in the past.
When her friends stayed over, it wasn't like in high school when they spent most of their time closed up in Victoria's room. They liked hanging out with Max, Victoria most of all, and treated him almost like he was one of the group. They dressed in the most revealing sleepwear ever, and Max had found himself waking up with the biggest, hardest erections of his life. It didn't help that they were flirting with him more openly than ever. There was no ex-wife around to inhibit anyone. Max caught his daughter blushing over this more than once, but she never said anything about it so he assumed she didn't mind.
Max flirted right back. It was just what he needed in light of his own divorce. He also loved playing host to the girls and always cooked for them when they were there. He never failed to fire up the grill on the patio when the girls were lounging around the pool in bikinis that put their high school swimsuits to shame. Even Victoria didn't hesitate to wear a thong around her father, or tops that left more of her tits exposed than covered.
Teri had a boyfriend now, a mystery man she hadn't introduced to her friends yet, which meant that she wasn't at the house as much as Kayla. But as a few weeks passed, it was almost like Max was the unofficial boyfriend to the whole trio, not just Victoria's hot dad like in the old days. He flirted with them, looked at them like the hot, gorgeous young women they were, but also respected them and took them seriously. Max started to see the girls as more like friends, too, even Victoria, although his fatherly instincts never left him completely, and all three savored that about him.
Max had expected he'd be starting to see other women by now. He was single and free, had a great place, and his online business was doing better than ever. But when Victoria moved in and her friends started hanging around on a regular basis, he realized he'd stopped looking. Except for sex, all of his needs for female companionship were being met. There were three beautiful, sexy girls that spent as much time with him as they could all manage. He loved them all each in her own way, and the idea of a lot of awkward first dates appealed to him less and less.
There was no denying the fact that he loved Victoria most of all. It was natural. She was his daughter, after all. What wasn't so natural was that Victoria was also the one who made him hornier than the others. Of course she was around him the most. They ate breakfast together every morning, dinner every night, and they even shared a bathroom. She was also getting more and more casual about showing her body around her father. Max didn't know it yet, but he was falling in love with his daughter in a way a father is never meant to. He saw her in his mind when he stroked his cock, but he knew he could never do anything more than indulge a few private fantasies.
The best way to deal with his dilemma was to show that much more attention to his daughter's friends. Even though Teri was coming over less because of her new boyfriend, her relationship didn't keep her from teasing and flirting with the older man as much as ever. But Kayla was completely unfettered by any other relationships and she was quickly taking the lead in vying for Max's attention. He often thought he could have a great relationship with Kayla, but being his daughter's friend held him back.
It was Kayla's flirting that led to a seeming insignificant decision that set off bigger changes. It was a Sunday afternoon, and Max was grilling steaks and ears of corn for himself and the girls. He was wearing his long, baggy swim trunks while the trio of beauties were all sunbathing in thong bikinis. They were halfway through the second bottle of wine when Kayla started teasing Max about wearing such a frumpy looking suit.
"If we're going to hang our tits and asses out here in thongs," she quipped, "the least you could do is get a speedo and give us something to drool over, too."
Teri broke out laughing. "You're such a slut, K," she snickered.
Victoria flashed her blonde friend a sarcastic smirk, but her father could tell she wasn't as amused as Teri. "You're not allowed to drool over my father," she said, trying to keep the mood light.
"Oh c'mon," said Kayla. "We've been drooling over your dad for years. Tell me you haven't just as much as me and Teri."
Victoria blushed. "Teri's right. You're a slut."
Max turned to the blonde and raised an eyebrow. "A speedo, Kayla? Seriously?" he laughed.
"You'd look so hot," she said. "Besides, we give you plenty to look at. The least you could do is return the favor."
Then the blonde sat up and shook her big, heavy tits at the man who was twice her age. Her skimpy top malfunctioned and left one of her nipples exposed. Kayla rubbed her finger over the nub a couple of times while she winked at Max and took her time covering it back up. He couldn't help feeling a little guilty for the wave of tingles that passed through his crotch, but the guilt passed as quickly as the tingling sensation.
Max laughed. He was convinced the busty young blonde was only teasing. "Okay," he challenged. "You girls start wearing a micro-thongs and I'll get a speedo."
All three girls wore bikinis that were so skimpy already that micro-thongs wouldn't have been a very drastic change. Max flashed his daughter a conspiratorial wink to let her know he was only kidding. When Victoria returned his wink with a sly smile he realized she was just as curious to see him in a speedo as her friends.
Max turned back to the grill the second he felt himself start blushing. It wasn't like he'd never worn a scant, form-hugging swimsuit before. For that matter, he'd enjoyed being a nudist at every opportunity he'd had since he was young. His ex never liked it, though, and then when Victoria came along there wasn't much opportunity for him to enjoy going nude. There was a brief period after his break-up and before Victoria moved in that he was able to enjoy going nude around the house and pool, and to go skinny dipping any time of the day or night he wanted.
This was something he'd never let the girls know about, though. Kayla and Teri would only tease him unmercifully, and Victoria would probably just end up feeling embarrassed. It wasn't as if he'd never imagined sunbathing nude with his daughter and her friends, but he didn't trust himself to keep from getting a big, ripe hard on in front of them. Being honest with himself, he would have loved showing off his swollen dick to all three of the hot girls, his daughter included -- and maybe even especially her -- but he didn't want to put her through anything that would make her uncomfortable.
Still, at forty-four, Max was in great condition. He'd always worked on keeping a hard, well-defined physique, and he loved the way Victoria and her friends reacted when he was out by the pool without a shirt. This was as far as he could seriously take it, though, no matter how often he stroked his throbbing dick while imagining the four of them all lounging together nude. But then again, just lying naked in the sun was only part of what he imagined. It was a good thing he knew how to keep a secret.
After Teri and Victoria were both through admonishing Kayla for flashing her nipple at Max, he was surprised when it turned out to be his daughter who finally pointed out the obvious.
"Hmm, it's not like micro-thongs would be that much different than what we're wearing already," Victoria said.
Max turned back around to face her and was greeted with a coy smile that made his blood run a few degrees hotter. The idea of seeing Kayla and Teri in something even skimpier was hot, but seeing his precious daughter like that was in a whole different league. And maybe getting a speedo just to wear around Victoria when her precocious friends weren't there to make flirty comments could be exciting. But it was a crazy idea, just like suggesting the girls get micro-thongs was.
"Since none of us are really going to do that then we'll never know," Max told his daughter with a smile, hoping to put an end to the whole idea.
"Awww, that's no fun," Teri chuckled deviously.
Max gave her a half-serious frown. "I don't think your new boyfriend would appreciate another man seeing you in a micro-thong," he told the other brunette.
"Who says he has to know?" she smirked.
The other girls laughed. "At least I'm not the only slut in the group," Kayla announced.
"Yeah, just the biggest one," Victoria said.
Everyone laughed at that, including Kayla. Then the blonde stood up and went over to Max at the grill. "It was your idea so if we do it then you have to," she told him with a sexy, defiant smile. Then she brazenly rubbed her big, firm tits across his chest and dropped her voice so the other girls couldn't hear. "I could be a slut just for you," she whispered.
Max's surprise showed on his face while Kayla sashayed dramatically back to her chaise. Victoria and Teri were dying to know what she said, but she wouldn't say and neither would Max. He turned back to the grill and tried to focus on cooking so he wouldn't end up with a visible hard on in his trunks. He managed to finish cooking and sat at the patio table to eat with Victoria and her friends, but he couldn't stop thinking about the way Kayla's tits had felt rubbing across his body.
The following day while Victoria out getting information on signing up for courses at the nearest state university campus, Max went into his dresser drawer and made an inspection of the four or five swimsuits he owned. A couple were scant speedos, but they were old and he had to admit he was bored with them. He still liked sunbathing nude when Victoria was out, but he started to think it might not be so bad to order one or two new pair just to wear around her. Definitely not when Kayla or Teri were around.
Max tossed the oldest of his swimsuits in the trash and decided to order some new ones online. He went to his office, opened his laptop and ended up ordering four new pair of speedos. He hadn't even thought about when to wear them. They just looked comfortable and fun to wear, even if he only did it when there was no one else at the house. That was the safest idea anyway.
He went down to the basement and spent some time exercising on a couple of the machines he had, then he went out to the pool and stripped off his clothes. He lay in the sun for a while and then dove into the water to swim a few laps before Victoria got home. He didn't want to take too much time naked in the pool, wanting to get out and put something on before his daughter came back. But it felt so good to swim naked again, something he didn't get to do as much as he could before Victoria moved in.
Max's mind kept going back to the night before and the way Kayla rubbed her tits on his body. They'd felt so big and firm. He could only imagine how good they must feel in a man's hands. Then there was what she told him too softly for the others to hear, that she could be a slut just for him. It was the most outrageous thing she'd ever done where he was concerned. If she had said what she said loud enough for Teri and Victoria to hear then he would have just passed it off as more of her wicked flirting. But her whispery tone and the sultry look in her eyes were serious enough to melt butter.
As he swam, his cock started getting hard, and the more he thought about Kayla the bigger and harder he got, until he had to stop swimming. He leaned against the side of the pool where it was slightly above waist deep and fondled his cock. Uttering a sigh of relief, he thought about Kayla and wondered what it would be like to be in a relationship with her. The fact that he'd practically watched her grow up along with Victoria didn't bother him. She was a hot, willing, beautiful girl. By now, Max certainly knew her well enough to know there was much more to her than her brash, sexpot façade. She would make an amazing girlfriend, and probably even more.



Max stroked his cock, making it pulsate with heat while he imagined having Kayla as his own. It was far from the first time he'd played with a hard dick thinking about the luscious blonde, but then, he'd also had as many fantasies about Teri. This was different, though. She'd suggestively offered herself completely to him. He was sure he could have an amazing, long lasting relationship with either Kayla or Teri, although he had to admit he did love Kayla's bold attitude. Deep down, he felt like she was the one who was more compatible with him.
But they were both long term friends with his daughter. Wouldn't starting a relationship with one of her closest and oldest friends be a slap in the face to the girl he loved more than anyone? When he was being honest with himself, he knew Victoria was the one he really wanted. She was everything he could ever want in a woman. Yet she was the only one he could never have.
Max sighed and stroked his cock. It felt so good to feel the water rush around the motion of his hand. While he ran that all too brief contact with Kayla through his mind for the hundredth time, he remembered catching Victoria's look when it happened. There was a lustful glaze in her stunning, brown eyes, but there were daggers in them, too. Max didn't know if the daggers were meant for Kayla or him. It didn't really matter that much. It meant the same thing, that she would have a problem with her father getting into a sexual relationship with one of her friends.
Thinking of his daughter's possessive attitude only made Max's cock throb harder. He smiled at the same time. He felt possessive of her, too. It had driven him crazy to keep his feelings inside about her getting married. He'd hated the idea. No one was good enough for his gorgeous baby girl.
His thoughts quickly turned from Kayla to Victoria. The image of her was so clear it was like she was still sitting there on her chaise in the daringly scant, turquoise bikini she'd been wearing. The triangle strips containing her tits were fully stretched and showing mouth-watering nipple erections. Even though Victoria's boobs were a bit smaller than both of her friends, Max thought they were the nicest. They had a firm, up-thrust look about them like a work of sculpture. While Kayla and Teri both had the edge on size, Victoria's had a world class shape.
Kayla had a firm yet softer, curvier overall body than the others. Teri's body was lean and fit, almost hard. Victoria's body was somewhere in the middle, with legs and a compact bubble ass that had taken her father's breath away more times than he could count.
As he stroked his cock faster and harder, Max imagined that look on Victoria's face the day before to be jealousy. It wasn't so hard to believe. He'd felt jealous when she got married, and he'd done everything in his power to conceal it. But now she was back home with Daddy where she belonged.
Max closed his eyes and let himself go. He started whispering his daughter's name as he pumped his cock to the edge, finally calling out her name at the top of his voice when the pleasure building in his balls erupted. He stroked himself hard and fast while his cock pulsed and spurt jets of cum into the water.
All was quiet after Max's climax. He swam to the far end of the pool and pushed himself up onto the patio. Picking up a towel off one of the chaises, he dried himself, then wrapped it around his waist and went back inside. He was startled to find Victoria already at home when he ran into her in the kitchen. When she suddenly blushed as hard as he did he knew she'd seen him stroking his excited dick in the pool. The look on her face left no doubt. Now he could only hope she hadn't heard him calling out her name when he came. It was bad enough that she saw what he did, even if his cock had been underwater.
Victoria was wearing a light, summer dress that fell around mid-thigh. It was a pale yellow that set off the tan she'd been getting since moving in. She looked so fresh and healthy. The bodice of the dress covered her tits but molded to their shape and advertised the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra. She looked every bit as sexy and desirable in a dress as in that little turquoise bikini.
He asked her how things went on campus and she finally made eye contact, but her expression showed frustration.
"It was okay, Dad," she said. "I can start classes in September, but I don't know how I'm ever going to pay tuition. I'm so broke after paying off my divorce lawyer."
"So I'll pay," her father said.
"Oh my god, Dad, I can't ask you to do that."
"You didn't ask," he reminded her. "Besides, you're my little girl. It's my job to take care of you."
A huge sense of relief crossed her pretty face and she went in for a hug automatically. Max was acutely aware of hugging his daughter with nothing but that towel around his waist, feeling the warm crush of her thinly covered tits against his body. He cautiously hugged her back. He didn't want to risk her feeling his cock responding to her, despite the fact that he'd just cum barely fifteen minutes ago.
"I don't know why you're so good to me, Dad," she sighed as she pressed the side of her face against her father's bare chest. "I wish I could've found a husband who treats me like you do."
"It's because I love you, baby. You're my baby girl and you always will be. Daddy will always love you the most."
Victoria's body filled and then emptied with a deep breath. Max wanted to keep holding her forever, but he forced himself to let her go before something dangerous happened under his towel.
"Dad," she smiled and shifted gears. "Have you been skinny dipping?"
Max laughed it off like it was nothing important. Maybe she hadn't caught him jerking off after all. "If you must know, yes," he said. "I do it when you're out, and of course before you moved back in I was doing it all the time."
Victoria giggled a little deviously. "I can't believe my father is a nudist."
"Used to be," he smiled. "Then your mother came into my life and things changed."
"I'll bet. But, um, if you like it you shouldn't change anything because of me. I'd feel bad if you miss out on things you like. Besides, going nude isn't a big deal, Dad. In case you haven't noticed I'm all grown up."
"Uhh, yeah, I did notice that," he said diplomatically. "But you're not used to it so I don't want to make you uncomfortable."
"I'm sure I could get used to it," she said with a coy smile.
"We'll see," he said, avoiding the subject.
But then Victoria said, "Just don't do it if Kayla and Teri are here. They already treat you more like a boyfriend than my father."
"Don't worry, sweetheart. That's not about to happen."
Victoria grew quiet for a moment. Then she asked the last question her father wanted to hear. "By the way, what did Kayla whisper to you last night?"
Max froze for a split second, but Victoria caught it. "Nothing important," he said cryptically. "Just her usual teasing. You know how she is."
"Yeah, I do. And I know she usually flirts with you out loud so everyone can hear. It's not like her to shut me and Teri out like that."
"It was nothing, really," he said, eager to change the subject.
"If you say so," his daughter said, obviously unsatisfied with his answer.
Max ducked out before Victoria could bring up anything else he didn't want to talk about. He went up to his room and pulled on a pair of shorts without a shirt, and then he went back down to his office to work for a while. He lost track of time, and when he left his office he found Victoria out by the pool sunbathing. Completely naked.
She was on her back on a chaise with her eyes closed, and he stopped to take in one of the most beautiful sights he'd ever seen. Max had already assumed his daughter kept her pussy shaved from the styles of bikini she wore, but seeing that perfectly silky mound in all its glory took his breath away. Her legs were parted ever so slightly as she lay on the chaise and her slit looked so smooth and inviting. It seemed like her tits barely leaned to the sides. Her areolas were about twice the size of a quarter. They were a deep russet color and her nipples stood up hard and proud despite the warmth of the sun.
Max smiled. If her nipples were any indication, his daughter was just as turned on by being nude in the open air and sun as he always was. He almost went out and joined her, but he thought she was probably just trying it out to see if she liked it, so he left her alone. Instead, he went into the kitchen and started going through the refrigerator to see what there was to cook for dinner.
A couple of days later, the speedos Max ordered were delivered. He was in his office working when the truck pulled up, and it was Victoria who picked up the package off the front step. She recognized the name of the company, and moments later she was standing in the doorway to her father's office, holding up the package with a grin on her face.
"So, I guess you were serious about your micro-thong challenge, hmm?"
"What?" her father said, looking up and seeing the package in her hand. "Oh, that! No, of course not. That was just the wine talking the other night. Those are just because I needed some new suits."
"I don't know if your girlfriends will see it that way once they see you in these," she teased him.
Max rolled his eyes. "My girlfriends, huh?"
"That what they seem to think. You practically treat them that way."
There was a sarcastic look on the girl's face that made her father think she wasn't really joking. Max heaved a dramatic sigh.
"First of all, Teri already has a boyfriend," he pointed out.
Victoria frowned. "Yeah, supposedly. Whoever he is. But I bet she'd dump him in a second if she thought she had a shot with you."
"That's ridiculous. I'm more than twenty years older than she is. It's just a bunch of friendly teasing. That's all," he insisted.
"God, men can be so dumb," Victoria said.
"Did you just call your father dumb?"
"No," she said. "I only suggested it. At least as far as women are concerned. And I'm still dying to know what Kayla said to you the other night."
Max had been hoping his daughter would have forgotten about that. "Just friendly teasing. I already told you that," he claimed unconvincingly.
"Yeah. It looked very friendly to me and Teri," she smirked.
Max tried not to think about what Kayla had whispered to him that night, but he was also getting exasperated. He sat back and took in the sight of his daughter as she stood there in a pair of tight running shorts and a tank top that hugged her jutting boobs in the most distracting way. Her friends had been teasing him to the boiling point for years, even though they'd turned up the heat lately. Especially Kayla. But if he hadn't given in to her before, why should he now?
Max felt like he was in an impossible position. He couldn't imagine being with anyone else now that Victoria was back living with him again. Yet she was the last woman in the world he could ever be with, and the more he thought about it the less he really understood why.
She finally took a deep breath that pushed her tits forward, but then she seemed a little deflated.
"I'm sorry, Dad," she said. "I guess my head is still messed up from going through the divorce, school, living with you again. It's a lot to deal with."
She went into the room to put his package down on his desk. Max grabbed her by the wrist before she could turn and leave.
"You moving in is the best thing to happen to me in years. Maybe since you were born, darling," he told her. It felt like the words were just coming out in a rush. "I hope you don't take it the wrong way, but I'm glad you broke up with him. I never liked him and I never thought he was good enough for you. I know that probably sounds terrible, but I don't care."
"Oh...Daddy." She seemed to deflate even more, and then she plopped down onto his lap without warning, just like she used to do when she was half the size she was now. Max automatically put his arms around her held her protectively. "Are you just gonna keep rescuing me when I'm supposed to be a big girl and take care of myself?"
"Yes, baby. I'll always be here for you. I love you so much, and that's never gonna change. Besides, in case you've forgotten, I've been going through a divorce, too, and your moving in has rescued me, too." He kissed the top of her head as she nuzzled her face against his neck. The side of her firm, substantial boob was pressed against his body while the pressure of her tight ass in his lap was doing dangerous things to his pulse rate. But she was his baby girl. He couldn't bring himself to let go of her.
"I wish I could've married you," she said softly.
Max felt his pulse jump. He wanted the same thing, but how could he ever say something like that to his own daughter? It was a sweet thing to imagine, but nothing they could ever take seriously. The next thing he did just happened by instinct, as if his hands were moving independently of his mind. He put a finger under his daughter's chin and lifted her face so they were looking into each other's eyes from a very few inches apart. He'd never seen such a beautiful pair of eyes.
He then rubbed the pad of his thumb across his daughter's supple lips. "As long as I'm alive," he told her then, "you'll always have a man who loves you more than anyone."
Victoria's eyes looked watery. "You'd have probably met someone by now if it wasn't for me," she said.
"I don't need anyone else."
Then he pressed his lips to hers. They felt intoxicating. So warm and soft. She kissed him back until their mouths opened and their tongues slipped against each other. The kiss was deep yet tender, their tongues searching and swirling. They kissed for a long time, and Max began to feel his daughter's nipples through her top. She whimpered softly into his mouth as he went back and forth from one to the other, just grazing his fingers over each hardened nub. Despite his cock quickly swelling to a full erection against his daughter's ass, Max never rushed. He wanted so much more, but the intense heat of the mutual love expressed in their kissing was more overwhelming than anything he'd ever known.
Victoria's ass moved gently against the hard shaft she was sitting on, but eventually the kiss finally broke apart. They looked at each other in awe and then kissed again, almost as long as the first one. But the second had to come to an end, too. She got up from her father's lap with a dazed expression as she looked down to see the enormous bulge distorting the front of his shorts.
"Uh, I guess maybe I'll cook tonight," she said dreamily.
"Sure. That'd be nice," her father replied. He wasn't even sure if he heard what she said.
Max watched her leave the room. She walked out slowly, each individual sphere of her ass flexing and swaying more than normal in her tight shorts. Her father rubbed the shaft of his wildly throbbing cock through his shorts, knowing he was in trouble.
The trance his daughter left him in lasted for hours. He couldn't look at her without catching himself staring and finding the same sense of wonder in her eyes staring back. Late that night, he ended up in the bathroom with his big, throbbing cock in his hand while he stroked himself and thought about their kiss and the way her nipples had felt through her dress.
The following day, Max came out of his office to take a break before having an online meeting a little later. He went outside to the pool and found his daughter sunbathing nude again. He stopped in his tracks to admire her just like he had the first time. She was truly magnificent. But this time he decided to join her. He couldn't avoid the issue forever, so he went to a nearby chaise where he pulled off his shirt and let his shorts drop to the patio slate. He smiled when she sat up to look at him through her sunglasses.
"I guess you decided to try going nude after all," he said.
"Well, you were right. It really does feel amazing."
"You look amazing, too," he told her.
She seemed to register the compliment, but he realized she was also seeing her father's naked body for the first time, and even with her shades on he could tell her gaze kept returning to his cock.
"Boy did Mom ever fuck up," she said, almost as if to herself.
Max sat down before he started getting hard.
"I guess a lot of families do this together, don't they?" she added. "Like going to nudist resorts and such, right?"
"Yes, they do," he replied, watching her lie back again and giving him a sensuous stretch before settling into position.
"So it shouldn't be weird for us to do it. I mean, you don't feel weird about it, do you, Dad?"
"No, baby. It's perfectly natural."
"Yeah, natural. I'm feeling really natural. I wish we started doing this a long time ago."
"Yeah, except your mother never liked it."
"Can we not talk about her?" she asked.
"Easily," he said. "How about we don't talk about your mother or your ex, either?"
"Perfect. I want to enjoy the way this feels with just us here and not think about either of them."
They lay together quietly in the sun for a while, but they both kept turning to look at each other. Victoria kept shifting positions, always trying put herself in the right pose to look perfect for her father. It was hard to see her eyes behind her shades, but the faint smile of contentment never left her face. It was a coy smile, and Max forced himself to admit his nude daughter was teasing him. The last thing he could bring himself to do was discourage her.
As much as he was trying to avoid it, Max's cock started getting hard. His daughter was making it impossible the way she kept changing from one position to another, each one more suggestive than the last. It wasn't long before he had a fully swollen cock. He caught her checking out the long, thick rod jutting up against his taut lower belly.
"Sorry, sweetheart," he said. "But this is pretty much natural, too. It just, uhhh, happens sometimes."
"I don't mind," she giggled playfully. Then she turned on her side, giving her father a full on view of her perfect body and looked openly at his erection. "It's bigger than I thought from the other day when I felt you under me."
"You probably shouldn't be noticing things like that," he said, even as he was staring at her perfectly bald pussy. He was throbbing without even being touched.
"I may be your daughter, but I'm still a woman. I still have feelings, Dad," she said. "Sometimes people want things they shouldn't, but that doesn't stop them wanting them."
"That's very true, baby. But there's a line people should never cross." He angled himself toward her and despite what he said, he wrapped his hand around his aching cock and stroked it lightly. Victoria gnawed on her bottom lip as she watched him.
"Was kissing like we did go across the line, Dad?"
Max groaned, stroking as he remembered the moment they shared. "It's at least right on top of the line, baby. But looking...just looking...fuck, it's impossible not to."
Victoria sat up and swung her feet onto the tiles. She squared her shoulders, pushing her tits forward as she spread her legs and revealed her tender, hairless slit.
"Then look at me, Daddy," she cooed. "Please. I want you to see everything. It's not so bad if we just look, right?"
At the moment, Max found it impossible to disagree. He sat up in the same position his daughter was in. They faced each other with their legs open while his hand continued pumping his thick, rigid shaft. Victoria touched her clit and sighed. She began rubbing her pearl as she watched her father stroke himself. He was spellbound, completely intent on his baby girl's beautifully naked body. Her pussy was like an open flower, every fold and petal glistening in the sun with her trickling dew. Her tits jiggled and heaved to the motion of her arm as she rubbed her clit and started breathing deeper and harder. Her nipples stood out thick and hard, begging to be taken between her father's lips and sucked.



"Daddy. Ohhhh god, Daddy. Why do I love this so much?" his beautiful girl sighed over and over.
Max pumped his imposing rod desperately. Victoria's pussy seemed so tight and downright tiny, and he imagined how snugly she would grip his cock if they fucked. Yet he knew they could never have each other completely. Not the way they obviously both wanted so much. She was his one and only daughter, after all. What kind of man would fuck his own daughter, no matter how much she wanted him? Yet wasn't it because she was his daughter that he saw something more in her than any other girl he'd ever known? Wasn't that why, to him, she was always that much more beautiful? That much sweeter and funnier than any other? She was his daughter, and the whole world changed whenever she walked in the room.
She was his. From the day she was born she was completely his, and there was no way he could ever see anything more beautiful or want anyone more than he wanted her. It was a cruel twist of fate that the hottest, most perfect life mate for him was the one he'd created out of the wet seed of his own loins.
"Fuck!" he growled, his hand clamping down on his rock hard shaft with intense force.
Her gasping sighs of pleasure were turning into girlish whimpers of need. The mere sound of his baby's hot breath was enough to make his full balls tighten and gather up in his shaved sack. He was pumping his swollen rod without mercy, driving himself closer to the edge with every stroke.
Victoria brought her other hand between her legs and drove a finger into her slick hole while the other rubbed her clit in a blur of motion. She whimpered "Daddy" one more time and then, "Ohhh, fuck me, I'm gonna cum, Dad!"
Max was completely enrapt by the sight of his naked daughter's squirming body. Her moans grew ragged and desperate as the waves of sensation rippled through her. Max never took his eyes off her while his own need broiled within him to the breaking point. His cock exploded with a storm burst of cum that left him breathless, soaking his hand and shaft while the rest spattered on the slate tiles between them.
Catching their breath in the aftermath, Max couldn't believe what they'd done. Not that he was sorry. Seeing his precious Victoria cum openly and without restraint was one of the most amazing moments of his life. She was even more astonishing than he thought. It was beyond belief that they'd lost themselves together and allowed it to happen. Seeing what his girl looked like when she came, the way she sounded, was something he would remember the rest of his life.
"God, Dad, there's so much," she said with a brief giggle as she surveyed the plentiful splatters of cum on the tiles between their feet. "Do you always cum like that?"
Max didn't know what to say. Did his only daughter really just ask him if he always shot that much cum? She was gazing at the ground between them as if she'd never seen cum before. Yet he had to admit it was an especially heavy load. He'd never cum so hard or so long simply from stroking his cock. But this was no ordinary stroke session, and he knew there would be all kinds of unforeseen ramifications if they weren't careful with each other.
"Only for you, baby girl," he finally replied, telling himself he could be more careful another time. Even if they could never have each other the way they truly wanted, he at least wanted his daughter to know how she made him feel. And the way she was grinning at him triumphantly let him know she understood everything.
Max got up and gave the girl a long, deep kiss. They were careful not to touch each other. Being naked as they were, touching each other now could easily turn into something they'd never be able to control.
"I love you, Dad," she said with a look in her eyes no woman had ever shown him before.
"I love you, too, baby," he replied.
Then he apologized for having to rush back to his office. His meeting was scheduled to begin in a few minutes. On his way inside, he stopped off in the downstairs bathroom and splashed his face with cold water. He threw on a spare shirt that he kept in his office, but he was still naked from the waist down. Sitting at his desk in front of his laptop, his clients would never know the difference. For that matter, no one but he and Victoria would ever know about the life-changing explosion of love and cum they had just shared.
Both Max and Victoria savored the feeling of freedom they shared as the father and daughter stopped wearing clothes around the house and pool when it was just the two of them. Which was most of the time. Although Max had to admit there were times he missed seeing his incredibly sexy daughter in the hot looking outfits she often wore. He ended up taking her out to dinner or the movies just so she'd have to put on one of her sexy looking sun dresses or one of her tight miniskirts and cropped top combinations. It was fun and sexy, but having his girl around him naked the rest of the time only brought them even closer to each other emotionally.
Max felt closer to his daughter than ever, and much closer than he ever had been to his ex. At the same time, they were constantly aware of the lines they'd already crossed as much as the ones they were doing their best not to cross. Since they'd already masturbated in front of each other, it was no longer a taboo between them. They masturbated for each other at least every day, and the excitement they shared only got better the more they accepted this new twist on their reality.
At night, they went to their separate bedrooms to sleep. A few days after their first masturbation session, Max woke up in the middle of the night to find his nude daughter sitting on his bed. He'd been sleeping nude, of course, and he found it strange to see her just sitting there looking thoughtful. It was something she'd done back in the days before going to college: come into her father's bedroom at night when she needed to talk about something. Of course, in the old days she wasn't naked, and there had also been her mother to disapprove of her waking up her father in the middle of the night. But that was something Max never minded.
"Everything okay, baby?" he asked sleepily.
She hesitated a little while, but then finally asked him: "Dad? Are you ever gonna kiss me again? Like that time in your office? Ya know? I mean real kissing."
Max hadn't stopped thinking about that amazing, forbidden kiss. He'd been dying to kiss her again ever since, but then they'd been dressed. He knew if he kissed his daughter that way naked he'd never be able to stop himself from going too far and doing something he could never take back.
"Baby, it would be safer if we only do that when we're wearing clothes," he said. "If we kiss naked, there's no telling where it could lead."
Victoria heaved a sigh of resignation. "I guess you're right." She was disappointed, but it was all pretty mind boggling for her, too. "It would be incest, and that's wrong. Really wrong. At least that's what everyone says."
"Yeah, that's what they say. So we have to be really careful."
As they talked about it more, they decided to make a few ground rules. Kissing would be okay if they were wearing clothes. Touching through clothes would be okay, too, and they could go on masturbating together when they were nude as long they were only touching themselves. At least that would help them relieve their pent-up urges and stay sane. Other people would say it was going much too far for a father and daughter, but for Max and Victoria it made perfect sense. They had their ground rules now, and that would keep them from doing something they could never take back.
But then Victoria got a worried look on her face. "Dad, I know eventually you're going to need more. Someone you can really be with."
"I wish that could be you, my love. More than you can imagine."
"I know. I want that, too. But we both know it's just not realistic. So I just want you to know if you meet someone you can have a real relationship with that I won't do anything to interfere."
"That's really sweet, baby. I really don't want anyone else, though."
"Neither do I, Dad, but we both know it has to happen sooner or later. I just hope it's later. I love the way things have been going. But, I'm hoping if and when I meet someone, too, that you'll support me."
"Of course, baby. It's the least I could do."
After a thoughtful silence, Victoria went on. "You know," she said a little hesitantly, "the more I think about it, Kayla would be perfect for you. And you for her."
"She's a very beautiful girl," he replied noncommittally.
Victoria ended up spending the rest of the night in her father's bed. She spooned up to his naked body from behind, pressing her warm, smooth tits against his back. Max got so hard he thought he would never get any sleep. He was dying to just roll over and take his beautiful daughter once and for all. But they both did their best to keep from crossing the ultimate line despite how impossible it felt. On the other hand, having his baby girl beside him in bed was the most content Max could remember feeling in years.
By the time she was already asleep, he thought about what she'd said about Kayla. His daughter was right. The beautiful blonde couldn't be a better choice, except for her being a close, family friend. If they were in a relationship it would surely change the dynamics of how they all got along. But as Max thought about it more, he realized that didn't necessarily mean it would make anything worse. Maybe it would be just the opposite.
The next Saturday afternoon, Kayla and Teri were supposed to come to the house to hang out at the pool. Victoria almost made an excuse to get out of having to visit with them. It was the first time she would have to put on a swimsuit since she started going nude with her father, not to mention all the other changes in their relationship. But Max told her she had to see her friends sooner or later. She couldn't just cut off her already dwindling social life just so the two could have a few extra hours of walking around each other naked.
"I guess you're right," she finally relented with a sigh. "I just didn't want anyone invading our naked dream world."
"Naked dream world?" Max laughed good naturedly. He loved the way his daughter thought of their lives together that way. It was the way he liked thinking about it, too.
Victoria started to laugh too and then made a mock frown. "You can't blame a girl for dreaming, can you?"
"No, I guess I can't, baby. But it's only going to be a few hours. And maybe it'll be good for us both to get a little dose of reality and socialize with friends for a while."
"Oh my god, Dad," Victoria laughed. "You call hanging around at the pool getting tipsy on wine with Kayla and Teri a dose of reality?"
They both laughed. "Good point," her father said. "But you know what I mean. Besides, we'll be at the pool most of the day. It's not like we really have to get fully dressed."
Victoria agreed, although a little reluctantly. Then a coy smile crossed her pretty face. "Who knows," she said mysteriously. "Maybe the view will surprise you. And, um, maybe you should wear one of those new suits you mail ordered?"
Max looked at his daughter curiously, but she whirled around and went to her room to get ready for her friends' arrival. Meanwhile, her father pulled on a tight, blue speedo in lieu of briefs, knowing he'd be going out to hang around the pool in a while anyway. Over that, he pulled on a pair of shorts without bothering with a shirt and went down to his office to catch up on some work before he ended up drinking wine with his daughter and her playful friends. He was planning to grill a nice dinner for them all, having gotten some fresh, wild salmon steaks and vegetables he could cook on the grill.
Teri and Kayla got to the house just a few minutes apart, and Max could hear the murmur of sweet, female voices out at the pool. The conversation sounded fairly subdued at first, but it wasn't long before sudden peals of laughter started to make it sound more like the old days when the girls were giddy, excitable teenagers.
It was a comforting reminder of happy times, except when he thought it over again, Max realized he was much happier now than he'd ever been back in those times. It made him sad when he thought of how this magical connection with his beautiful daughter was only temporary, so he tried not to think about that. He was going to enjoy it as much as he could for as long as it lasted. And he vowed to keep his promise to her: that whenever she found someone to have a normal relationship with he would hide his jealousy and do his best to be happy for her.
It wasn't easy for a man to be deeply in love with his own daughter, but the way she made him feel was better than anything he'd ever known. Even when he had to fight against his deepest urges for her.
Max attempted to keep working for almost an hour before the cheerful sound of three very hot and beautiful girls out by the pool forced him to admit he couldn't concentrate on anything else. He finally shut his laptop and went outside where the sight of the trio all wearing obscenely skimpy micro-thong bikinis stopped him in his tracks.
All three of the girls laughed when Max stood there gaping at them, his eyes moving from one to the next and back again. Any one of them alone would have been an impressive enough sight to make him stop and stare, but all three together were beyond stunning. The tan lines left behind by the bikinis they'd worn previously made their micro suits that much sexier. He did think Victoria looked the best of all, but he also realized he was probably very biased when it came to his precious daughter. All three of them giggled triumphantly when they saw his reaction.
"I think you remember our deal," Kayla announced without so much as a hello-how-are-you. "We wear micros and you have to wear a speedo."
Max finally recovered and shook his head with a smile. "Maybe you remember I didn't actually agree to the deal. Not that I'm complaining. You all look amazing."
"It was your idea. You have to agree," the blonde said with a coy pout. "Besides, Vic already told us you did a little online shopping and we're not gonna let you back out."
Max shot a look at his daughter, who responded with a guilty smile. "Sorry, Dad. I couldn't help it."
"Snitch," he said.
He shot her a mock frown, and then glanced at the wine bottle on the low, plastic coffee table and noticed the bottle was already down to about one more glass. He went over to it and filled one of the plastic cups next to it for himself. It looked like the girls were ahead of him by a couple of glasses each. They were also smiling back and forth at each other and at Max while they preened and stretched their lush bodies. The bikinis they were wearing covered practically nothing, each consisting of the tiniest, V-shaped strips of material that covered little more than the width of their areolas and pussy slits.
Max noticed each of their pussies were shaved peach smooth and the sight of them made his pulse go jagged. He still hadn't gotten used to seeing Victoria naked, but now, seeing her like this felt like a merciless tease. He hoped the other girls didn't notice the way his eyes kept going back to his daughter as much as either of them, especially the beautiful, curvaceous Kayla.
Victoria's friends had never invited Max's attention as much as they were right now, and he was taking full advantage of it, letting his eyes roam over their barely covered tits and legs. It was a little strange, but it was also a big relief that Kayla and Teri didn't seem to see anything wrong with his looking at his daughter the same way he was looking at them. After downing at least half his wine in the first sip, he flashed the girls a grin. Victoria gave him an encouraging nod, and he proceeded to drop his shorts, revealing his new speedo.
It was almost as skimpy as the bikini bottoms the girls had worn before today, except it was bulging with the man sized cock and ballsac that looked ripe and thick. With the girls displayed before him in nothing but strings and tiny patches of fabric, it was a struggle to keep from getting hard, especially with Teri and Kayla openly staring at the clearly outlined shape of his cock head.
"Oh god, Vic, you're so lucky to have such a hot dad," Teri said with a giggle that seemed a little nervous to Max. But then he caught his daughter's eye and saw the deep blush come to her face. Teri and Kayla both caught it, too. Kayla snickered deviously while Teri suddenly looked away. Max realized she was blushing too, but Victoria and Kayla didn't see.
"Oh hey, look at that," Max said before anyone else had a chance to respond. "Looks like we need another bottle of wine.
"Nice ass, too," Kayla called after Max when he turned to go inside for another bottle.
There were two more bottles of white chilling in the fridge, and Max pulled one of them out, uncorked it, and then took a moment to himself in the kitchen. He had to brace himself before going back outside or else he would end up with a hard on that would never fit inside his speedo. It would most certainly embarrass Victoria even more than him. On the other hand, he couldn't deny how much he liked having her friends boldly looking at the full bulge stretching his tiny suit. The fact that they were doing it right in front of his daughter made his pulse beat even faster. It didn't look like he was going to get through the rest of the day without getting hard at some point, but he decided he could always jump in the pool to hide the evidence until it went back down.
He finally brought the newly opened bottle out to the patio and topped off everyone's cup. Kayla and Teri both sat upright and pushed out their barely covered tits while he poured for them, and he didn't know how he got through it without spilling wine all over their succulent melons. When he poured for Victoria he turned his back to the others and the father and daughter exchanged a meaningful look. Max felt like his daughter was making him melt inside. The look in her eyes said she was proud of him, yet there was something possessive about it too.
"I love you," he whispered, softly enough so the others couldn't hear.
"I love you, too," she whispered back.
They spent the next hour working their way to the bottom of the second bottle while everyone was openly staring at everyone else. Kayla was the boldest, finding every excuse to shift her position and open her shapely thighs to reveal the barely covered slit outlined in her micro-thong. Victoria kept flashing her father her pussy, too, but only when Kayla and Teri were looking the other way. And Max had to admit it appealed to the exhibitionist streak he'd always had to have those three, beautiful vixens openly checking out the fully packed bulge in his tight speedo.
It was a while before the topic of conversation turned away from how everyone looked in their new swimwear. The wine was putting them all in a more relaxed mood, and they were talking and laughing together like any other day, except for the constant sexual tease of the situation. Kayla and Victoria started kidding Teri about keeping her new boyfriend a secret. Despite being more relaxed with the wine, Max could tell from her body language that they were making her nervous.
"You should bring him here sometime so we can meet him," Kayla told her. "We won't attack him, I promise," she giggled.
Teri flashed her friend a good-natured but sarcastic look. Max tried to smooth it over.
"With as beautiful a girlfriend as you, I'm sure your new boyfriend wouldn't even be interested in Kayla or Vic," he said.
"Thank you, Max," Teri said with an appreciative smile.
"Don't worry, Ter," Victoria added, "we'll make sure Kayla keeps her hands off your man."



"That won't be hard to do with Max here," the blonde said suggestively.
Everyone laughed, including Kayla. One of the reasons everyone liked her so much was that she never took herself too seriously. They all knew the blonde would never go after the boyfriend of one of her friends, even if she was always the first person to come out with the most inappropriate comments. Her next statement was a classic example.
"And you know you don't have to worry about Vic," the blonde said to Teri. "She's got Max to keep her happy."
Max didn't know if Kayla was just trying to make everyone laugh at an outrageous idea, but Teri suddenly grew very quiet. Then it got even more tense when Max and Victoria both blushed and avoided looking at each other. Teri and Kayla could tell there was something to it, but everyone just went silent for a couple of minutes.
It was Teri who finally stood up and announced she felt like swimming. "It's hot today. I need to go in the pool."
Everyone else agreed and stood up, too. Max nearly got hard just watching each of the smiling girls strut toward the diving board while they took turns diving into the water. Every one of them came up to the surface with a shriek when they realized their tops all went out of place during their dives. All three of them came to the surface with fully exposed tits. Max stood at the edge of the pool with a wide grin on his face while the girls laughed. Teri and Victoria made a half-hearted attempt to cover their big, round boobs, but Kayla didn't even bother to try. She just flashed Max a beautiful smile and thrust her large melons outward with pride.
Then, while the other girls were trying to pull their tiny little strips and strings back into place, Kayla took hers off and tossed it onto the deck. "This was obvious not meant for swimming," she said with a laugh. When the other girls laughed and jokingly accused her of being a slut, she said, "Hey, we're all grownups here, right? We're capable of skinny dipping in front of each other."
That was when Victoria took her father completely by surprise and admitted to her friends that the two of them had been skinny dipping several times together since the last time they visited. Max was just as stunned as Kayla and Teri. He and Victoria had agreed to keep their new way of living to themselves, but he blamed it on the wine and the excitement of being as good as naked in public to begin with. He watched without flinching as both Teri and his daughter also pulled off their tiny suits that were no longer covering what they were supposed to.
"C'mon, Dad, you too," Victoria said with a giggle.
"Oh, I'm gonna love this," Kayla crooned eagerly, staring straight at Max.
He took a good look at the three naked beauties standing in his pool, each of them with their large, round tits hovering wet above the water's surface. They were looking back at him in anticipation. He took a moment to set their wine cups at the side of the pool, and then got booed when he climbed down the ladder and took off his speedo under water.
"Totally not fair," Kayla said.
The other girls laughed, but the water was clear enough that all their pussies as well as Max's cock were visible, and everyone was taking full advantage of looking at everyone else. Kayla especially. She gazed at Max's cock and bit her lower lip seductively. Then she slowly walked toward him and turned at the last second to pick up her wine. She took a sip, and then holding her cup in one hand, she reached under the water and quickly fondled Max's cock and balls with the other. She stopped when the other girls both called her a slut. They were laughing, but there was a more serious tone to the accusation than usual. Max couldn't help wanting to feel Kayla's hand back on his cock. Her touch had been electrifying.
Kayla just gave an exaggerated shrug, which made her tits bounce. "You can't tell me you didn't think about it," she rationalized. "Even you, Vic. I mean, maybe you've already felt it sometime when we weren't here. You did say you guys were skinny dipping without us."
"Ugh! You're so ridiculous," Victoria scoffed. But at the same time, she and Teri both came close to Max and Kayla on the pretense of getting their wine. Max grabbed his, too, and they all stood close together drinking their wine and staying cool in the water.
Max finally lost his battle of will and his cock started getting hard until he was completely and obviously swollen to his throbbing limit. It was impossible to avoid with Kayla rubbing up against him at every opportunity, not to mention Victoria and Teri being so close. He could see every droplet of water clinging to their lush tits, and the sight of all three with proudly hardened nipples made his blood heat up.
The wine was really relaxing everyone now, and Kayla kept reaching for Max's cock, giving it brief strokes and squeezes right in front of his daughter and their other friend. He was powerless to stop her. His cock was throbbing and aching for attention. He felt guilty about it happening in front of his daughter, though, but by now everyone was used to it and they even managed to talk about a few topics that didn't have anything to do with nudism or sex. Besides, it wasn't so long ago that his daughter suggested a relationship with her hot, blonde friend would be just what he needed.
Either way, Max's cock was aching more and more for Kayla's touch. He wanted his daughter's hand around his shaft just as much, but that was out of the question, especially in front of her friends. He could tell she was thinking about the same thing whenever her eyes drifted down to Kayla's hand every time she touched his cock. Teri watched, too, with a faraway look in her eye that Max couldn't quite figure out. It had to be the wine and the increasingly charged atmosphere.
Yet despite the sexual implications of the day, there was a relaxed feeling among everyone that only comes with people who feel comfortable being naked around each other. Max was soon reaching to caress Kayla's ass as often as she kept touching his cock.
"I could get used to this," Teri said. "I'd love to get rid of these tan lines, too."
"That mysterious boyfriend of yours will love that," Kayla said, giving Max's cock another couple of strokes while the others glanced down.
Part of Max didn't want to encourage Kayla to keep touching his cock in front of Victoria and Teri. After their talk about setting ground rules, it felt like they were already breaking some rules they hadn't covered yet, but her hand felt too good. It was obvious she knew how to handle a man's hard cock, and she was also a girl he'd already imagined fucking a few hundred times over. But then again, he'd imagined his daughter and Teri the same way just as many times, his daughter, probably even more than the others.
It wasn't fair. But maybe Kayla was the closest he could come to being with Victoria. At the same time, he was both pleased and intensely aroused by the idea that the three most beautiful girls he knew would start using his home as a safe-haven for exploring their eager interest in becoming nudists.
Kayla took a longer chance to play with Max's cock this time. He leaned against the side of the pool and let a sigh of pleasure escape his lips while she pressed her full, heavy tits against his arm.
"Geeze, Kayla, are you seriously gonna jerk off my dad right in front of me and Teri?" Victoria said, although her eyes were cast down and gazing at her friend's hand stroking that long, thick shaft of man flesh. Her nipples were dripping wet from the pool and hard as rubies. Teri was staring just as intently.
"You're not complaining, are you, Max baby?" the blonde cooed.
"Definitely not, but ... maybe this isn't the best situation."
Kayla then leaned close to the man's ear so she could whisper without the others hearing her. "Your daughter's just jealous because she wishes it was her stroking you instead of me. Or haven't you noticed she's in love with you as much as I am?" she said.
Max would've been happy to let Kayla make him cum. She had a sure, talented hand that was making his cock throb for more, and he was also fully aware his daughter was just as frustrated by their situation as he. He thought he would break the tension by turning around and pouring more wine in everyone's cup. Kayla was forced to let go of his cock, but it turned out the bottle was empty.
"There's another one in fridge, isn't there, Dad?" Victoria asked.
Max nodded, ready to get out of the pool to go get the other one.
"I'll get it," his daughter said, pushing herself out of the water before he had a chance.
"I'll come with you," Teri added.
Teri went up the ladder, and after a quick moment to pat themselves dry the two brunettes went inside. Kayla turned to Max, pressing up to his body and taking hold of his cock again. Max couldn't help another sigh of pleasure while he put his arms around her and began firmly fondling the bubble shaped cheeks of her ass.
"I want to enjoy this while I can," Kayla said, lifting her face to Max's, inviting him to kiss her mouth for the first time.
Max kissed the seductive blonde intensely. Her lips opened immediately and her tongue did an obscene dance inside his mouth while she kept stroking his cock. Her tits were rubbing against his chest and he soon brought his hands to the hefty, smooth globes and kneaded them. He couldn't believe he was kissing one of his daughter's best and oldest friends, not to mention that her hand was bringing his cock to the boiling point. They kissed for as long as Max dared, and then they broke apart and both looked toward the house, knowing that Victoria and Teri would soon be coming back with another bottle of wine.
"What did you mean 'while you can'?" he asked, his hands still exploring her tits while she continued stroking his cock.
"Because my dear friend, your daughter, is only going to take so much of me playing with the man she loves."
"But I'm her father, Kayla," he said seriously. "Victoria and I could never be together, not even if she loved me the way you're suggesting."
"Oh, she loves you like that," the blonde replied with total conviction. "You're way more than just a father to her. And Max, it couldn't be more obvious you love her the same way. I've wanted you to myself for years, and I know you love Teri and me like we're family, but ... I know you'll never feel for me like you do for her. And if you think Teri doesn't see it, too, then you're kidding yourself."
Max sighed. He knew Kayla was right about most of it, and he had to admit he wasn't surprised to realize Victoria and he were more obvious with their feelings than they thought. At least to Kayla and Teri. Like the blonde had said, they were close like family.
"Then why have you been playing with my cock all afternoon?" he asked, grinning but thinking about the implications of what she said.
She giggled briefly. "Because, silly. There's a really long shot maybe we could be together. But, I know that daughter of yours, and I'm pretty sure she's not gonna let us get very far before she steps in and claims you for herself. We all know you're too afraid of fucking her up to make a move yourself. I'm just here to help things along."
Max couldn't help smiling. "You can't seriously think I can have any kind of sexual relationship with my daughter," he said.
"I sure can. And I happen to know if one of you doesn't make it happen soon you're both going to be miserable."
"That's pretty compelling logic," Max replied. "So why are you still playing with my cock and I can't seem to take my hand off your amazing tits?"
Kayla giggled. "Because it feels so fucking good. There's no reason the solution to your little problem can't be fun."
Max couldn't help smiling at her again, even though she was making his mind spin in a hundred directions at once.
"It feels amazing," was as much as he could manage to say at the moment. "And you're amazing. I bet you already know I've been in love with you as long as you've been in love with me."
"Oh, I doubt that," she giggled deviously.
"I think you'd be surprised," he told her. "And maybe it wouldn't be such a long shot as you think. I mean you and me."
"Don't say things you don't mean," she said with a serious frown.
"I never do, and I think you know that, baby."
"God, I love when you call me that," she whispered, even though there was no reason to.
Max looked at her intensely. He loved all the girls, of course, and Victoria in a way that was so special he could hardly bring himself to accept it. She was his daughter. His daughter! And yet both Kayla and Teri were like daughters to him too. But now he could see something in the blonde's eyes he'd never seen before. There was the undeniable gleam of love and hot desire that there was only one way to satisfy, and he was feeling the same fire of need. If only his forbidden love for Victoria wasn't making it all seem so complicated. Not to mention sordid and kinky.
Yet there was also a feeling of bittersweet sadness in Kayla's expression. It was the expression of a girl who was willing to give up a man she loved for a friend she loved just as much. The man had always known, but could now see the proof, that there was so much more to her than her brash, sexpot facade.
"They seem to be taking a long time just to get a bottle of wine," Max finally said, studying her face while giving her hard nipples a firm squeeze.
"They can take the rest of the weekend, as far as I'm concerned," she said with a soft moan. Then she pulled the tip of Max's cock directly to her smoothly waxed pussy, widening her thighs and rubbing his dome along her warm, slippery sex lips. "Ohhhh, that's so nice," she cooed. "I've wanted to feel this for so long."
Max kissed her again. So hungrily, and even more deeply than before. He ground his cock against the slick furrow of her pussy slit while he held her naked body and felt her generous tits mash into his chest. And while their tongues entwined inside their mouths, Max could feel the floodgate open between them, letting all the feelings pour into each other that they'd kept in check for so long. He drove his tongue deeply between her supple, welcoming lips, his heart pounding as she moaned and exhaled into his mouth. He grasped and squeezed the deceptively firm cheeks of her round ass, grinding the hard shaft of his cock along her slit without entering her hole.
"Oh god, are you trying to make me love you even more?" she asked when the kiss finally broke apart.
"I do love you, Kayla," he told her. "No matter what happens, I want you to always know that."
"I love you, too, Daddy," she purred happily.
It was the first time she'd ever called him that, even in all the years he'd been like a second father to both her and Teri. It made his cock throb with heat.
"Fuck," he said, softly.
"If you only knew how many times I imagined you were really my father, and you needed me so much you didn't care and fucked me anyway," she confessed. "I always knew Vic was so lucky to have you."
Max didn't want to take his pulsating dick out from between her legs, yet he didn't dare plunge his thick shaft into her pussy no matter how much he wanted to.
"Did you know I only ever act like a slut around you?" she confessed.
"I know," he said. "I always knew that."
Then she got a devious look on her pretty face. "Wanna know something else?"
"I wanna know everything you want to say."
"Mmmm, that's why we all love you," she purred. "Well, that and this amazing cock," she added, squeezing his shaft with her thighs. "You can't say I told you this. But your daughter, my best friend...she, um, likes to watch almost as much as she likes being watched."
Kayla punctuated the surprising statement with a coy giggle. Max couldn't help feeling his rod pulsate in response to the kinky little bomb she just dropped.
"And how would know that?"
"Because we've been friends forever. And, um, maybe I was in on a couple of threesomes with her and Danny, her ex," she admitted.
"Fuck," Max nearly moaned. Knowing his daughter was that sexually open only made his shaft throb for more and more.
"But that's how things went bad between them. Danny wanted to start fucking me behind her back, too. I refused, of course, and I told her what happened. I didn't want to see my best friend in a marriage with an asshole like him."
Only Kayla could be a saint and sex goddess all in one. But at the same time he felt a wave of anger for Danny, who he never liked to begin with.
"Thank you for looking after our girl," he told Kayla.
"Of course, Daddy. She's my sister."
"God, you're gonna make me explode."
"As long as you do it inside me," she purred in a tone that made his blood boil.
Victoria and Teri then came back out. They were both noticeably preoccupied and quiet. Max and Kayla could tell they must have been having their own, sensitive conversation while they were inside. He and the blonde looked at each other curiously, but they didn't move apart while Victoria and the other brunette climbed back down into the pool. They were so intent on whatever they were thinking about that they didn't even say anything about the way Max was standing up against Kayla with his rigid cock nestled between her legs. They were so matter of fact in their attitude it almost felt like they were expecting to find Max and Kayla in a compromising position.
Victoria filled the plastic cups again. Teri was standing behind her, close enough to be pushing her tits against her friend's back. Everyone took a drink, but Max still didn't move. He didn't want to pull his cock away from Kayla any more than she wanted him to. The blonde and he waited to see if the other two were going to say anything about what took them so long inside. But they didn't. Everyone just drank in awkward silence that did nothing to kill the prevailing sexual charge in the atmosphere. If anything, it only seemed to add to everyone's sense of anticipation. Victoria and Teri were definitely drawn to the way Max and Kayla had moved together.
"Looks like you finally got my father's dick between your legs, K," Victoria said, flashing a smile.
Max caught a worried look in her eye, but also an intent fascination that made him think again about everything Kayla had said a few minutes ago.
"Yeah, but not the way I really want it," the blonde replied.
"Slut," Victoria said, making her usual joke, but her tone was completely distracted as she gazed at the spot under water where her father's cock was trapped between her friend's thighs.
Max looked at his daughter and couldn't resist sliding his cock in and out between Kayla's thighs in a fucking motion, even though he was still only pushing his shaft along the outside of her slit. The blonde sighed loudly, making sure everyone heard.
Max didn't sense a feeling of jealousy from Victoria like he expected. No, she was fascinated by the sight. He himself had had a few public sexual experiences back in his more active nudist days, but having his daughter staring in awe at the pleasurable stroke of his thick rod between Kayla's thighs was making him throb like he couldn't remember. Thinking that the two of them had already had threesomes with Victoria's ex made him feel bolder and hornier than ever before.
Kayla flashed them all a devious grin and moved out of her position. "Come with me, Daddy," she made a point of emphasizing as she took hold of Max's impressive cock and led him toward the shallower end of the pool. She stopped where Max's cock was now just above the surface of the water. His organ stood out thick and rigid, bobbing slightly while Kayla sat up on the edge of the pool with her feet in the water.
Max felt the attentive gaze of the other girls while he knew he was going to fuck the gorgeous blonde. Finally. And he was going to do it right in front of her two best friends, standing there naked as she was, and one of them his very own daughter. The man's long, thick stalk was pulsing like mad. He grabbed his shaft and stepped into position, but then Kayla suddenly stopped him.



"I want Vic put your cock in me," she purred. "C'mon, sister," she said as she turned to face the other girl. "Do it. Touch that big, hard dick of your daddy's and put it in my pussy. I know you know how bad I need it."
"Do it, Vic," Teri told her quietly. "Like we were just talking about. Feel it. It's so hot."
Max and Kayla exchanged a look as they understood at least part of what the other girls had been talking about when they went inside. Victoria looked questioningly at her father. "Do it, baby," he told her. "You'll make us all feel so good. I need you to be part of this."
"Ohhh, Dad," she whispered as she reached in front of him, and with a slight moment of hesitation, she finally wrapped her hand around the thick, hard shaft of her father's cock. She gasped at the moment of contact while Max groaned deep in his throat.
"Yesss, baby, that's right," he crooned.
Victoria took a moment to explore the feel of her father's swollen dick. She stroked his shaft, ran her hand over the head and explored the feel of the ridge under her fingers. Then she ran her hand down his smoothly shaved balls and caressed his warm sack. Everyone now understood without question how long she'd been dreaming of touching her father just like this. Teri and Kayla both watched her explore with dreamy expressions. They both had always known how much she loved her father, but they could never be sure if she would ever go this far. Max was aroused beyond reason to feel the soft search of her hand right there in front of her naked friends.
After giving Victoria a long time to fondle and stroke Max's cock, Kayla started begging to have it in her pussy. Victoria finally put the head of the man's rod inside the well lubed entrance to her blonde friend's hole. Max could tell his daughter had done this before.
Kayla whimpered in anticipation. Max watched his daughter's spellbound face as he pushed his rod deeper into her friend's body. The blonde moaned in heat as his substantial pole gradually slid deeper, filling her wet tunnel. Her smooth, bald pussy felt incredibly hot and so tight. Max could hardly believe he was finally sinking his cock into this beautiful, busty blonde girl's velvet channel. He matched Kayla's groans of pleasure, knowing the feeling they were sharing was heightened for both of them with the other girls standing beside them, watching everything.
Victoria's deep, brown eyes were alight with excitement as she watched her father's rod disappear into Kayla's pussy. Teri was caressing Victoria's ass as they both stared.
"Oh god," Kayla mewled breathlessly. "Nothing ever felt so good going inside me. Ohhh, Max, yes. Ohhhh, Daddyyyyy."
Max finally sank into the girl's pussy to his balls. Kayla lifted her knees up to her tits, giving him full penetration. He began rocking his hips, sliding his cock in and out of her wet sheath. Both of them were groaning while Max soon got going in a steady rhythm of thrusts.
"Oh my god, Dad, fuck her," Victoria hissed.
Max turned and kissed his daughter deeply on the mouth, instantly pushing his tongue past her lips. He didn't care if her friends saw. He wanted them to. He wanted them to see everything that ever happened between himself and his beautiful daughter, even if his dick happened to be sliding in and out of her best friend's pussy while they were doing it. The other girls already knew about their special father/daughter bond, and now was the time to open up and express their love in front of them. Victoria kissed her father back just as hard. Max didn't know how he managed to keep fucking Kayla and kiss his daughter at the same time, but he was moving by pure instinct.
"I love you, baby," Max told her as the kiss broke off.
"I love you, too, Dad," she said without a second's hesitation.
Max turned to Kayla. "I love you, too, baby," he groaned, pumping his rod harder and faster into her pussy.
"Oh god, oh fuck, oh baby I love you too. Oh my god how I've needed this," the blonde cried.
After Victoria boldly reached over to rub Kayla's clit, the blonde was soon writhing and gasping desperately. Her pussy clamped down hard on Max's driving cock while she came so hard he could feel her cream squirting around his shank.
Max was dying to cum and started to pump harder and deeper into Kayla's hole, but she quickly sat up and put a hand on his chest to stop him.
"Don't cum yet," she said breathlessly.
He was disappointed until Kayla slid back into the pool and gripped his cock again while she rubbed her tits against his chest. "Not in me. Not this time, at least. This time it's for Vic," she said, gazing up into his eyes.
Max stared back into the blonde's eyes. The look they were sharing now was just as intense as the pleasure pulsing through his body as she stroked his wet cock in front of the other girls. He'd always known his daughter's friends had crushes on him, but this was so much deeper than that. It was far deeper than any feelings he'd ever shared with his ex, even at their best. He finally saw in Kayla's eyes how deep her love and dedication to him ran, and he knew he felt the same way about her. This was more than a kinky adventure in public incest play. It was the moment he would always remember when he and Kayla silently acknowledged the deep bond between them. They didn't have to exchange so much as a single word to say that even fucking his own daughter was an indispensable part of what they shared. There was no way this could only be a one-time adventure.
They turned to Victoria who looked like a deer caught in the headlights. Teri was still standing close behind her with her hands on the other girl's bare shoulders. When Max looked at his daughter she looked back at him with that impish look in her beautiful eyes he'd seen before. It was the look she gave him when she wanted something important.
"Are you sure, baby?" Max asked her.
"I'm sure, Dad. I've been sure forever."
Max sighed. His cock was still in Kayla's skillfully stroking hand. He was so aroused he couldn't understand why he wasn't filling the blonde's hand with cum.
"Nothing will ever be the same after this," he said, giving her a chance to think about what they were going to do. Yet he knew she wasn't going to back out. The depth of love and understanding he'd just seen and felt with Kayla had always been there with Victoria. She was his daughter. They were made of the very same flesh and there could be no bond deeper than that.
"Is that a promise, Daddy?"
Max promised and took her face into his hands to kiss her. She kissed him back hungrily while Kayla continued stroking his cock. But soon, Teri was pulling on Victoria's shoulders and guiding her away to take the same spot Kayla had been in just before her.
With his daughter now lying in the same position, it was Teri who took hold of Max's cock while Kayla spread the other girl's smooth pussy apart with her fingers. Teri did what Victoria did for Kayla and put Max's cock head into his daughter's pussy. How many times had he stared at that naked pussy over the past couple of weeks and lamented that he would never have it. He wondered briefly how so much could change in such a short period of time, but he realized nothing had reallychanged but the fact that they could all now accept what had been there between them all along.
Now the head of his cock was snugly tucked into his baby girl's tight opening. She was looking at him with the same sense of disbelief that he was feeling. Then he started pushing his cock deeper into her already wet hole.
"Oh, Dad, Dad, it's really happening," she moaned.
"My baby," her father groaned.
Max pushed his shaft into his daughter's body until his balls were touching her asshole. She sat up and threw her arms around his neck. They kissed hungrily, tongues dancing while Max began pumping his cock into the most beautiful girl he'd ever dreamed of fucking. With Kayla and Teri both running their hands over his balls and Victoria's clit it was a wonder they both didn't explode immediately. After being denied the orgasm he'd been planning to release in Kayla's pussy, Max had to steel himself with every ounce of self-control he could summon.
The man lost all track of time as he started to pound his throbbing prick into his daughter's perfectly tight fuckhole. She held onto him for dear life, her cries of pleasure turning to screams and then back into cries. Her channel felt so tight all the way in and out, like she was clamping onto his driving shaft with her entire sheath. Suddenly she uttered a long, throaty cry while her body shivered and shook. Max drove his rod harder into her pussy, just on the verge of filling her sweet hole with cum when he felt Kayla's finger teasing his asshole.
"Do it, Daddy," the blonde goaded him. "Give our baby girl that hot cum!"
She pushed her finger just inside his rim at the moment his rock hard shaft pulsed with fiery heat and spurted creamy jets of spunk into his baby. Victoria's eyes opened wide as she gazed at her father's face, realizing his cum was filling her pussy, jet after hot, creamy jet. Her mouth opened but no words came out. She just stared in wide-eyed awe at her straining father as he pumped her hot, wet core with the very same cum that created her.
When the two were able to catch enough breath, they held onto each other and kissed again. Max's cock was still buried inside her pussy while Teri and Kayla both sat up on the side of the pool with their legs open, both fingering themselves. Eventually, Victoria slipped down into the pool and knelt in front of her father. She took his cock into her mouth, sucking and licking him clean after fucking her and Kayla both. She licked every trace of her and Kayla's fuck honey from his cock and balls while the other two girls fingered themselves to hip-grinding orgasms.
They were all left dazed by everything that had just happened, yet there was a look of happy content on each face. Everyone seemed so much happier now that they felt the freedom to be openly affectionate toward each other. There was a universal feeling of relief to finally have everything out in the open, although there was still something between Victoria and Teri that Max and Kayla didn't know. There had been a lot more the two brunettes talked about during that time they'd gone inside.
They spent some more time drinking wine and talking about everything that just happened. The conversation was frequently punctuated by laughter and bouts of spontaneous kissing and bare-naked hugs all around. A little while before it was time to start cooking, Max got hard again, which drew welcome attention from all three of the girls. Victoria and Kayla shared his cock as he lay back on a chaise, watching them stoke the pleasure of this throbbing hardness with their mouths. They seemed so comfortable and maybe even rehearsed at sharing his pole that he realized they must have done this before with his daughter's ex. They'd probably done it before several times, and now he was on the receiving end of their mutual skill.
While Vic and the blonde shared her father's inflated cock, Teri sat sideways on her chaise and fingered her pussy as she watched them. Max caught her eye. She smiled and yet looked down shyly. He couldn't help admiring her beautiful body and her generously open thighs. Her pussy was every bit as smooth and bald as her two friends'. Her slit was glistening with moisture while her deft fingers played over her graceful cuntlips and swollen clit. She couldn't keep her gaze averted very long, though, and she was soon looking back at the way her two friends were eagerly sharing Max's cock. Yet the man could feel there was something important she was holding inside.
However, with Kayla sucking his balls while his daughter sucked the top end of his rod, Max was losing the ability to concentrate on anything rational. His breath started coming deep and ragged while the two most beautiful girls in his life labored in tandem to bring his body to the brink of another explosion of cum. Looking back at Teri, he realized he loved her, too. Yet there was something different with her, and he thought it was probably because she had a boyfriend now. Maybe she was wondering if she shouldn't be part of this afternoon's blossoming of hot, sexual love and devotion when there was someone important in her life now.
It was Kayla who lifted her head just as Max was throbbing with the need to cover her beautiful face with cum.
"Teri," the blonde started. "You're the only one who hasn't had Max's cock in you yet."
When Victoria heard what her friend said, she lifted her mouth off her father's cock, too, and looked over at the other brunette. Teri was obviously dazed, having gotten excited watching her other friends sharing cock and driving herself into a lust-filled trance with her fingers. She almost looked confused by the blonde's remark, as if there could be more than one way to take her obvious suggestion.
"Teri's trying to be faithful," Victoria told the blonde and her father, clearly knowing more than she was saying. "But," she added, turning to Teri who was still stroking her pussy lips with her fingers, "it's not cheating if it's with Dad. It could just be this once, and no one but us would ever have to know."
Kayla was also looking at Teri while she continued stroking Max's cock with her hand. "Do it, Ter," she urged. "Then we'll really be sisters."
Teri looked from Max's cock up to his face. He could tell she was thinking about it. He could tell she wanted it but was struggling with a conflict of feelings.
"Only if you feel right about it," he told her, hoping it would help make the girl's internal struggle easier. But that seemed to be enough to convince her.
Teri stood up. Max loved seeing her now, so naked and beautiful. She was a couple of inches taller than his daughter, and her body was almost as perfect. Her tits stood out heavy and proud, with mouth-watering nipples just a shade or two lighter than chocolate. The very sight her made his pole throb with need.
"I - I guess I do feel right," she said. "I do want it. I'm just like my sisters, Daddy, I've wanted that beautiful cock for so long. I guess just this once can't hurt anyone."
She then walked toward the chaise Max was lying on. There was a sly smile on her pretty face while her lush tits quivered with every step. Her smile became much more gleeful and devious as she reached the chaise and stepped across it, one foot planted on either side so she could straddle the large, male body just beneath her.
Max told the eager girl how beautiful she looked. "Just as beautiful as your sisters," he said.
He ran his hands over her smooth legs and hips, finally bringing one hand to her perfectly waxed pussy. Teri whimpered as he rubbed her wet slit with his man sized fingers. As he fingered the girl's oozing hole, he was also drawing her closer to his face with the other hand on one cheek of her ass. She was soon close enough that he could inhale the scent of her excited pussy. The back of his chaise was raised up enough so Teri could just step forward a little more to bring her bare, wet pussy in direct contact with the man's mouth. He felt his blood heat the moment his lips came into contact the warm, silky skin of Teri's pussy mound.
Teri uttered a long, low sigh as she pushed her pussy tighter against Max's mouth. His tongue slipped out and lapped along her honey-coated slit, causing her sigh to turn into a moan. He split her sex lips apart with his tongue as he worked at licking deeper into her furrow.
"Oh god, yessss," Teri sighed as she reached down with both hands to spread her pussy open with her fingers, giving Max easier access to lick at her slit.
He groaned against Teri's pussy when he felt one of the other girls take his heat-swollen rod into her mouth. With his mouth against Teri's mound he couldn't tell who was sucking his cock until Victoria appeared next to him, watching him lick the other girl's honey into his mouth. Teri arched her hips, giving him a better angle for licking her. He soon took her clit between his lips and sucked it while he fingered her hole. He reached up with the other hand to explore the feel of her firm, warm tits.
"Ohh, Dad, that's so hot," Victoria purred as she watched him pleasure her friend's pussy.
Teri was pulling in hard breaths and rocking her pussy into Max's eager mouth. Meanwhile, Kayla was sucking and stroking the man's throbbing rod until he was aching to cum yet again. The blonde's mouth was paradise to his cock, and her tongue was wet and agile as it flicked and slithered over his hard flesh. Eventually, Teri started gasping deeply. Her pussy flushed with a heavy flow of nectar as she climaxed into Max's mouth.
Teri backed away from his mouth and finally squatted over his cock. Kayla was holding his shaft upright while the other girl lowered herself onto it. The busty brunette impaled herself on his rigid pole with a long, guttural moan. She didn't wait to start riding him, and she was milking his throbbing dick with her pussy in seconds. Max's hands explored Teri's hips, ass and tits as she rode him, his hands roaming her glorious body as she rose and fell on his pole.
"Daddy, I need you to suck my clit like you sucked on Teri's," Victoria said, just before kissing him.
Max and his daughter kissed deeply while Teri rode his cock, moaning more and more deeply as she ground her sheath up and down his shaft. Kayla was massaging his balls while Victoria finally pulled away and threw her leg across his chaise. Now she was straddling her father's face the same way her friend had just a few minutes before.
Tasting his daughter's sweet, wet pussy was just as mind bending as it had been to fuck her for the first time. He caught the tangy taste left behind by his cock and cum as she clutched the back of his head and greedily bucked on his mouth.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck, that's so good!" Victoria cried.
Max caressed his daughter's body the same way he had fondled Teri in the same position. Then it was Teri who started to cum first. Max felt the hot flush her cream all around his cock. He could also feel the motion of Kayla's hand as she rubbed Teri's clit through the climax that sent her hips into jerking thrusts that wrenched an uncontrollable eruption of man-cum deep into her snug hole.
Teri milked every drop of cum out of Max's cock, and then rode him slowly a little while longer. She finally dismounted, and she and Kayla stood close by and watched Victoria ride her father's mouth until she arched her back and cried out with an orgasm that seemed to last forever. After, she leaned back down and kissed her father again, tasting her juices all over his mouth.
After a brief recovery period, Max got up and started the grill to cook the dinner he had planned for the girls. They sat around the patio table and ate naked.
Later, hours after Teri and Kayla got dressed and left the father and daughter alone, Max found himself lying awake in the wee hours of the morning. He was still naked, and his equally naked daughter was sleeping beside him in his bed. He still had a hard time fathoming everything that happened that day, but he felt content to see his beautiful daughter sleeping next to him. Everything felt right. It was where she belonged. Now that they'd crossed into being lovers, it seemed foolish that they waited so long. What was the point of all that pretense? All the denial of their true desires?
The fact that they'd had a foursome with Teri and Kayla almost paled in comparison to the striking realization that he'd loved his own daughter hard and deep. That he loved her like he wanted to make her all his own. As he watched her sleep, he couldn't imagine ever seeing her with anyone else. It surprised and intrigued him that she hadn't shown the slightest trace of jealousy. If anything it was just the opposite.



It made him wonder how he'd feel in her position. What would he have done if it had been the two of them with two other men? He hated the idea, but as he thought about watching that magnificent girl suck and fuck it made his cock swarm with heat. He shook his head and smiled at how much alike they were, both freaks who loved watching as much as they loved being watched. Yet the day they'd had had been just as much about expressing love and affection. Max didn't have two friends as close as Kayla and Teri were to Victoria. It was almost as if by sharing her father with them she was sharing a deep part of herself.
He didn't know how it would be possible to love another person any more than he loved his precious Victoria. What he did know was that he didn't want to lose this new relationship with her, or with Kayla. Giving up the blonde when they'd finally broken their own barrier would break his heart, but for his daughter he would do anything to make her happy.
As he watched her sleep, she suddenly opened her eyes and looked back at him as if she hadn't been sleeping at all. She smiled and he realized she'd been awake the whole time.
"Can't sleep?" he asked.
"Not for a second."
"Me neither."
"I don't know why. You fucked three seriously horny girls today. You should be sleeping like a log."
"I should be, but it's hard to get my mind to cooperate."
"I understand. It's a lot to think about, isn't it?"
"That's the understatement of the century," he chuckled.
Victoria smiled and snuggled up close to him, laying her face on his chest. "You're afraid of hurting me by fucking my friends, aren't you?"
"Smart girl."
"And," she added, pausing, "you're thinking maybe you shouldn't have fucked me. Your own daughter."
"That's the weird part," he replied. "I don't think that at all. I thought that way before it happened, but now I just keep wishing it happened sooner."
She hugged him tighter. "You're the most amazing man I ever knew, Dad. I love you so much. If it was anyone but Teri and Kayla I'd probably freak, but we really are like sisters. It makes me happy they can feel some of that love that we have. I want that for them. And for us. Besides, I think you totally ruined Kayla for any other cock but yours."
She snickered deviously, then continued. "I'm glad Teri could join us, but...this thing she's in now. I think it's really deep and really permanent. I'm really happy for her."
"Then I am, too," her father agreed. "She deserves someone who loves her like we do. Whoever he is."
"Uh, yeah," his daughter replied evasively. "The thing is...I convinced her to bring him over to hang out with us all next weekend. I hope you don't mind."
"Of course not. I guess we can put on swimwear for one day."
"Hmmm, we probably won't need to," Victoria said mysteriously. "You already know him anyway."
Max was curious, but his daughter said Teri made her promise not so say who it was. They'd know who he was soon enough.
"If Teri loves him as much as it seems like she does then he must be someone pretty special," Max said.
"Oh, he is."
"I don't get the need for all the mystery, though."
His daughter sighed wistfully. "You will when you meet him," she said.
"I guess I'll just have to wait and see then."
"Thanks for not pushing it."
"I guess the two of you had quite a conversation while you were supposedly fetching another bottle of wine today," he pointed out.
She smiled. "You could say that," she replied diplomatically. "And you and Kayla were having quite the conversation of your own."
"We were talking about you mostly," he admitted.
His daughter snickered briefly. "Okay, so let me see if I understand this," she said. "You had your hard dick between one of my two best friend's legs, but you were talking about me."
"Exactly. Makes perfect sense, don't you think?"
She laughed again. "Actually, for us, it really kind of does."
"Oh god, you are way too much like me," the man quipped with a smile.
This made his daughter laugh, too. "You have no idea how much I love that."
"And you have no idea how much I love you."
"I think maybe I do, Dad. Because in case you haven't forgotten I love you just as much."
Max rolled toward her and kissed her for a long time. When they came apart he asked the question that was still worrying him. "Are you sure you're okay with the way we, um, shared everything with Kayla and Teri?"
"Hmm, you mean am I okay with sharing my father's cock with my two best friends in the world?"
"I guess if you want to put it that way," he chuckled.
"Dad, I've been sharing you with them for years. The more I think about it, the more it makes sense to me. We're just not like other people."
They were quiet for the next few minutes. Max thought about what she said and realized she was right about everything. He reached for his daughter's hand and they immediately laced their fingers together. The funny thing to Max was that one, simple gesture felt more intimate than anything else they'd done the entire day. Even if they weren't naked at the moment, it still would have felt the same way. It was just a sweet little irony that made Max smile. The thing he liked the most about it was that it felt like something they'd been doing for years. But then he could feel his daughter thinking almost as much as if she were thinking out loud, and he was starting to think about the same thing.
"You're thinking about K, aren't you?" he asked.
"You too?"
"Yeah. I guess it's hard not to."
"Dad, you don't have to worry about it making me jealous. I mean, after everything that happened today. It's okay if you're missing her. I miss her, too. And I happen to know she's the only one of us all who's sleeping alone tonight. That just doesn't seem right."
"I agree, baby. Not after today."
"I'll call her tomorrow and see about getting her to come over so we can all talk about everything. She should know how we're feeling about everything. It's only right. I have to go to campus for a couple of hours in the afternoon, but maybe after that."
"Good idea," Max agreed.
They lay quietly a while, each in their own thoughts. Then Victoria's phone vibrated with an incoming message. Seconds later, Max's did the same thing.
"What the fuck? It's like three," Victoria said.
They each picked up their phone at the same time. When they saw who the messages were from they couldn't help smiling at each other, and then breaking into giggles. Kayla had texted them both at the same time. It was a group message thread that included the three of them.
Fucking miss you like you'll never know. Both of you! the message read.
Max and Victoria each sent a reply to say they missed her too. That they loved her.
I love you so much. I must be crazy," the blonde texted in reply.
Then we're crazy too," Max responded.
After that, he and his daughter took a selfie of themselves, both lying in bed naked, but with an empty space in between them. Victoria added the caption: Wish you were here.
All of two seconds later, Victoria's phone lit up with a call from the blonde.
"You shouldn't say things if you don't really mean them," Kayla said without so much as saying hello.
"But I do mean it. And you know Dad does, too. We've been lying here talking about you. You belong here."
"Hmmm, are you sure?"
"Of course, I'm sure!"
"Well it just so happens I'm in my car and I'm parked at the end of the driveway up to your house. See? I told you I'm crazy."
Victoria laughed. "Just get up here and park in your normal spot."
She disconnected and explained everything to her father. They both went downstairs to meet Kayla who was just getting out of her car as they got to the front door. The father and daughter went out on the front porch naked and waited for the blonde to come up the steps. Kayla flashed her usual beautiful, sexy smile the moment she saw them, but as she joined them on the porch by the open door of the house and was taken into a tight, group hug she started getting weepy.
"I felt so alone. And afraid," the normally confident girl admitted.
"We know, baby," Max told her. "We were talking about that just before you called. We haven't stopped thinking about you once. But now you're here where you belong."
Kayla sighed with happiness.
"But you're overdressed," Victoria snickered.
The brunette pulled down the zipper of the light, summer dress Kayla had obviously thrown on in a rush. Max pushed it off her shoulders and it dropped off her body, which was naked underneath. She slipped off her sandals and they all went back inside and upstairs to bed. Max lay in the middle with his daughter and Kayla on either side of him. He had an arm around each of them as they snuggled close, each pushing their bare tits against from him from both sides. He'd imagined this scenario in his mind hundreds of times, but now that he was feeling the reality of both girls' warm bodies beside him in bed it was beyond anything he could have expected. He turned to each of them and gave them a deep, loving kiss, then telling each girl how he loved her. They were finally able to get some sleep.
After falling asleep so late, it was late in the morning when Max woke up to the most pleasurable feeling. He opened his eyes to find his daughter leaning up beside him with a smile on her face. Then he looked down to find Kayla making love to his swollen cock with her mouth and hand.
"Good morning, Daddy," Victoria said sweetly.
"Mmm, good morning, beautiful," he replied.
"Hmmm, which one of us do you mean by that?" the nude brunette asked.
"Both of you."
Kayla gazed up at the two of them, her blue eyes glistening with love, yet she didn't let the man's cock out of her mouth for a second. After they both smiled at her, she began bobbing her head up and down Max's shaft, making him groan with pleasure. The next thing he knew, his daughter leaned in for a kiss. Their lips opened together and their tongues swirled together in a passionate duel. The love and hunger Max felt for both of these amazing girls had no limit. And he knew they were trying to prove to him that their love for him was just as limitless.
But Kayla's wet, talented mouth was driving him to new heights of pleasure while he kissed his daughter. He reached for the girl's bare, warm tits. He caressed Victoria's heavy orbs, teasing her swollen nipples with his fingertips.
The kiss went on for a long time, but when it finally broke off, Victoria moved downward and took over sucking her father's cock while Kayla moved up beside him and demanded just as long and deep a kiss as he'd given his daughter. When they finally stopped to breathe, they both looked down at the brunette, who was intent on sucking her father's big, swollen cock.
"You're a bad boy, Maxie baby," Kayla giggled. "You let your own daughter suck your dick like such a little slut."
Victoria didn't respond. She was set on the task of bringing her father's cock as much pleasure as her beautiful mouth could offer. Max moaned and turned his head to look at Kayla's beautiful face.
"But she's my slut, and I love her. Just like you, baby girl."
"Mmmm, it's a good thing we're sisters now or I'd be jealous."
The blonde then lifted up and pushed her big, round tits into Max's face. He took them into his hands and caressed them with a firm touch, turning his head back and forth to suck each of her hard nipples. Kayla's tits were every bit as spectacular as his daughter's, and he lost himself in their smooth warmth. He sucked her nipples just as hard as if she were giving him milk. She betrayed how sensitive her tits were as she sighed with pleasure the deeper and harder he sucked them.
At the same time, Victoria was stroking her moist lips faster along her father's throbbing shaft. The intense waves of pleasure grew inside him until he uttered a growl that was muffled in the flesh of Kayla's tits. His cock started to pulse powerfully as he pumped jets of cum into his daughter's mouth. With the blonde's nipple in his mouth he couldn't warn Victoria, but sucked him harder and faster without skipping a beat, and took his entire load into her mouth.
When he came to his senses, Kayla was leaning beside him again, looking at him from inches away.
"Watching you cum makes me love you even more," she said.
"Everything makes me love you more," the man replied with a sigh.
Then they kissed hot and deep. A moment later, Victoria was joining the kiss, turning it into a three-way duel of wet tongues and eager lips.
Eventually, the trio got out of bed and went downstairs to have breakfast together. They all remained naked, which had become the default mode when no one was visiting. After breakfast, they went out to the pool and took some time to swim and sunbathe. Max spent as much time with the girls as he could. They were so beautiful and so open and free with their nakedness around him. He couldn't take his eyes off them as he watched them dive in the water or stretch their sensuous bodies out on a chaise.
Reluctantly, Max finally excused himself to go into his office to catch up on some work. He even managed to concentrate long enough to keep from staring out the window at the two naked beauties he was deeply in love with. Not that it was easy. However, after a while Victoria came in and said she had to get ready to go to the campus to take care of some more paperwork. She kissed her father, promising to return as soon as she could. Meanwhile, Kayla hung out by the pool after Victoria took a shower, got dressed and left the house. About twenty minutes later, Max looked up to find his beautifully naked Kayla leaning in the open doorway of his office.
Max felt his pulse pick up. Kayla had her arms crossed just under her sumptuous tits. She had one leg crossed in front of the other, but the pouty slit between her creamy thighs was still perfectly framed. He couldn't remember the last time they were alone together, with the exception of their brief interlude in the pool the day before. But now, Kayla's sexy bravada was gone. There was a serious look on her face and Max could see she was worried about something. Max closed his laptop and swiveled his chair to face her.
"I guess maybe I should go home," she said wistfully.
"What are you talking about?" Max frowned and stood up. He went to the door and took Kayla by the hand. Then he led her over to the small couch in his office where they sat down to talk.
"I was here all day yesterday. And then I barged back in here in the middle of the night because I couldn't stand being away from you and Vic. And it was far from the first time I ever felt that way. I guess after what we did yesterday I wasn't being very rational."
"Since when is love supposed to be rational?" He put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. "We were so happy when you came back. I was happy. I understand if you've got things to do at home...I mean, at your father's house. But maybe you can start thinking of this as your home."
She looked at his face like she was trying to figure out if he was being sincere or just trying to make her feel better. She seemed to take him at his word.
"I have to go back there sooner or later and face reality, though," she said.
Max sighed and held her a little tighter. "Baby, you have a new reality now. With us, right here. With me. It's time you moved in. Way past time, if you ask me."
Kayla looked stunned. And happy. But then got serious again. "But...what if something happened and we weren't a threesome anymore? Like if Vic met someone and wanted to have another relationship. Not that she ever would. Not in a million years."
"I don't think so, either, and I really hope not. But I'd still want you, and you know damn well I've been in love with you for years," he told her.
"I didn't know. Not really. I just was always hoping."
Max turned his whole body to face her. They entwined their legs together until his cock came up against her pussy. They were so close now the tips of Kayla's tits were touching Max's chest.
"Okay," he started. "I think I already know the answer to this, but I need you to tell me for sure if you feel any kind of jealousy about me and Victoria."
"You better know I don't," the wide-eyed blonde replied emphatically.
"Good. She's my daughter, after all, so it's really a different thing. I'm her dad and your daddy."
Kayla giggled. "Exactly. God, I love you. You think about things just like me."
"I love you, too, baby," Max replied. "I want you, Kayla. I don't want anyone else to share this whole thing with me and Victoria. You're part of it. I mean, you're the one who really made it happen. And I don't want you to be with anyone else ever again. Only us. And if she ever changes her mind, I want you to stay and be with me always."
Kayla's eyes were suddenly full of tears. It spilled over on one side and ran down her cheek. Max kissed the tear away before it fell any further.
"I want that so much," the blonde said, her voice dropping to a whisper.
"You have it now," the man reassured her. "We all have each other."
Kayla threw her arms around him and held him tightly, crushing her big tits even harder against his skin. As he kissed her neck and shoulder, Max told the girl he loved her about twenty more times in a row, making her giggle happily. He also told her how beautiful she was, and it wasn't long before his cock was beginning to grow warm and thick against the smooth skin of her pussy. She loosened her hold on his large body and slipped her hand between them, taking his still growing cock into her hand. She giggled as she began stroking and fondling his flesh.
"This horny devil is gonna need two of us just to keep him happy," she purred.
Max heaved a long sigh of pleasure while Kayla's hand pulled and squeezed his rapidly growing shaft. "Baby, the two of you are the whole reason Daddy gets so fucking hard," he told her. Then he kissed her for a long time. Their tongues slid into each other's mouth while he cupped her warm tits in his hands and kneaded them. By now, his cock was rock hard and aching. He then leaned back against the end of the couch and watched the naked beauty stroke his throbbing rod.
"Daddy, do you remember when you first realized you wanted to fuck me?" she asked.
Max smiled and sighed with pleasure. He remembered it like it was yesterday.
"I do, baby," he replied. "Remember that time you and Teri were at the house overnight just before Victoria left for college?"
The blonde's eyes lit up. She obviously remembered it just as much as Max.
"I was in the kitchen making smoothies for all of you," he added.
"Oh my god, I know exactly the time you mean," Kayla said.
"You came into the kitchen by yourself, and you were wearing that pink tank top you used to have, and just a pair of panties that didn't cover very much. You just walked in and put your arm around me and said what a good dad I was. I told you that you were like a daughter to me and you looked at me with an expression I'll never forget."
"Oh, Daddy, I remember that so well. You kissed me on the lips, you naughty man," she giggled.
"Baby, if you only knew how bad I wanted to just shove my tongue in your mouth and make you mine right up against the counter."
"Oh god, I kept wishing you would." She paused and smiled coyly. "That night was the first time I ever saw you hard."
"You did?" Max was more than surprised.
Kayla snickered deviously. "You didn't know, but I was still awake when you got out of bed and went to the bathroom. You must've thought everyone was sleeping because you didn't close the door all the way, and I got up and went to peep on you. You were stroking this big, beautiful dick."
"Oh god, I can't believe you saw that." Yet the knowledge that she had made his cock ache and throb even more.



"Well, I did see you. I stayed there long enough to watch you cum. God, baby, it made me so wet. I had my hand in my panties the whole time and you never even knew I was there. You have no idea how bad I wanted to go in and do it for you. I kept hoping you were thinking about me when you were jerking off."
"After our kiss in the kitchen that night you were all I could think about."
"When I snuck back to Vic's room I just kept thinking about wishing I was the one lying in bed with you that night instead of your ex. Even when I was eighteen I knew I could love you better than she ever did."
"I knew that, too, darling."
Max's cock was already beginning to dribble precum out of the tip. Kayla deftly smeared the juice along his rigid stalk, making his flesh slick as she steadily stroked it.
"I bet you jerked off to all of us at sometime or other," she giggled. "Even Vic."
"After yesterday I guess there's no use in denying that," he said with a horny leer.
"Pervert."
"Slut."
Kayla giggled happily. "Yeah, but I'm your slut now, baby." She then crawled over him, steadying herself with her knee wedged between his side and the back of the couch, and the other foot planted on the floor. Max reached up and caressed her beautiful tits while she held his cock and slowly lowered her wet pussy onto his dome. As she ground her tight sheath onto his pole, a long rush of breath left her body while he groaned in pleasure.
"Oh god, Daddy, why do I need you inside me all the time?" she purred.
"Because we have too much lost time to make up for," he said, pulling her down to him so he could kiss her while she started to rock her pussy up and down his red hot shaft.
While Kayla rocked her hips in a gracefully rhythmic flow, Max reached for her ass and caressed her firm globes. He soon worked a finger between them and teased the tight ring of her asshole with a fingertip, making her gasp into his mouth. When he saw how much she loved having her rimhole massaged, he wet his finger along her pussy around where his cock was stretching her slippery lips. Using her own cream as lube, he gradually pushed his finger into her ass, gently slipping it in and out of her channel while she began rocking harder and faster on his cock. At the same time, she lifted her mouth off of his to gasp for air.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh, Daddy, that's so fucking dirty," she moaned. "And soooo fucking good."
Max was soon meeting the rock of the girl's hips with his own thrusts, keeping his finger moving in and out of her ass at the same time. Her inner pussy walls rippled and clenched around his shaft as she came three times in a row. He pumped harder into her pussy every time she came, but by her third climax he couldn't hold back any longer. With a hard volley of powerful cock thrusts, Max growled deeply while his cum burst into her luscious fuckhole in hard, dizzying spurts.
The spent blonde fell against him and snuggled up to his body while his cock was still embedded in her pussy. Max held her and kissed her until they realized Victoria was standing in his office doorway with a sly smile on her pretty face. She was still wearing the short sundress she'd put on to go to campus.
"I got to campus and found out I had the wrong day for my appointment," she explained.
"Baby, how long have you been back?" her father asked.
"Long enough to cum twice while I was watching the two of you fuck," she snickered. That was when her father and Kayla noticed her panties on the floor near her feet. "The next time you two fuck," she added, "I want to make sure I'm there with my phone. You two would make the hottest video."
Max and Kayla then separated themselves and sat up, inviting Victoria to join them on the couch. "There's something I need to do first," she said. "Legs open, both of you, please."
Kayla hooked her knee over Max's as the pair sat side by side with their legs spread. Victoria knelt between her father's legs first and proceeded to lick and suck every trace of cum and pussy juice from his organ and balls. She then moved between Kayla's legs and began lapping at the traces of her father's cum that were dripping along her slit. The brunette spent a long time licking her friend's cum-flavored pussy, and then finally sucking her clit until she came again.
The blonde sat there with a dazed expression, but she made room when Victoria squeezed in between the two of them on the couch.
"My dad and sister are delicious," she announced.
"It's good you feel that way," Max said. "Because your sister is moving in with us."
Victoria actually shrieked with happiness. "Finally!" she exclaimed. Then she turned to Kayla and caught the blonde in a tight hug. She kissed the other girl hard and deep, the way a girl kisses a lover more than an actual sister. She then reached for Kayla's tits and spent a long time feeling them.
Even though the girls had all fingered themselves in the same room together, it was the first time there was any direct sexual contact, but it was obvious there would be much more for the two beauties to explore. Max watched them make out with a satisfied smile on his face. Everything was getting better by the day.
Kayla didn't leave the house for the next two days. She remained naked the entire time. Victoria and Max did the same thing. Max only put on a shirt if he had to appear on his webcam for a meeting.
Before the weekend, Max rented a small truck, and he and Victoria took Kayla to her father's house to pack up her things and move them to her new home. The blonde was relieved her father wasn't home. She left the horrible man a simple note of goodbye when they left. As they drove back, and then when they were unloading Kayla's things, Max and his daughter kept reminding her that she was with her real family now.
When Saturday finally arrived, all three of the now permanent residents of Max's house were eager with anticipation. It was the day Teri was scheduled to come over to reveal the closely guarded identity of her boyfriend for the past few months.
Victoria was just as uncertain about the day as her father and Kayla, even though she already knew who the man was. At Teri's request, she was keeping the information to herself until the couple arrived. But Max knew it was going to be an interesting day either way. Victoria had insisted they could stay nude with Teri's new boyfriend. When Kayla started to get giggly over wondering if Teri's new man had a nice cock, Max listened to his girls laugh and speculate. He couldn't help getting turned on listening to them talk about seeing a new cock. Obviously, whoever Teri's boyfriend was, he didn't sound like a guy who was going to be shy about going nude among a group of people.
As the middle of the afternoon approached, Victoria made Kayla and her father promise to stay outside by the pool when the guest couple arrived. Max had gotten steaks for the grill, and a good supply of wine for the day and into the evening if necessary. He and Kayla were lying on chaises side by side, holding hands. Max was admiring the fabulous girl lying so close to him and was in danger of getting hard. They finally heard the car pull in on the other side of the house. About ten minutes later, Teri came outside with her new boyfriend, followed closely by Victoria. All three were completely naked, and Max realized his daughter must have given them the guest room upstairs to take off their clothes to enjoy a nude afternoon among friends.
Max and Kayla did their best to contain their surprise when Teri walked out onto the patio holding hands with her equally naked brother, Derek. Two years older than his sister, Derek's cock was swinging just as freely as his sister's full tits. He looked a little bit apprehensive at first, but Teri looked as happy as anyone had ever seen. It was obvious she was relieved to be around people where she and Derek could be open with their obvious love for each other.
Derek's build was more slender than Max's, and he was slightly shorter, but his body was fit and toned. He was also completely hairless, like a lot of competition swimmers. Teri looked incredibly proud as she strutted onto the patio with her brother, finally revealing the relationship that she'd been keeping secret.
Max hadn't seen Derek since the girls' last year of high school. Kayla was excited to see the brother and sister walk out as a couple, and she jumped up from her chaise to give them each a long, tight hug where she crushed her large tits against each of their exposed bodies. Max and Victoria looked on as the blonde barely paid attention to the fact that Derek's cock was squeezed between them.
Max also caught his daughter's attention. He smiled at her when she gave him a triumphant toss of her head, as if to say, "See, Dad? We were saving something naughty for you."
Max got up and shook hands with Derek, then poured wine for everyone. Teri's brother was the only one who wasn't used to being nude around these people he'd known for most of his life, so something to ease the mood was called for. It didn't take long for the younger man to relax, though. He obviously enjoyed the view with three of the most beautiful girls in town relaxing nude on the patio, one of whom was fucking her brother, and another who was fucking her father.
Once they all got through a couple of rounds of wine, they all brought their cups and the bottle to the side of the pool and got in the water to cool off from the sun. The conversation finally turned to the thing that was on everyone's mind -- family love. With her characteristic blonde giggle, Kayla asked Derek and Teri how they finally got together.
Derek explained how he'd gone through a difficult breakup a few months before with the girl he had started seeing in college.
"We were together at least three years," Derek told everyone while his sister sidled up next to him and put her arm around his waist. He smiled lovingly at Teri and went on.
"It was weird but I wasn't as upset about it as I thought I'd be. Meanwhile, Teri and I always made a point of getting together for dinner or something at least once or twice month. We've been doing that ever since I left for college. Anyway, we were having dinner one night after the breakup, and of course my beautiful sister was very concerned about me. I told her it was okay because I finally had to admit that I've been in love with someone else for a long time. When she asked me who, I just kissed her right there in the middle of the restaurant. And we haven't been apart ever since."
Max could tell his daughter had already heard the story from Teri.
"That's amazing," Kayla told them. "The two of you are perfect. You look so beautiful together."
Derek and Teri smiled proudly. The happiness they felt about being able to be so open about their love in front of other people was obvious. They turned to each other and kissed deeply. Derek fondled his beautiful sister's ass while she arched her hips against him, rubbing herself against his cock.
Max suddenly felt a hand on his cock. Victoria was smiling up at him and caressing his flesh. He grew hard quickly. It was impossible not to. The sight of the beautiful brother/sister couple's naked kiss was too erotic not to respond. It was just as exciting to feel his daughter openly playing with his cock in front of someone new. Max kissed his beautiful girl and fondled her boldly bared tits. When he felt Kayla's hand caressing his balls, he then turned and kissed her. His cock was soon fully swollen and throbbing with need. By the time his kiss with Kayla broke apart, he discovered Derek and Teri watching them. The brother and sister were smiling, and Teri was stroking Derek's cock, which was now just as hard as Max's.
"This is making me so wet," Victoria announced to everyone with a coy grin.
The other girls both laughed and agreed. "It's no mystery how the guys are feeling," Teri said with a smirk, giving a look at both men's pronounced hard ons.
"You can't blame us for that," Max smiled back at the beautiful brunette with her brother's cock in his hand. "Being around three, gorgeous, naked girls is too much to resist."
"I'd say we're way past the point of anyone needing to resist anything," Victoria said. "I can't resist my dad's big dick so I'm not going to."
Max's daughter then lowered down onto the pool floor where they were gathered at the shallow end. She took her father's rod back into her hand and started stroking his thick shaft. "I love you so much, Daddy," she said, looking up at him. Then she took him into her mouth and started sucking him.
Max moaned immediately at the pleasure of his daughter's wet mouth. Kayla was holding onto him from the side while he put his arm around her. They both then looked at Derek to find him gazing intently at his sister's long-time friend kneeling down in the pool and sucking her own father's cock like it was candy.
"Oh, fuck, that's amazing," Derek said in a husky tone.
"It is, baby," his sister said. "Vic would do anything for her dad, just like I'd do anything for you."
When Derek kissed his sister and started fondling her tits, Max turned to Kayla and kissed her again, also feeling the blonde's luscious melons while his daughter's moist lips stroked along the shaft of his aching cock.
Then Teri led her brother across the pool to where Max and the other girls were. He and Kayla were hugging tightly while Victoria's head continued bobbing back and forth on his rod. Teri brought her brother close and kissed Max right in front of him. The older man glanced at Derek to check his reaction and saw no trace of jealousy or apprehension. He reached for Teri's tits and gave them a firm, careful feel. He'd been so busy with Kayla and his daughter all week he barely had time to realize how much he'd missed the other girl's tits.
Yet when the kiss ended, Teri gave the older man a serious look. "My brother knows how we fucked last week," she told him.
"I don't have a problem with it," the younger man said. "I know it was something more than just fucking. You were all...I dunno...bonding, I guess."
Max nodded. He knew where this was going. It seemed inevitable, and he was ready to see it all through to the next level. He touched Teri's face in a gesture of affection.
"And now you need your brother to be part of this. Part of us and what we all shared last week," he told her.
"Yes, Daddy," she nodded. "Even if I belong to him forever now, the way Vic and K belong to you, we're all still connected."
"Yes, baby, you're right. We all share so much love together, and we're the only ones who understand this crazy thing we have. Besides, my darling girls have both been checking out your brother's cock since even before he got a hard on."
"My sisters are both such sluts," Teri giggled.
Even Victoria laughed and had to release her father's cock from her mouth. But then she reached for Derek's cock, wrapping her hand around his rigid shaft while she looked up at her father, awaiting his confirmation to keep going. Max felt precum drip from his pole as he looked at his daughter holding onto the other man's cock. He gave Victoria a positive nod and then watched her take Derek's organ into her mouth.
"Ohhh, fuck," Kayla crooned softly. She was watching intently as Victoria sucked Derek's cock as deeply as she had just been sucking her father's.
Max started to feel a pang of possessive jealousy, but the intense arousal of watching his daughter suck Derek's cock in front of three other people overpowered it. Besides, his blonde goddess, Kayla, was stroking his erection again, and moments later, Victoria released Derek from her mouth and started sucking her father again while Kayla gripped it from the root. All he could do was moan from the pleasure and squeeze the blonde's ass.
Victoria spent some time alternating between her father's cock and Derek's. Then Teri crouched down in front of her and they spent some time trading cocks. Teri would suck her brother while Victoria sucked her father, then trade back and forth until Kayla got down with them. As Teri and Victoria kept trading dicks, the blonde went back and forth sharing each cock with each of her girlfriends.
Finally, it was Victoria who got up first and sat on the edge of the pool. She lay back and opened her beautiful legs, revealing a smooth, glistening set of pussy lips.
"Fuck, I'm so wet now," she moaned. "Dad, I need dick. Like now."
Max exchanged a look with Teri while Victoria fingered her open slit. After he gave Teri the nod, she ushered her brother between Victoria's legs and took his cock in her hand, pushing the head into the other girl's opening. Everyone watched in amazement as Derek's substantially sized dick disappeared into Victoria's wet hole.
Her brother had barely started fucking her friend when Teri got up on the side in the same position, spreading her long, slender legs open wide. Max took his place between Teri's legs and let Kayla push his cock into her pussy. Derek was moaning and straining to fuck Victoria, but his eyes were on his sister's pussy as Max stretched her slippery lips open with his driving rod.
Kayla hugged Max from behind, her hips following the motion of his as he began pumping his cock into Teri's pussy. Teri moaned and rubbed her clit, keeping her eyes on her brother while she was being fucked by another man. Max was throbbing with need as he thrust long strokes into Teri's wet hole, feeling Kayla grip him from behind and crushing her big, firm tits into his back.
After both brunettes climaxed within a short time of each other, Max and Derek traded places. The older man stepped up to his daughter and easily fed his cock to her already fucked pussy. Kayla stayed with him like she was glued to his back and continued moving with him while he fucked his moaning daughter.
At the same time, Derek swiftly shoved his own cock into his sister's pussy. There was a noticeable difference in the depth of the two brunettes' moans after the switch. It was obvious that Teri was that much more aroused having her brother's cock back inside her, and it was the same with Victoria getting fucked by her father.
For Max, it was far more arousing to be thrusting his rod into his own daughter, and he could tell Derek felt the same way about fucking his sister. It was also much more arousing to watch the siblings fuck right beside them. And with Kayla needfully clinging to him, Max felt like he had everything he would ever need.
Kayla started to whisper privately to Max as their bodies moved together. "I did like sucking him, Daddy. He's got such a nice cock. But my pussy is only for you. I'm yours forever, Daddy. Me and Vic. I'd let him cum in my mouth, but I only want your cum in my fuckhole."
The blonde's words drove Max to fuck his daughter even harder. Victoria whimpered and moaned while her father felt her pussy clench with orgasmic ripples. The hot clench of the girl's hole was threatening to milk a hard load of spunk straight out of Max's balls, but he fought to hold on until his daughter's second climax had passed.
"Oh god, Dad, I love you," Victoria said dreamily.
"I love you too, baby," her father replied.
But now Max turned to Kayla and kissed her hard and deep. His wet cock was smearing Victoria's pussy nectar across the blonde's skin as he hugged her close and ground his rock hard shaft against her body. Meanwhile, Derek was driving into his sister with long, hard thrusts that were making her gasp with every lunge.
Kayla leaned over and grabbed onto the edge of the pool and set her legs wide apart. "I'm next, Daddy," she purred huskily, casting a sultry look at Max over her shoulder.
Max stepped close and gripped one cheek of the blonde's ass in one hand while working his cock into her pussy with the other. Kayla sighed with pleasure as the man's long, thick stalk filled her pussy. He took hold of her hips and started thrusting into her tight sheath. Just when he was starting to work up a hard, steady rhythm of thrusts into Kayla's hole, Derek cried out as he came in his sister's pussy with a forceful volley of cock thrusts. Teri started to cum again, too.



As Max fucked Kayla from behind, his powerful thrusts were making her cry out like he'd never heard her before. He was so intent on fucking her tight hole that he barely even noticed how the other three were watching them. But he knew they were there and he kept pounding harder and harder into her luscious body.
Victoria slid back into the pool and got beside Kayla. She reached under the blonde and massaged those heavily dangling tits while her father kept fucking her. Max could feel Kayla's pussy clamp down with a climax while his daughter was playing with her nipples. But when Victoria reached further down and started massaging Kayla's clit, the blonde started to cum even harder than before. Max could hold out no more. As if by instinct, he gave Kayla's juicy ass a hard, spontaneous spank. Then he grasped her hips and spurted cum into her gorgeous pussy until he was spent.
"Oh fuck, that was so hot," Victoria exclaimed, rushing to kiss her father even before he could pull his cock from the other girl's hole. After that, she knelt down and cleaned her father's cock with her mouth. Kayla sat on the side of the pool while Victoria also lapped up the remaining cum and pussy juice still clinging to her slit and thighs.
After they all had a chance to relax for a while, Max started the grill and cooked for everyone. They had dinner by the pool, with everyone remaining naked.
Derek and Teri stayed there that night, taking the guest bedroom for themselves. They came back every weekend for the next several weeks. As things went on, the girls would suck both men's cocks, but as far as fucking was concerned, Derek remained only with his sister while Max remained only with Victoria and Kayla.
The brother and sister couple spent more and more time at Max's house until he finally suggested that they move in. It gave them all a chance to live openly with their relationships, and the family nudist lifestyle was appealing to everyone.
Max was in his office one afternoon, working from his laptop, naked as usual. Victoria was the only one else in the house, and she came into the room with her delectable tits swaying and a coy smile on her face.
"Dad, you need to take a break," she told him.
"Is that so?" he grinned.
"Yes. I need something I can only get from you."
Max knew just what his daughter was talking about, and he got up from his desk and took a seat on the couch. Victoria knelt down between his legs and started kissing his cock, patiently bringing his flesh to a swollen state of hardness. With his daughter loving his dick with her mouth and hands it never took him very long to reach a throbbing hard on. One of the most beautiful things the man had ever seen in his life was the sight of his loving daughter taking her time to lick his shaft and balls all over, sucking each of his nuts into her mouth and then patiently sucking his shaft. And today she was being especially patient and loving to her daddy's dick.
Max thought it was probably because they had the house to themselves, but he didn't question the immense pleasure this special girl knew how to give him. He leaned back and got comfortable as he watched her suck and bob her head up and down his shaft. As often as she could, she gazed up at him with love and desire in her deep, brown eyes. Sometimes he even wondered if she and Kayla were having an unspoken competition to see which one of them could please his cock the most.
She spent a very long time sucking her father's cock. By now she knew just how to hold him on the edge and prolong his pleasure. But eventually, she lifted her head and then climbed onto the couch with him, straddling his lap with her beautiful tits in his face. She reached down for his cock and lodged the tip into her pussy. Then she lowered herself all the way down his shaft with a dreamy sigh of pleasure.
Victoria rode her father's cock slowly while he watched her rise and fall, his hands exploring her pretty melons. She rode him slowly, but grinding her hips to milk his rod with maximum friction. As she was bringing him close to the boiling point, she suddenly stopped, settling down on his lap with the full length of his pulsating organ buried inside her. She looped her arms around his neck brought her face close to his.
"Dad. You need to marry Kayla," she said.
It wasn't what Max expected to hear. "We're already as good as married," he said, his dick pulsing even harder at his daughter's suggestion. "We're all married to each other. I'm just as devoted to both of you as if we were really married."
"I know, Dad. And Kayla kind of does, too. But you gotta do it officially."
"You really think it would make a difference to her?"
"A big difference. She's here seeing how Derek and Teri are brother and sister. And then you and me being father and daughter. That never changes no matter what. Those are deep connections, and sometimes I think she's afraid of feeling left out."
"I don't want that," he said. "And I know you don't, either."
"I know, Dad. God, that's why we love you so much. But if you marry Kayla then we'll all have each other always. That would be her special connection with you that no one else would have. No doubts or worries."
"I think it's a great idea. I'll propose to her tonight."
"Mmmm, that's my daddy. Just do it with me there, okay? I wanna see her reaction."
"Okay, angel, I promise."
Victoria then started riding her father's cock again. Now she started riding him harder and faster, grinding her hot pussy up and down his shaft until her body was shivering with a delicious orgasm. Max started pumping his cum into the girl's core within seconds.
Later that night, when Max, Kayla and Victoria were all lying in bed together, he made sure that Kayla was in the middle. He started kissing the beautiful blonde while his daughter casually played with her big tits.
Max paused in their kissing and looked at the blonde's beautiful face. She looked happy, and he told her so.
"I am happy, Daddy," she said. "I've never been so happy in my life."
"Then marry me, darling. Marry me and we'll be happy forever."
Kayla looked stunned. She looked at Victoria, who was still rubbing her tits and smiling at her. Then she kept looking back and forth between the father and daughter as if she wasn't sure she'd heard him right.
"Say yes, silly," Victoria said. "I know you want to."
"Oh my god, yes!" Kayla cried loud enough to wake up Derek and Teri. After letting it sink in, the blonde laughed happily and told Victoria this meant she was going to be her stepmother. The brunette laughed.
"Just as long as you're not one of those evil stepmothers," she said.
"Sweetie, how many girls have a stepmother who licks her daddy's cum out of her pussy?" the blonde snickered.
"Mmmm, you do have point."
Weeks later, Kayla and Max had a small civil wedding ceremony with Victoria as their witness. After the official one, they went back home and all three of them made vows to each other in front of Derek and Teri.
**
A year later, the girls were all huddled together in the master bathroom because it was the largest one in the house, even with the new additions that had been built on over the past few months. They were all naked, which is how they all still lived.
"Ready, ladies?" Victoria said.
"Ready," Kayla replied with an excited smile.
"Ready," Teri echoed a split second after.
All three of them then took their birth control pill dispensers and emptied every last pill into the toilet. As if rehearsed, they all put one finger on the flush lever. No one missed the glittering wedding ring on Kayla's finger. Teri counted to three and they all pressed down on the lever at the same time. They watched the water swirl and the pills disappear in a flash. There was an excited giddiness between them now.
"You're my sisters," Victoria said. "And I never imagined I could ever be this happy. Now we're all gonna be mothers together."
"One, big, happy family," Teri said with a radiant smile.
"One big, happy, naked family," Kayla added.
They all laughed, knowing each of them would always be there for the others in the brightest future they ever dreamed of.
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Angela couldn't help feeling a deep twinge of pride as she watched her son, Owen, working the front counter of her salon. Still three months shy of his nineteenth birthday, the incredibly handsome boy charmed his mother's clientele as they came in to wait for their appointments. And the ladies who were on their way out were even doubly charmed as he flirted with them and told them all how beautiful they looked after their styling sessions. Many of them lingered longer than necessary to flirt back and soak up his attention. Even her few male customers seemed to like the personable young man.
Sometimes Angela couldn't help feeling pangs of jealousy when she saw the way some of her customers flirted shamelessly with her son. More than a few of her clients slipped their phone numbers to the boy, but his mother didn't let on to anyone that she knew about this. Least of all her son. It was also true that he was incredibly good for business. More of the ladies who came to Angela's salon were booking repeat appointments than ever before.
The boost in business came as a huge relief. This was the first time the forty year old stylist had her own salon. She had worked for years at other places, and from the time of her divorce ten years ago she had dreamed of opening her own business. She got lucky when she had an opportunity to get the whole ground floor of an old, converted factory building. It was a huge, open space with hardwood floors and a high ceiling with exposed beams. It was perfect, but it had needed a lot of work to set up for business. Luckily, Angela's father was a retired contractor who helped her with materials and years of expertise. For two months, Owen and her father worked with her to renovate the space and install everything needed for a fully equipped salon.
There was even a private room for clients who wanted waxing or massage services. The main area was open and surrounded by large windows that wrapped around the two, outer walls. Now Angela had three other stylists working out of her new shop.
The salon was located in a convenient spot just at the edge of the downtown area of their city, and walking distance from the college campus where Owen had started taking classes that fall. He worked out his schedule so he was finished with school by mid-afternoon, and then he would walk to the salon and work the reception counter for his mother where he spent as much time studying as flirting with his mother's customers.
Sometimes, in one of the large mirrors in front of the cutting stations, she would catch her son looking at her. This never failed to bring a private smile to her lips. She had worked steadily to stay in shape, and even if her tall form might be a little thicker than it used to be, she had better tone than twenty years ago and looked several years younger than her true age. She usually worked in leggings or yoga pants, which she knew Owen liked seeing her in. Sometimes she wore dresses or skirts that hugged her firm ass and showed off her toned legs. She also wore lowcut tops that showed as much of her cleavage as possible and still be socially acceptable, although she did wear a smock when working on a client.
When she wasn't working on a client, she'd take off her smock and go behind the front counter with Owen. They would greet or check out clients together, or else check the appointment calendar to make reminder calls to people who had appointments the following day. Whenever the mother and son were behind the counter together, Angela couldn't help feeling a little giddy over the way Owen's eyes devoured her voluptuous body no matter how hard he tried to hide it. In the same way, she did her best to hide everything she did to encourage his attention.
Angela was used to males of all ages staring at her tits. She had a stunning pair of beautifully rounded melons that still held a shapely, sculpted quality after a little very minor surgery a couple of years ago. She'd gone for a slight reduction procedure that ended up lifting and shaping her full orbs. Most people thought they were completely fake, but in fact they were nothing more than a slightly modified version of her original equipment.
Owen had been increasingly attentive to his mother's alluring attributes. She probably shouldn't have done so much to encourage the boy's visual exploration of her body, but she didn't see anything wrong with it. A little looking was certainly harmless enough, and for a woman who hadn't been in a relationship since her divorce it did wonders for Angela's self-esteem.
Another reason Angela liked working the counter with her son was that it discouraged her customers' shameless flirting with him. They were much less overt when his busty mother was nearby. Being slender but firmly toned, females of all ages were attracted to the tall, dark-haired eighteen year old, and it seemed as if women her age and even older were the worst of the bunch. His mother knew he had quite a collection of hand-scrawled phone numbers in the drawer of his bedside table, but she didn't know if he'd ever tried calling or texting any of them.
Owen was eighteen now and certainly had the right to call anyone he wanted, but his mother couldn't stop feeling protective. She'd been doing it all her life and wasn't about to stop now. These were simply a woman's natural maternal instincts. It wasn't the possessive jealousy of a grown woman with a schoolgirl crush no matter how many times the thought plagued her mind.
Angela always felt foolish when she found herself imagining unrealistic things concerning her son. Maybe she shouldn't have turned all of her attention toward him and doted on him and only him in the wake of her divorce. Maybe she should have started dating again and gotten involved with men her own age. Sometimes she thought of all the fun she could have been having. It would have been like her younger days before she met her husband when she was a carefree, eighteen year old party girl who loved sucking off men of all ages, from her own up to her father's age.
The maturing brunette often thought of those days with a smile. She never once thought there was anything wrong with earning the title of Blowjob Queen at the end of her senior year. It was something she loved doing, and was incredibly good at it. She'd always loved the feeling of power it gave her to have full control over a guy's pleasure and emotions all at once. She loved the way they sounded and strained not to cum to soon. As long as Angela had their throbbing cocks in her mouth, she was the one in charge.
She'd been mostly faithful to her husband, though. During their time together she had only strayed a few times when she hadn't been able to resist sucking off a couple of his friends and business associates behind his back. It wasn't as if her ex wasn't fucking around every chance he got. But after their divorce she put her full focus on her son and work. And every time she saw the way he looked and smiled at her with so much love and pride she knew there could be no sacrifice too great for him.
Angela had no regrets whatsoever, and now that she had her own business as well as her son in college and there to help her at work, she felt like everything in her life was in the right place.
The usual routine at the salon was for Owen to stay until closing time at eight. Even on Saturdays when she closed at six, he would come in and help with the final clean-up before locking the place up and driving home for dinner. She was especially glad to have her son's help in the last couple of days before the Thanksgiving break that first semester of his freshman year. Business was incredibly busy, and on the Wednesday before the holiday she ended up staying open until past nine o'clock to accommodate a rush of regular customers.
After the other stylists went home for the night, Angela locked the salon door and then flopped into the chair of her own cutting station with a loud sigh of relief. She hadn't even taken off her smock yet. It had been so busy she just wanted to give herself a couple of minutes to chill before doing the cleanup routine and going home. Foolishly, she wore medium high heels that day and her feet were killing her. She closed her eyes and started to zone out until she felt Owen's hands massaging her shoulders.
"Ohh, baby, that's fantastic," she sighed.
"You deserve it, Mom," he said. "You had a brutal day today."
"Mmm, you're so good to me, baby. But if you keep doing that I'm not going to be able to get up anytime soon."
"Just relax, Mom. Your shoulders feel so tight."
"But we've got the holiday tomorrow, sweetheart. We should get home. There's so much to do tomorrow."
"It's just gonna be us again. It's not really a holiday if you don't get to chill."
Angela sighed and let her body relax while Owen's strong fingers worked at the tense muscles in her shoulders. He did have a point, even though she enjoyed making holidays nice for him. But at the moment, he was forcing her body to relax and reminding her how long it had been since she'd had strong, male hands touching her. Her nipples buzzed with warmth and started to thicken as she melted into the chair.
"Darling, I have to admit that feels so good, especially after giving I don't know how many shampoos and cuts today. It's nice to get pampered a little bit for a change," she said.
"In that case, let's do it right," he suggested.
So after massaging her shoulders for a while longer, he got his mother to stand up and take off her smock. She suddenly wished she'd put on a bra that morning because her swollen nipples were now easily visible in her clinging, scoop-neck top. Her son took her by the hand and led her to the small row of shampooing stations.
"Owen, what are you doing?"
"Just sit down and lay your head back in the sink, Mom. I'm gonna give you a shampoo."
"That's sweet, baby, but how do you know what to do?"
"I've only seen you and the others do it a thousand times or so." He rolled his eyes.
The moment she sat and leaned her head back into the sink with the little scoop for her neck she was aware of how easily her son would be able to see down her top. It was bad enough her nipples were so swollen. Owen was always a polite, respectful boy, but he wasn't above checking out his mother's big tits in revealing tops. Being such a virile young man, Angela supposed she couldn't blame him. Maybe it was time to stop blaming herself for enjoying his attention so much.
He had the water running now, and he was waiting for the temperature to adjust, exactly the way he must have seen her do it hundreds of times. When it was ready, he patiently wet down her shoulder length hair, using the side of his hand as a barrier to keep the spray from running anywhere but into her hair.
"I guess you learned a lot from watching Mommy, didn't you, baby?"
"Maybe," he said coyly. "You always say I should keep an eye on things. That means you, too."
His mother could hear the smile in his tone, but as he started work the lather into her hair and massage her scalp with his strong fingers, she could feel her whole body tingle. She was impressed with how calm and patient he was, even if she suspected he might be stalling just to take advantage of the view he now had down her top. Her bust had been covered most of the day by her smock, but now her large orbs were straining at the well stretched fabric and her nipples were impossibly hard. With Owen's fingers going all over her lathery head there was no way to avoid her body's natural response.
Angela nearly giggled aloud when she thought of how at least half of her customers would have loved being in the position she was in now. She told herself Owen was hers and she didn't have to share him with anyone else. Somehow, the thought of her flirting clients only made her feel a naughty sense of possessiveness. She didn't bother thinking about the day her son would end up bringing home a serious girlfriend. She didn't want to think about that. At least for now she could let her mind wander into sweet daydreams that were only for her to enjoy.
"I always thought you had really beautiful hair, Mom," her son told her out of the blue.
"Baby, that's so sweet. You're spoiling me so much."
"You deserve it. You're the best mom ever."
Owen finally rinsed out the shampoo suds and started to work conditioner into his smiling mother's hair. Angela's eyes were closed and she boldly arched her back with a yummy sigh, pushing her prominent boobs up and forcing more of her bulging tit flesh out of her top. Her son's hands stopped moving while her body was arched up and she knew he was helping himself to a good, long look. But there was no harm in looking, and if anyone deserved it it was Owen. From the way his hands felt on her scalp, she could only imagine the way they'd feel kneading her full, sensitive tits. The warm, quivery feeling in her pussy was delightful, even though she knew it would only end up driving her crazy with frustration.
Her son finally rinsed out the conditioner. He wrapped a dry towel around her head and shoulders and she sat up. He then led her back to the chair at her cutting station and proceeded to blow dry her hair. He worked her hair with a brush at the same time, trying to recreate what she did with it herself. He wasn't quite as good at this part, but his mother was giving her devoted boy an A for effort. With the large, free standing mirror in front of them, she watched him focus on his task. She also caught him looking at her tits in the mirror.
When Owen finished, Angela was ready to get up and leave the shop for the night, but he told her he wasn't finished pampering her. He grabbed a low stool and took a seat between the chair his mother was sitting in and the mirror. Then he picked up her right foot and took off her shoe. Balancing her foot on the top of his leg, he started massaging her foot. His fingers were firm but careful, and his mother moaned as she felt her entire body relax.
"Ohhhh, Owen, baby," she sighed. "That's wonderful."
"Just relax and enjoy it, Mom," he said. "This is your holiday reward."
"What did I ever do to deserve this?" she asked.
"Just being awesome," he said.
The pleasure of her son's strong thumbs pressing into all the pressure points in her foot had Angela melting in her seat. She let her thighs drift apart further than she should have, but she hadn't had a foot massage since forever. It felt too good to be concerned about the fact that her son could probably now see the faint outline of her panties through the thin material of her yoga pants. His hands felt so strong and confident in their task. Just being touched affectionately by large, male hands was enough to make her body tingle, but it felt like her son was hitting every pleasure nerve in her body as he worked on her foot.
Angela could barely move and her thighs drifted open even further. Her pussy was aching with an uncontrollable response, but Owen's hands had her under his control. There was a moist heat swarming through her pussy now. She couldn't help the feeling and gave up on whatever will she had left to fight it. The deeper and harder her son massaged her foot the worse it got.
He must have spent a good twenty minutes or more on the right foot before he switched over to the left and began massaging that one. Angela felt her thighs opening even wider and there was nothing she could do about it. Her son was making her feel too weak and relaxed to move. Part of her felt shamed and embarrassed that her damp camel toe was boldly displayed in front of her son, but another, bigger part of her was even more aroused. Yet she found herself hoping against hope that he'd be able to smell the heady scent of his mother's pleasure. That would be too much, and yet his face was barely a couple of feet away from her pussy.
When she looked in the mirror and saw herself with her legs open and Owen sitting between them, it almost looked like her son was eating her pussy, except that she was still wearing her yoga pants. The lewd suggestion gave her a rush of troubling sensations, and yet she couldn't take her eyes off the mirror. She couldn't keep from uttering a soft gasp of surprise.
"Feel good, Mom?" her son asked.
"Oh yes, baby. It feels so good," she purred, shocked at herself for sounding like a young coed with starry eyes for the big man on campus.
Angela kept staring at the mirror, seeing her son from behind with his head between her wide open legs. By the time he finished massaging her left foot, her mind was numb and her pussy was leaking so much honey she couldn't bear to look and see if there was a wet spot on the crotch of her leggings. If there was, Owen would surely have seen it, and there was nothing that could be done about it now.
He finally set her foot down and looked up at her. "There," he said. "All set. Shall we go home now?"
"After that I don't know if I can move," she said.
"I hope that means it felt good."
"It was amazing, baby," she sighed, finally sitting up and pulling her legs closed. "But it's really getting late and I certainly don't want to fall asleep in this awful chair."
As much as she hated to, Angela slipped her feet back in her shoes while Owen got their jackets. When he came back with them, she noticed the enormously prominent bulge in his pants. He wasn't even trying to hide it and he just smiled when he caught his mother looking at it. After that, she didn't feel so embarrassed about the prospect of her son seeing a wet spot in her leggings. It was the last thing she was about to mention, but at least she felt like they were on more even footing now.
Angela was glad when Owen got in on the driver's side and let her relax on the ride home. They got to the house later than usual, and she was still feeling the dreamy effects of her foot massage. Consequently, dinner was quick and simple. Then she went into the living room and lay down on the wide, sectional sofa to watch TV. Owen went upstairs to change, but he came down to join her in a T shirt and a pair of snug fitting boxer briefs. It was what he usually slept in, and often walked around the house that way.
Instead of moving to one end the way she usually did, Angela just patted the space in front of her and invited him to lie down along with her. She arranged herself on her side up against the back of the couch, giving Owen room to lie down next to her along the outer edge. It wasn't unusual for them to lounge on the sofa with their feet or head in the other's lap, but this was the first time they'd fully cuddled since Owen was much smaller. He got his arm around her shoulders while she rested her face on his chest, resting her hand on the outer side of his waist.
Owen grabbed the remote off the coffee table and started playing a movie from their favorite streaming service. After a while, Angela let her leg bend forward and rest across her son's thighs. She was completely aware of the pressure of his large tits squashing against his side. The effects of his massage were still strong enough to keep her in a relaxed state, but the warm ache in her pussy was just as persistent.
It was amazing to her that her son could make her feel this way without even meaning to. It wasn't something she could allow again. It was thrilling but dangerous to tease themselves that way. She couldn't deny that she also felt so proud of him. It hardly even seemed possible to love anyone as much as she loved Owen, but she loved him more than life itself and she never felt it so deeply as at that moment on the couch as they clung to each other. Angela squeezed his solid body tighter.
"I love you, baby," she told him softly. Then she kissed him on the side of his face, taking the chance to place her lips just at the corner of his mouth.
"I love you, too, Mom," he replied. He turned his head to her and kissed her back on the lips. It was brief, but a striking change from the much more careful way they had always kissed each other on the cheek or forehead - the way most mothers and sons would kiss.



As frustrating as it was to sacrifice her desire for cock, Angela realized it was a small price to pay for the incredible love she and Owen shared. To know she had raised such an amazing young man could bring a satisfied smile to her lips even on the worst of days. Besides, she'd been suppressing her needs for so long that she could keep doing it for a few more years, until he finished college and eventually moved out on his own. It wasn't something she looked forward to, but maybe then she could justify having another man in her life. One who could satisfy her cravings. In the meantime, Owen was the only man she wanted in her life.
She was barely aware of the movie while Owen's head was angled toward the TV. It was hard to tell if he was interested, or if he was thinking about the way he'd made his mother's pussy wet after hours in the salon. Angela just closed her eyes and let her mind wander.
About three hours later, she woke up, realizing she'd drifted off to sleep. Owen was still there, and she was still wrapped around him from the side. He was sleeping soundly. His mouth was open slightly and his chest was rising and falling with deep breath.
The TV was still on, but the movie was over. Now the screen merely showed the thumbnails of other shows and films while casting a dim light over the mother's and son's bodies. Angela thought she should wake him so they could get up and go to the comfort of their separate beds, but she felt so warm and happy snuggled up to her handsome young man. Then she glanced down and spotted the enormous bulge stretching out the front of his boxer briefs.
Instantly, Angela's heart started to race with excitement and within seconds her hammering pulse felt like it was centered between her legs. Her upper leg was still lying across Owen's thighs, just a few inches below that ragingly hard cock. She couldn't help wondering what he was dreaming about to make that amazing rod so big and hard. It was so tempting to bring her leg higher and let her thigh rub across that imposing bulge, but she resisted. This was her son. Purposely touching his cock was the last thing a mother was meant to do, no matter how much she was dying to.
Angela barely moved. It would've been the right thing to do to wake up her son now so they could both go to bed, but she just lay there quietly, her pulse beating wildly, staring at Owen's lusty bulge. Meanwhile, the moist heat kept building in her pussy, wearing down her better intentions. She spent a long time just staring at the shape in her son's briefs. Finally, she moved her arm carefully and hooked her finger in the waistband, gently lifting it up so she could peek inside and see the boy's fully aroused cock in the flesh.
She held in a gasp as the enormous stalk shifted into a new position, lying up against Owen's lower belly now that his briefs weren't constraining it. His mother felt like she was gazing at a beautiful piece of sculpture. It was so long and thick, and the head looked so shapely as the ridge flared around the upper end of his shaft.
There was no question that Angela's pussy was now soaking through both layers of her panties and yoga pants. It didn't seem fair that her own son should have such a perfect cock. She wanted it. Pure and simple. Yet this was the one cock in the entire world she was barred from loving. It would have been so simple just to move her head down and take that large, delicious looking dick head into her mouth and suck. She tried to imagine the way he would pulse in her mouth as he gave her a creamy load of cum.
On the other hand, it didn't seem so bad to just look, and she held the band of her son's briefs up to hold on to that view of his swollen boner for as long as she dared. At the same time, her pussy was aching for attention. She would have loved nothing more than having that huge shaft pumping deep and hard into her lathery core, but what would she do when she felt that ecstasy only to look up at the face of her own son?
She lowered the band of Owen's briefs back down, but now that his cock had shifted to its current position the top end of his long shaft was jutting up past the garment that was meant to cover him. Angela kept staring at the full, round head while she carefully slipped her hand between their bodies and down inside her leggings. Her fingers then slipped down farther, into her panties and onto her smoothly waxed pussy mound.
Lifting up her outer leg, Angela's hand burrowed a little deeper so she could stroke the tender lips of her dripping pussy while she stared at the ripe, rigid cock sticking up out of her son's briefs. Her hand was wedged between their bodies so she was trying to be careful not to wake up Owen. What would he think if he suddenly opened his eyes to discover his swollen dick sticking out of his briefs while his mother was rubbing her pussy right against the side of his body?
As Angela's fingers slipped and slid over her honey-slick pussy, she quickly lost her ability to think straight. If she could've brought her mouth to Owen's cock without waking him up she would've done it by now, but she was mortified by the idea of getting caught. The chance she was already taking was bad enough, but she never expected waking up to the sight of her gorgeous son's bulging hard on while they were snuggled together on the couch.
The impossibly horny mother forced herself to make as little movement and noise as possible while she attacked her swollen clit with her fingers. She rubbed her slippery pearl as hard and fast as she dared while she kept her eyes on Owen's cock and imagined how he would feel inside her mouth. Shivers of forbidden pleasure grew in her body until she found herself on the edge. It was so beautiful and shameful all at the same time. She felt the wave of pleasure racing toward its crest as Owen's body was wedged against her.
Wave after wave of orgasmic joy rippled through the mother's passionate body as she fought to keep from making any sudden movements. The hot pleasure was overpowering, and when the explosion finally passed she had no idea how she could go through anything so life-changing while Owen continued sleeping peacefully.
She finally pulled her hand out of her pants and sucked each of her wet fingers clean. After that, she lay her head back on her son's chest. It would have made sense to wake him up so they could go to their beds, but she was afraid of embarrassing him if he woke up with that big, manly erection sticking up from his underwear. She gazed down at it with a girlish smile on her lips, and before she knew it she was falling asleep again.
When she woke up again, it was the middle of Thanksgiving morning and she found herself alone on the couch. There was a light blanket covering her, and she knew Owen must have put it on her whenever he'd woken up. His sweet thoughtfulness made her smile. Then she remembered masturbating to the sight of his exposed erection. She couldn't believe she'd done anything so impulsive and careless. It was pure luck that he hadn't woken up and caught her, and she told herself she would never take that kind of crazy risk again. Angela got up went upstairs to shower and change.
The holiday went by without any more incidents, although there was noticeable change between Angela and her son that lasted into the following weeks. There was definitely a more openly affectionate atmosphere between them in the house. There was much more hugging and open touching.
They were on their own for Thanksgiving since Owen's grandfather had gone to Hawaii with his second wife. Taking off for tropical climes had become a frequent habit for him now that he was getting older and enjoying a new marriage finally years after his first wife had passed away. Angela missed having her father around on holidays the past couple of years, but after what happened on the couch the night before, she was just as relieved to have her son to herself this Thanksgiving.
When Angela reopened the salon early the following week, there was an unspoken agreement between the mother and son to keep from behaving in public the way they started to at home. The long hugs and kisses on the lips, even though the kisses were always quick and seemingly innocent, were things they automatically saved for when they weren't around other people. There was nothing wrong with the way they hugged or kissed, but it was just intimate enough that other people wouldn't understand.
On the other hand, there was no more snuggling on the couch the way they did that night. Angela ached for it, but she didn't trust herself. What would happen if she'd found herself back in that same situation of finding her son's cock bulging and swollen in his briefs? It would have been torture to tempt herself that much. But she couldn't stop thinking about those moments, fingering her needful pussy while gazing in awe at her son's impressively swollen cock. Over the next few weeks, she was masturbating at every opportunity.
Meanwhile, Christmas was coming and the salon was growing busier and busier the closer it came. Once he was through with exams, Owen spent long days helping his mother at the salon while the holiday approached. His grandfather invited them both to join him and his wife on a holiday trip to the Caribbean, but Angela turned the opportunity down. She said she couldn't afford to close her business that long, but deep down she just wanted to be alone with her son.
Owen didn't mind not going on the trip with his grandfather, but he kidded his mother about it, telling her he wanted to see her in a bikini for Christmas.
"And why would you want to see your own mother in a bikini?" she said, pretending to be shocked.
"Because guys like seeing hot babes in bikinis," he told her with a wry smirk.
"I'm hardly a hot babe, my dear," she said with a mock frown, yet secretly incredibly pleased. "I'm your mother. You can't be thinking or saying things like that about a woman my age."
"MILFs are babes, too, Mom," he replied. "And you are most definitely a MILF."
Angela was painfully aware of what the term meant, and it made her feel feverish to hear her son call her one. However, their holiday plans didn't include a busty mother wearing a scant bikini in front of her adoring son. Unfortunately. They planned to stay the week between Christmas and New Year at her father's cabin three hours north of their city.
Although he called it his cabin, Angela's father's getaway house was actually spacious and modern. He'd owned it for fifteen years, and had spent time renovating it piece by piece. It had every modern amenity, including a sauna and an outdoor hot tub. There was a large fireplace in the broad, open living room area that would keep the place every bit as a warm and cozy as the tropical beach where he was going to be. Owen loved going there as much as his mother did, and Angela could feel that her son was looking forward to a holiday of their own just as much as she was.
In the meantime, she took advantage of a couple of chances to sneak away from the salon to get to the nearest mall and do some gift shopping. On her last trip, she found herself walking by a shop that specialized in sexy lingerie yet also carried revealing beachwear. Thinking of her son's supposed joke about wanting to see her in a bikini for Christmas, she decided to go inside and see what they had.
Angela hadn't been to the beach since Owen was a boy, and the styles of bikinis she found herself looking through were daringly skimpy. Yet considering the unwieldy size of her tits, there was less selection for her to consider. But as she looked through her choices, her nipples grew erect with excitement as she thought of letting her son see her in pretty much any of the suits she was looking at. She finally picked out a turquoise string bikini that would leave more of her ass exposed than covered. The top consisted of a pair of triangular patches of thin material connected by strings. They would cover her large areolas, but not much more.
She felt giddy as she made her selection, and on her way to the checkout she spotted a small men's section that included an array of speedo type swimsuits. Angela gave in to her curiosity and looked through them. Her heart started to race as she imagined her son in any one of the tiny suits. Remembering the impressive size of his cock, she actually felt her pussy quiver in response. She almost left the store, but she spotted the cutest, skimpiest men's thong in the matching color to the bikini she'd picked out. It was more than she could resist so she took both suits to the checkout.
After she bought the beachwear, she was walking back to the parking garage and started to feel ridiculous. There was no way she could wear anything like that bikini in front of her son, even if he had more than hinted it was what he wanted for Christmas. She couldn't do that any more than she could ask him to put on a skimpy speedo for her, even if she was dying to see what he'd look like.
On the morning of Christmas Eve, Angela and Owen both got up early to pack the minivan for their trip. There were a couple of bags of gifts, a week's worth of groceries, and then the two suitcases. Angela had ended up throwing the new swimsuits into her suitcase on a whim. She still couldn't imagine wearing that bikini in front of her son, but maybe it she would have some fun just showing it to him and teasing him a little.
It was a busy morning at the salon, but by the early afternoon Angela sent the other stylists home for the holiday and closed up early. By that time everyone was in a hurry to get where they were going because heavy snow was being forecast. Angela and Owen still had to make the drive to her father's cabin. At this point they were going to be in a race against the weather. The house was nestled in the mountains, and if the snow was as heavy as expected the roads could be impassable for days.
Owen did the driving, and the snow started falling an hour into their three hour ride. The roads wouldn't be too bad before they got there, but it did slow their progress a bit, and it was dark when they finally reached the cabin. Owen brought the suitcases upstairs while his mother unpacked the groceries. The upstairs was an open loft with a pitched ceiling and two beds on either end, only separated by a couple of free standing screens for privacy. There was a spacious bathroom, though, and it was the only walled off room on the upper floor.
There hadn't been time to get a tree, but Angela was putting up decorations in the living room by the time Owen came back downstairs. He helped with the decorations, and then they each laid their gifts for each other across the coffee table. After spending a little time being curious about what was in their packages, Angela went into the kitchen and started to cook something for dinner. Her son started making eggnog at the same time. She noticed him adding some of his grandfather's bourbon to the recipe, but she didn't say anything. But when she tasted the concoction she raised her brow to let him know she was surprised he made them so strong.
They each had two drinks by the time their dinner was ready, and after the meal, Owen poured two more and they went outside onto the patio in the rear where the hot tub was to watch it snow. Angela was feeling warm and buzzy from the first two drinks, and the third was putting her even deeper into a holiday mood. Even the cold, winter chill felt good as the snow came down heavily.
Angela's nipples were now poking into the material of the slinky, lowcut dress she'd changed into for dinner. The hem was knee length, but the plunging neckline left a copious amount of her cleavage on display, and her son was enjoying the view. Owen sidled closer to his mother and put his arm around her waist. She felt like they were in their own world a million miles away from civilization. She barely felt the cold as she saw the way her son was looking at her. He made her feel sexy and loved like never before, and she snuggled up against him as close as she could.
Owen told his mother she was beautiful at least three times. He turned to face her kissed her each time, making his mother's pulse beat wildly. The kisses were simple and basic the way they had been over the past weeks since Thanksgiving, but they lasted much longer. Angela eagerly pressed her full tits against his body and wished he was anyone but her son.
The eggnog was probably affecting her too much when Angela suggested they get the heater started on the hot tub.
"It'll take a while for the water to heat up, and meanwhile we could exchange our gifts tonight instead of waiting for tomorrow. By then the water should be hot and we can come back out and watch it snow together from the tub."
"That's a great idea, Mom," Owen replied.
He went over to the tub and uncovered the switch box to turn on the heat. The jets hummed into action at the same time. Then they went back inside and finished their eggnog while they opened their presents, both sitting close together on the couch.
"Merry Christmas, Mom," Owen said, hugging his mother again. "I love everything you got me. You always know just the right thing." He then gave his mother a harder kiss than ever before, making her heart jump as she struggled to breathe.
"Baby, I love you so much," she told him.
"I love you, too, Mom."
Against her better judgement, Angela gave her son a coy smile and told him she had one more gift for him. "Actually, two," she snickered mysteriously.
"Now you have me really curious," Owen said with a smile. "You're not gonna make me wait until tomorrow, are you?"
"Definitely not," she replied, knowing she'd probably lose her courage by morning. As of now, the eggnog had her feeling bold and reckless. "Why don't you make us another round of drinks while I go upstairs and get your other gifts."
While Owen went into the kitchen, his mother went upstairs and took her new bikini out of her suitcase. She slipped out of her dress and panties then slipped on the bikini. Checking herself out in the full length mirror, Angela's heart raced when she saw how incredibly exposed she looked. She was nearly in shock at how big and naked her tits looked with nothing but those two, well-stretched strips of fabric to cradle her heavy, round orbs. The bottom wasn't much wider than her pussy mound. One look and her son would know how bald his mother's pussy was.
Angela had already told herself a dozen times that she wasn't going to do this, and she gave it one last thought before going downstairs. But as nervous as she was, she wanted to give this to Owen. He deserved it. Besides, it was exciting to let him see her like this. She also wanted to see him in the tiny speedo she got for him and this seemed to be the best way to convince him to put it on. She picked up the little package that was now gift wrapped and went downstairs before she could change her mind.
Her heart raced wildly as she took the stairs slowly, her pussy pulsing with heat. The bikini covered so little it made her feel like a bigger tease than if she were naked. Was she really going to reveal herself this way to her own son? Had he really wanted to see her like this when he jokingly brought it up? What if he'd only been kidding? Trying to make her feel good?
But no. She couldn't forget all the lingering looks. The increasingly frequent hugs where he mashed his hard, young body against her aching tits. Tall, voluptuous and proud, Angela felt more and more like the sensually erotic woman she was the closer she came to the bottom stair. Still, she was as nervous as she was excited, afraid of losing all control and wetting the tiny gusset of her new bikini so badly she'd never be able to hide it.
As she stepped off the stairs and into the outer part of the open living room area, she spotted the two fresh drinks on the coffee table and Owen by the fireplace. He was the most beautiful thing she'd ever seen, and she was about to explode with nerves as she thought of what she was about to do.



While she watched him focus on the task of starting a fire, she realized she had already been in love with him for years. Somehow, as the mother and son had forged a happy life together without his father, Owen had become her ideal man. He was the reason she had yet to revert to her old ways to satisfy her deep, dark craving for cock. He was everything to her, and that was the moment she realized there was nothing she wouldn't do for him. Nothing, she thought, as the pulsebeat within her smooth, warm pussy grew stronger and stronger. She took a couple of careful steps closer.
"Merry Christmas, baby," she said softly.
Owen looked up at her and his jaw immediately dropped. Angela couldn't help giggling happily when he couldn't speak right away. Over the years, she knew she'd made many men hard and horny, but when had she ever truly taken a man's breath away, the way she was now taking her son's? Her face flushed with self-conscious heat while he stared at her in awe, the way no one had ever gazed at her before. Her nipples were swollen and pulsing with sensation as a smile broke across her pretty face and she struck a proud pose for her beautiful boy.
"Mom," he said haltingly. "I - I - wow! You look so amazing!"
If not for the eggnog, Angela probably would have melted into a puddle of nerves by now. But between the warm glow of the drinks and the validating stare she was getting from Owen, she had never felt so proud or beautiful in her life.
"Think I can keep up with those college girls you flirt with?" she asked.
"Mom. The question is, can they keep up with you? And no. They don't have a chance next to you. You're just...so...incredible."
"Thank you, baby," she said. Then she walked into the center of the room and did a couple of turns so he could view her ass. It was just slightly thicker and rounder than it was twenty years ago, but still shapely and firm. And when she came back around to face her son he was awestruck. His astonished expression was only making his mother's pulse race even harder.
"I can't believe you really did it," Owen told her. "This is what I wanted more than anything. To see you like this."
"Well, I have no idea why you'd want to see your own mother in a slutty looking bikini like this, but it did seem like fun when I thought it over a little."
"Who wouldn't want to see you like this, Mom? You look perfect."
Angela felt herself blushing again, but then she remembered the small package in her hand. She held it up for Owen.
"Remember I told you there were two more presents for you, baby?" She giggled. "Well maybe this one is more for me than you."
Owen looked curious and got up from beside the fireplace where a small pile of logs was now burning nicely. His eyes were all over his mother until he took the package out of her hand. He squeezed it, trying to guess what was inside, but then he finally tore off the wrapping and held the tiny speedo up between himself and his mother.
"Seriously, Mom?" he said with a laugh.
"I'm very serious," she replied, grinning. "If you want your mom in a tiny bikini like this, then I want my hot son in a little speedo. And you're going to put it on for me right now, young man, or Mommy's going to put on a robe."
"Okay, okay," Owen said quickly. "Fair is fair, I guess."
As much as he tried to seem reluctant, his mother could tell he was intrigued by the idea of wearing something so scant in front of her. And if she could do it for him, then why shouldn't he do it for her? He went into the smaller bathroom on the main floor so he could change quickly. Angela waited, picking up her drink and enjoying the heat from the fireplace.
Owen came back out before she expected. His mother's heart nearly froze when she saw him. He was nearly naked, except for the matching color of the tiny, well-stretched fabric holding his virile, young cock and balls. Her mind immediately went back to the night before Thanksgiving when she helped herself to a better look than she should've had at his hard member. She couldn't deny aching to see him in the same condition again.
"Looks like we got our beach holiday after all," he said, grinning as he walked toward her.
"Right," she agreed. "In the middle of blizzard." They both laughed.
"This is even better," Owen said. "I'd rather be here with you than anywhere in the world, Mom."
Angela's heart melted. "Oh, baby, I love you so much."
Then, without thinking about what they were doing, the mother and son came together in a firm, affectionate hug. Given the miniscule amount of fabric covering their bodies, it was almost like hugging naked. But that didn't stop them from enjoying a long, tight hug. Angela's tits were conspicuously mashed against her son's bare body while she could feel the bulging crotch of his speedo pressing up to hers. It was making the dew trickle from her slit, but she didn't want her son to know. The best way she could think of hiding the evidence of her excitement was to get him into the hot tub as quickly as possible.
Owen liked his mother's suggestion to take their drinks outside and watch it snow from the tub, and they picked up their glasses and went out. He took off the cover, and she felt relieved to finally lower her mostly naked body into the gently churning water. It still had a few more degrees to go, but it was already warm and light wisps of steam were rising off the surface.
Angela felt a wave of perfect contentment come over her. It was so beautiful to watch the snow coming down at night and to feel the heat of the water and be so close to the most amazing young guy in her life. She made sure to sit upright so Owen could easily see her tits. He obviously loved looking at them, and she loved his rapt admiration. Her nipples were hard as the tips of her pinky fingers, and there was no mistaking how much her son loved seeing them dent the wet bikini barely covering them. Angela smiled to herself when she thought about how it would be to simply pull those stretchy strips of material to the sides of her globes and expose them completely.
Just being this close to her son in the tub as they sat across from each other was making her pussy churn almost as much as water. She started to wonder if she should have had so many drinks, knowing they were making her feel too bold and too honest.
"I guess you like your present," she said with a coy smile.
"Which one?" her son asked. "The one I'm wearing or the one you're wearing?"
Angela snickered. "The one I'm wearing. I have to confess the one you're wearing was really more of a present to myself."
"I hope you like it, then," he said.
"I love it, sweetheart. You look perfect."
"So do you, Mom. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
Angela blushed. She knew he meant every word and it made her feel warm in every part of her body.
"I think you like looking at Mommy's big boobs," she giggled.
Owen grinned. "Who wouldn't, Mom? They're amazing."
"Wanna see them better?" she teased.
The look on her son's face told her everything she needed to know. Angela finally gave in to the urge she'd been feeling to pull the strips of her bikini top to the sides and fully expose her large, wet tits to her adoring son. The boy's eyes opened wider as he stared in awe. His mother boldly teased her swollen nipples with the tips of her fingers and sighed. She would have loved feeling Owen's hand groping her luscious tits, but that was more than they should ever do. But there wasn't any harm in looking, was there?
But then Owen did something that set his mother off on a series of choices she could never take back. He reached under the water and took off his speedo, finally holding it up in front of her and setting it aside on the shelf at the edge of the tub with a defiant smile on his handsome face.
"We're practically naked already, Mom," he reasoned. "And a hot tub is better when you're naked."
"Hmm, well you're definitely right about that. And you're already staring at your mother's bare tits," she snickered.
Angela took off her top and set it aside. Instead of just lifting her ass and slipping her bottom off under water, she stood up and pushed the bikini down to give the boy a good look at his mother's bald pussy. She had to finally sit back down to pull her bottom all the way off, then she set it down beside her top. Her pussy throbbed when she noticed the movement of her son's arm. He was obviously fondling his cock underwater.
"Oh god, baby," she sighed, hardly believing her eyes as she parted her thighs and reached between them to stroke her pussy lips. "Are we really doing this?"
"I can't help it, Mom. You got me so hard," he groaned.
They went on like that for a couple of minutes, mother and son both touching themselves underwater while they stared into each other's eyes.
"I love you, Mom," Owen said with an almost pained expression.
"I love you, too, baby," she replied. "So much."
Angela arched her back and squared off her shoulders, pushing her prominent tits forward as she caressed them with her other hand. Tweezing her nipples between her fingers brought moans of deep desire out of her mouth while Owen's arm was obviously moving faster.
"Mom," the boy groaned, "I need to see you. All of you."
Angela didn't think twice. She rose up and sat on the edge of the tub, planting her feet wide apart on the bench she was just sitting on. The cold air forced her heartbeat higher, but she barely felt it as she boldly exposed her intensely aroused pussy to her son for the first time. She gave him a moment to stare at her slippery folds before reaching between her thighs and letting him watch his loving mother stroke her pussy lips.
"Baby, this is so bad," Angela moaned. "And so good."
Owen's response was to stand up, bringing his big, fully aroused cock into view. His hand was wrapped tightly around his shaft as he stroked his thick length. His mother gasped softly at the beautiful sight. It was a much better view than she'd had that night before Thanksgiving. It was what she'd been dreaming of seeing ever since.
The young man stepped closer, and the pair watched each other masturbate until they started to feel the cold air. Then they both slipped back down in the warm water, but Owen stayed on his mother's side of the tub, sitting close enough so their bodies were touching. They instantly turned to each other and kissed hungrily. There was no hesitation when their lips opened and their tongues came together in a swirl of hungry need. Angela gasped into her son's mouth the moment she felt his hand firmly caressing her big, wet tits. When she reached under the warm, churning water and grasped his thick, rock hard shaft she thought her heart was going to explode.
Owen groaned long and low in his throat when his mother finally took hold of his aching cock. His mother could hardly believe how hard he felt in her hand as she began stroking his shaft up and down. He kissed her harder and deeper, and she could feel his desperation for her. His need only drove her need for him higher than she ever imagined. He had his left hand on the back of her neck while the right moved downward from her tits to search for her pussy under the water.
When she felt her son's fingers explore her aching slit, Angela's head fell backward as she moaned and cooed for his touch. His fingers were careful, but anything but gentle while he fingered through her folds and pushed one into her slick hole.
"Oh god, baby," she moaned. "You're fingerfucking me. You're fingerfucking your mother."
"I've been wanting to do this forever," he confessed. "And your pussy feels even better than I imagined."
She stared at him in disbelief while his finger began stroking in and out of her sheath. His cock was throbbing in her fist, and he soon pushed a second finger inside beside the first. Angela felt like she was melting all over her son's hand. His fingers thrust into her neglected hole only to rub across her g spot on the way out. Then he would mash the pad of his thumb over her slit for a moment before thrusting his fingers back in, making her moan with every thrust.
She stroked his cock while he lowered his head to her tits, going back and forth between them to suck on her nipples while he steadily worked her pussy with his hand. He pushed his finger into her hole and left them embedded inside her while he massaged her clit with his thumb, bringing her closer and closer to the edge. Finally, the pleasure shooting through every part of her body began to swarm between her legs and she exploded with joyful ecstasy on her son's talented hand.
Owen pulled his fingers from his mother's pussy. Angela opened her eyes and found him staring at her with a broad smile. His cock was pulsating in her hand.
"That was so good, baby," she sighed, gradually coming back to her senses. It had been years since she'd had any fingers in her pussy but her own, and she couldn't believe how hard her teenaged son could make her cum. "Mommy's got something I think you're really gonna like."
"I like everything you have, Mom," Owen replied while his cock still pulsated with need in her hand.
"Stand up for me, baby," his mother said. "I've got something so special for you."
Owen did as she asked, standing up in front of her with his enormous cock bobbing and swaggering in her face. She wrapped her hand around the base and stared at the huge organ.
"It's so beautiful, darling. The most beautiful cock your mother has ever seen," she said.
"Have you seen a lot of cocks, Mom?" he asked.
"Is it bad if I say yes?" she said, looking up at him meekly, almost, but not quite regretting her sordid past.
"Not if you still like mine the best," he told her with a smile.
"There's no comparison, baby," she told him sincerely. Then she leaned forward and licked all around his bulging head. She carefully licked all over his rigid shaft and balls, enjoying the silky texture of his shaven skin.
Owen was soon moaning as his mother licked and kissed every inch of his shaft and balls. She then took his rod into her mouth and began sucking, moving her head back and forth as she stroked her moist, slippery lips along his flesh.
"Ohhh, Mom, fuck," the boy groaned.
Angela knew he was all hers now. His pole was hot and throbbing like mad inside her mouth. She gave him the best of all her experience sucking cock, taking him deep and stroking with her hand at the same time. He was groaning and rocking his hips to the rhythm of her sucking. She had her left hand cupping his balls while she devoured him so hungrily.
For all the dicks the woman had sucked in her past, there was nothing to compare with the taste and feel of her own son's beautiful man flesh pulsing and sliding across her tongue. She knew there was no way she could without feeling him in her pussy. But for now, she was totally concentrated on pleasuring that thick shaft between her lips.
Angela worked over Owen's cock patiently but steadily. She pulled him to the edge and held him there for as long as she could, but she was soon just as eager to take his spurting seed into her mouth as he was to give it to her. She felt so deeply connected to him. The sound and urgency of his moans of pleasure and the eager thrusts of his rod into her mouth told her how close he was coming to his peak.
"Oh, Mom, fuck I'm gonna cum," he finally cried.
His mother sucked him harder and faster, taking him to his climax as his muscles all tightened up and his driving dick began spurting wildly into her mouth. Angela eagerly swallowed every spurt of her son's delicious cream. The pleasure of his explosion was as much as hers as his. She kept sucking more gently as his orgasm passed, until he finally backed away and sat down on the bench in the tub.
Angela licked a stray drabble of cum off her lip and smiled at her boy, knowing how much he loved what his mother had just given him. She got out of her seat and went across the tub to him, straddling his lap with her knees planted on the bench on either side of his hips. His cock was still semi-erect and nudging against her pussy.
"I love you so much," she told him. She then kissed him deeply. He took her dick flavored tongue deeply into his mouth and sucked it eagerly. His strong hands gripped her ass and squeezed, making her whimper into his open mouth.
They kissed for a long time, and Owen's resilient, teenaged cock was growing hard again before it even went completely soft. His mother couldn't wait to get that big, beautiful pole inside her, but she wanted to get him back inside where they could be warm and dry.
They climbed out of the tub and covered it over, then picked up their suits and dashed through the building snow on the patio and back inside the house. Angela was giddy with happiness and lust all at once. It made her heart skip to watch her naked son walking through the living room with his proudly bobbing erection leading the way. He threw a couple more logs on the fire, and as they caught it grew even warmer in the room.
Owen grabbed his mother's hand and pulled her to him, hugging her tightly in front of the warming fire. But for Angela, it still felt like there was a fire raging between her legs. Her son kissed her hard and deep, keeping his rigid rod snugly pressed against her body.
"I think my baby likes the way Mommy sucks his cock," she finally said playfully, gazing into his intense eyes.
"Let's see if you like the way your son eats Mommy's hot pussy," he told her, leading her back to the couch.
Angela sat down and immediately spread her long, shapely legs to offer her smooth slit to her man. He leaned over and kissed her again, fondling her tits with one hand while he reached down and stroked her pussy lips with the other. She couldn't wait to feel his mouth on her as she ground her pussy against his hand. Suddenly he pulled away and got down on his knees on the carpet. Pushing her thighs open even wider, he leaned close and started licking along the wet lips of her pussy.
She could tell from the very first swipes of his eager tongue that her son was no clumsy beginner in the art of eating a woman's wet pussy. He lapped at her flowing juice like it was sweet nectar, letting his tongue dip into her hole and stroke all over her lips and around her clit. But it wasn't long before he pushed a pair of fingers into her hole and trapped her clit under the suction cup of his lips. He sucked at the tiny pearl and swirled his tongue while his fingers massaged her G spot.
Owen soon had his mother grinding her pussy into his mouth while she clawed at his hair with both hands. His fingers and clit-sucking lips were merciless as he took her to a higher plane of pleasure. Looking down between her widely spread legs, Angela could hardly believe it was the face of her very own son sucking her clit like no one else before him. Her whole body and mind were swimming in a swirl of pure love and forbidden lust, and each side was just as powerful as the other. In the midst of her haze of pleasure, Angela lifted her knees up toward her shoulders and parted as wide as they would go.
"Finger Mommy's ass, baby," she pleaded. "Go deep, baby, I need it."
Growling in his throat, lips still clamped around his mother's clit, Owen pulled wet fingers from her pussy and slipped one of them over her rimhole. He massaged the tight starbud with his slippery fingertip, then started to push his finger past the resistance of her tight ring. Angela moaned loud and deep as her son slipped his finger into her ass. He carefully stroked it in and out of her clasping hole while sucking and lapping at her aching clit.
Angela's whole body was alight with pleasure. The feelings only intensified when she stopped to look and realize this was her own loving son giving her his best. When she thought of how much he had always loved her, and how devoted he would always be to the most important woman in his life, she realized how much he deserved her. He was entitled to everything she had to give, including the most intimate holes in her glorious body. Whether he knew it or not, the boy now owned them.



Before she could even make sense of the wild ideas pouring through her mind, Angela felt her body begin to quiver and shake from head to toe as the pleasure of her son's mouth and finger boiled over into a climax that left her breathless. As she came back to her senses, Owen's finger slowly withdrew from her ass. Then he stood up to his full height and looked at his mother with his ripe, swollen cock swaggering conspicuously in front of her. When he curled his large hand around the shaft and stroked it under her watchful gaze, she knew she needed it inside her.
Angela stood up from the couch and her son immediately took her into his arms, kissing her desperately while his hands explored her big, smooth tits. She reached for the boy's enormous cock at the same time, stroking his hot shaft while their tongues swept and probed each other's mouth.
"I need you inside me, baby," she finally told him. "I know you need it just as bad."
Owen followed his mother's lead as she held him by the cock and went to the clear area on the carpet in front of the fireplace. He seemed to know what she was thinking when he lay down on his back. She planted her feet on either side of his body and lowered herself down on her haunches, straddling his hips while holding his cock steady. Then she lowered her dripping pussy slit onto the head of his shaft, slowly impaling herself on his flesh. As his long, thick, throbbing member gradually filled her hole, Angela gazed at her dreamy-eyed son in awe.
"Ohhh, baby," she moaned. "Your big, beautiful cock is finally inside me. You're fucking Mommy now. Oh god, you're really fucking me."
"Your pussy feels so perfect, Mom," her son moaned as he fondled her sumptuous tits.
Angela started to ride his cock, stroking her hot, wet sheath up and down his throbbing flesh. Her well-toned thighs carried her body up and down, until she rearranged herself on all fours. Then she rocked her hips to milk his cock while she leaned down and let him take her nipples into his mouth, sucking each of them in turn while his hands explored her ass.
"Oh, my baby, you make Mommy feel so full," she moaned through staggered breath. "Ohhhh, that cock, my baby's cock is so good."
Owen groaned in response and started rocking his hips off the floor, ardently thrusting his enormous stalk into his mother's fuckhole while she rocked in counterpoint with her own body. Her unwieldy tits were heaving in his face while he squeezed her ass hard with his strong hands. The harder and deeper he thrust into his mother's hole, the closer she felt herself sailing to the edge of another climax. Then it finally broke, and Angela felt her pussy creaming all over her son's cock while her body shook with pleasure.
Yet even after another hard climax, the brunette recovered quickly and kept riding her boy's luscious rod. Before she had a chance to keep going much further, Owen's arms went around her and he rolled them both over, bringing his mother onto her back while he now hovered over her. He wasted no time in thrusting his cock into her sodden pussy. She was dripping heavily, feeling the trickle of her juices down over her asshole.
Owen looked like he was trying to speak, but he was too breathless as his strong, young body lunged hard and deep into his mother's. Yet his eyes were on fire as he stared down at her. Mother and son looked at each other with both love and disbelief.
"Yes, baby, you're fucking me. You're really fucking me so hard now. Oh god, it's so good, baby, never stop," his mother cried.
Angela watched his eyes travel to her tits as he watched them heave to the thrusts of his cock into her body. The sight seemed to make him want to fuck her harder, deeper. She circled her long legs around his body gave herself over to yet another mind-spinning orgasm. Her pussy creamed and clasped at the boy's driving organ, and before she had a chance to pass her peak, Owen growled at the top of his lungs and pumped what felt like an unending stream of cum deep into his mother's hole.
Once they caught their breath, they lay together on the floor kissing. Owen kept his cock buried inside her until it started going soft again. He'd given her more than any other man before, certainly much more than his father ever managed; at least four spectacular orgasms and two loads of his precious spunk.
After Owen put a couple more logs on the fire, they spent a long time cuddling naked on the couch. They talked for the next two or three hours, with bouts of loving kisses and warm caresses in between. Angela felt like a girl falling in love for the first time. It made her realize that maybe she was truly in love for the first time in her life. The fact that she was in love with her own son only made her happier. She knew there was no one else she could ever love as much as Owen.
Late the next morning, Christmas morning, found the happy couple back in the hot tub, naked and sipping their coffee together. It was still snowing, and they knew the roads would be impassable for a couple more days at least.
"Looks like you're stuck here with your mother," Angela announced like it was the best news of the year.
Owen smiled and slid close to her on the bench. "In that case I hope it never stops snowing," he said, kissing her supple lips.
Angela started to think about all the clients back at her salon who would have loved being in her place right now. She could only laugh when she wondered what they'd think of her soaking naked in a hot tub with her son, holding a hot cup of coffee he'd brought her in one hand, and his rapidly growing cock in the other. But as quickly as Owen was growing aroused, he looked at his mother curiously and asked her what was so funny.
She admitted what she'd been thinking, and her son couldn't suppress a coy smile.
"Hmmm," his mother mused. "I know that smile, darling. I can tell you're keeping secrets from Mommy."
Owen actually blushed, but his mother squeezed his cock and told him she'd stop stroking if he didn't tell her what he knew.
"That's cruel, Mom," he chuckled. "And so unfair."
"I know," she grinned coyly. "Especially because I know you don't want your mother to stop stroking that big, hot dick of yours."
Owen sighed with pleasure. "That's true. I never want you to stop."
"Then you better tell me what's going on. Are you fucking the customers?"
"Oh my god, no," he almost stammered, but then he recovered himself and grinned. "But I've been texting a couple of them and you'd be surprised what they're up to."
"Hmm, texting or sexting?"
"They just confide in me about some things they can't talk about to anyone else," he admitted.
"Oh my god, baby, you're hard as rock," his mother noted with a suspicious yet lustful leer. "Spill, young man."
"Okay, okay. Well, first, you know Jane, the redhead?"
"Of course. She's a regular."
"Let's just say you're not the only one who's now in a hot, sexual relationship with her son."
Angela stared at her son in surprise. "She's fucking Aiden?"
Owen smiled and nodded. "And Lyla, the blonde? The one whose tits are almost as nice as yours?"
Angela giggled. "You shouldn't be looking at the customers' tits," she admonished. "Especially now that you have mine all to yourself."
Owen leaned over and kissed his mother's tits before he continued. "Did you know Lyla has two sons?" he asked.
"Yes," his mother drawled curiously.
"Well, she's fucking both of them."
Angela gasped in surprise. "Both? What a slut," the brunette laughed.
Owen just shrugged. "She says she loves them both equally. She could never make herself choose one over the other."
Angela didn't miss the pulsing heat in her own son's cock as she stroked him, realizing how much it was turning him on to tell his mother her clients' dirty secrets.
"And how did these ladies end up telling you about such sensitive subjects?" she asked.
"They both told me they could see the way you and I look at each other. They knew we had the same thing in common."
"So they just came out and told you they're fucking their sons?"
"No, it wasn't like that. They told me they wanted to. I just, um, kind of helped them get up the confidence to go through with it."
Angela was impressed, but not all that surprised. Her son had an easy rapport with her female clients. He'd always been popular with girls.
"Are you sure they're not just teasing you? Trying to make you horny so you'll fuck them instead of your mother who loves you?"
Owen grinned. "I love you, too, Mom. But, I can show you the pictures they sent me if you don't believe it."
Before she had a chance to reply, Owen picked up his phone off the shelf at the edge of the tub and then let his mother swipe through a couple of dozen photos Jane and Lyla had sent him. There were photos of Jane with her son's erection in her mouth, and others where she had him in her pussy. There were others with Lyla passionately serving two cocks at once, holding the two hard shafts together and running her tongue over them both.
Angela felt her pussy heat up even more as she looked at the photos, her own son's cock still in her free hand. She passed the phone back to Owen and got him to stand in front of her. She began stroking and sucking his delicious cock while he took pictures of her with his phone. When she knew he was coming close to his climax, she told him to start the video.
Owen moaned deeply while he shot video of his beautiful mother passionately sucking his cock. She took every opportunity to gaze at the lens, expressing her love for her son and his beautiful cock. She sucked him until he was right on the edge, and then she finished him off by jerking his huge pole onto her face, taking his cum like a porn star. After he spent his load, Angela looked into the lens and licked a big drop of cum off her lip. She struck a sweet smile and said, "Merry Christmas, baby. Mommy hopes you love your gift."
Then, on Angela's suggestion, Owen sent the video to both Jane and Lyla along with a brief but poignant message: Christmas is all about mothers and sons.
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Evan woke up much earlier than usual. He was naked, and it took a minute to register that he was alone. That wouldn't be so unusual, especially since he'd woken up alone every morning since the pandemic hit. But the night before, the twenty-one year old college senior hadn't gone to bed by himself. He might've thought he'd been dreaming, but Jenny's scent was all over his body and sheets. Most guys would probably freak out to wake up and realize they'd spent the night in bed with their eighteen year old sister, but Evan smiled at the memory. They hadn't simply fucked like an energetic pair of siblings excited about breaking the greatest taboo, they'd made hot, intense love like a devoted couple who were meant to be together.
After lying in bed and reliving the amazing memory of making love to his voluptuous younger sister, Evan finally got up and pulled on a loose pair of sweat shorts, not bothering with a shirt. It was a beautiful morning and he felt better than he could ever remember feeling. After the weeks of tension finally building to the melting point, the brother and sister had found their way to his bed and he realized that sex with someone he loved as much as he loved his baby sister was a whole new world he was just on the brink of discovering.
It didn't occur to him there could be anything wrong until he got downstairs and realized Jenny was nowhere in sight. A quick room check of the first floor confirmed his teenaged sister wasn't even in the house. Checking the garage, he discovered the door was open and her bike was gone.
Evan started to worry as he went back to the kitchen to find something for breakfast. Everything had been so perfect the night before. They said they loved each other over and over again. Evan had told his sister how beautiful she was, and she actually cried for a while as she admitted to being tired of having guys leave her for girls who were skinny and better looking.
However, Evan was never impressed by skinny girls. He had an open mind for any type of girl, but it took a girl like Jenny to really turn his head with her incredibly thick, shapely body and enormous tits to match. Jenny was as pretty as any girl in town, with her long, dark brown hair and sweet, girl-next-door kind of look. Yet the teen always complained about her size and having to wear glasses that made her look nerdy.
Evan thought he'd managed to help Jenny feel better about herself. He thought he made her feel wanted and loved, but waking up to discover she'd taken off on her bike much earlier than she normally would have made him suspect something was wrong. Could she have woken up and felt horrified when she realized she'd given her virginity to her own brother? After falling asleep feeling so full of love and contentment, he now started to worry if his beloved baby sister would hate him now.
Maybe he'd pushed her too far too soon. The sex had been intense and adventurous on top of being a loving union between a brother and sister. Evan couldn't find a single reason to regret it, but that didn't mean his sister hadn't. And now he was starting to fear he was turning out to be the worst brother in the world when all he wanted to do was give his love to the most special girl he'd ever known.
While nibbling distractedly on some fruit out of the fridge, Evan sent his sister at least four texts in a row, asking if she was okay. He chose his words cautiously, not sure what Jenny was thinking or if she was ready to talk about what happened. It took a while, but he finally got one, simple reply that said I'm fine. It wasn't much, but at least it was something.
Evan messaged his sister back to let her know he'd be there at the house whenever she got back. He followed it up with a heart emoji, hoping it would make a difference. Then he spent some time texting his mother who was in another state with their father. Evan's parents had a condo in a beach resort area and when flights started being cancelled they decided to shelter in place right there. Evan had left campus along with everyone and moved back home with Jenny. Their parents trusted him to keep his sister safe and take care of things around the house for however long it would take.
Satisfied their parents were alright, Evan went upstairs and took a shower. He started getting hard as he lathered his cock with Jenny's body wash and thought back to the way they'd been cuddling on the couch last night, barely paying attention to something on TV. His sister had been wearing an extra-large T shirt of his. It always made him smile when his sister stole one of his big shirts to sleep in. It probably would've looked like a boat sail on an average girl, but Jenny's thick, almost chubby, build stretched at the shirt in the most intoxicating ways. Her beautifully rounded ass and thighs filled the bottom hem enticingly while her enormous tits stretched the upper fabric to leave no doubt she was not wearing a bra.
Evan remembered holding his little sister protectively against him, his arm around her as she lay her face against his shoulder. Her body felt so warm and lush it made him feel like he was vibrating. He wanted to explore that glorious body with his hands, but this was his little sister. It just couldn't happen.
But the two had spent so much time talking. Evan told her how glad he was that they were together if everyone had to be locked down in the midst of a pandemic. She actually cooed happily and snuggled up tighter to him, but then she half-kiddingly asked him if he would rather be in quarantine with some girl from his campus.
"Don't you miss all those college girls who are probably fighting each other off to get you?" she said.
"Why would I when I can snuggle on the couch every night with the best and prettiest girl ever?" he replied.
Jenny had blushed at her brother's compliment and tried to pass it off, but that was when Evan couldn't take it anymore and kissed his sister's luscious lips. It came as a shock to both of them. Evan could hardly believe his own behavior. But he wasn't sorry about it, and he felt a rush of excitement that just about made his head spin. He could feel Jenny stiffen with surprise at first, but she was quick to relax and begin kissing him back.
Evan had probably been just as surprised at his own behavior as his sister. When he first kissed her he didn't even know what he was doing. It just felt automatic. Just being around her with days on end of just the two of them together in the house had made him feel better than he realized. And in the evenings when Jenny was lounging around in one of his oversized T shirts he couldn't help seeing her in a new light. She never wore a bra to bed and her unbound tits would heave wildly whenever she moved. And the sight of her legs made his pulse race all on their own. They were so thick and shapely, and her skin looked a soft as satin.
The brother and sister had spent so long just making out on the family couch while the TV was on. Evan had been instantly taken in by Jenny's young passion. He knew it was more than eager lust. His sister loved him as much as he loved her. It was clear she wanted more than just kisses, just the same way he did. But she was still his baby sister, so his hands had been reluctant to explore her luscious body the way he was aching to.
They'd been hugging tightly, though their hands were slow to explore. Yet Jenny grew increasingly bold in pressing and rubbing her enormous tits against the front of her brother's body. Evan ended up with a raging hard on in his briefs, and he finally gave in to the powerful urge to feel her spectacular melons. At first he cautiously felt the heavy orbs through her T shirt, searching for the dents of her swollen nipples in the fabric. His sister whimpered when he touched her so intimately, even though he had his tongue in her mouth.
When Evan saw how much his little sister loved feeling his hands on her tits, he reached under the shirt and began massaging them in the flesh. His firm, searching touch brought a fresh round of girlish whimpers into his mouth. Her nipples were hard and swollen when he found them and rolled them between his fingertips. Jenny responded with whimpers and moans when her brother teased her nipples. He was amazed by his little sister with such firm, warm tits that were bigger and firmer than any of the girls he knew from college.
Evan finally paused their kissing and looked intensely at his pretty baby sister. "Jenny, I want to see you," he told her.
"Oh god," his sister groaned. It was easy to see how shy she felt, yet after a moment's hesitation, she lifted the T shirt over her head and revealed her lush body to her brother.
"Oh, Jen, you're so beautiful," he said, his eyes taking in her curvy form. He was excited to discover she wasn't wearing panties.
"I'm not, really," she replied. "But you make me feel like I am."
"Ohhh, Jen."
Evan took his sister into his arms and kissed her again. This time he shifted gears, kissing her deeply but more gently, wanting to make her feel like something special and delicate. But their kiss was soon just as hot and heated as before, and Evan's hands explored his sister's openly exposed tits with firm, searching fingers. His cock was rock hard and pushing against the material of his boxer briefs. It was hidden under the bottom of his T shirt, but his sister's hand kept brushing over it more and more often, until she finally grew bold enough to feel his throbbing shaft through the fabric. Evan was going crazy by then.
They stopped kissing long enough for Evan to yank off his shirt and briefs, exposing his rock solid pole to his sister for the first time. At first she just stared at it, making her brother wonder if it was the first time she'd ever seen a guy's hard dick. She just sat by him on the couch in silence for a long moment where she gazed at his organ in awe. Evan was a very well-endowed college man, and Jenny was slow to reach out and touch him.
"It's okay, Jen," he told her through deep breath. "You can touch it. I really want you to. Please."
His little sister finally curled her soft hand around his throbbing shaft, squeezing him and testing the feel.
"God, it's so hard," she whispered. "Does my hand feel good."
"It feels amazing, Jen. I love having you touch me."
He was just about to guide her hand into a stroking motion when she started to do it on her own. Evan moaned with pleasure and sat back to watch her stroke his pole. She looked so pleased with herself to be bringing her older brother so much pleasure.
Evan finally kissed her again and started massaging her pussy while she kept stroking his cock. Her shaven slit was smooth as silk and wet enough to soak her brother's fingers within seconds. She gasped at the first drag of his large fingers over her sex lips. Her curvy hips rocked into his touch as his fingers stroked harder and deeper along her wet furrow. He was just as excited by the sounds of his baby sister's whimpers and moans of need as everything else.
The passionate brother's kisses were soon trailing down the girl's soft neck, and down lower over the big, stunning mounds of her young tits. Jenny's moans went deeper when Evan caught her thickly hardened nipples between his lips, sucking each one between his lips. He sucked the tips of his sister's lush orbs with a driving hunger he'd never felt for any other girl.
Jenny's hand was still exploring Evan's steel-hard rod. Precum was oozing heavily out of his knob and she was smearing the juice up and down his swollen stalk with her hand. But it wasn't much longer before Even found himself moving between his sister's thick thighs. She opened them wide for him like it was the most natural gesture in the world
Then, just as Evan was about to plunge his throbbing cock into the girl's wet and ready pussy, the pair looked at each other in awe. There was nothing but pure love and trust in his pretty sister's eyes.
"Are you sure you want this, Jen?" he asked at the last moment.
"So much," she replied. "I need you to be my first. It has to be you and no one else."
Evan was dying to simply shove his needful hard on deep and hard into his little sister's ready pussy, but he held himself back. He stood up and took her by the hand. She got up, too, and he led her up the stairs to their parents' bedroom, where he'd been sleeping since he came back. He pulled back the covers and the pair lay down on their sides, facing each other. Evan's cock was just as hard and throbbing as it was downstairs, but he didn't want his sister to remember him acting like a crazed sex maniac for her first time. Yet he'd never wanted anyone so badly as his sweet baby sister with all her amazing, irresistible curves.
The couple slid closer together, until Jenny's enormous tits were touching her brother's chest while the long shaft of his distended pole nestled between her big, round thighs. He touched her face and finally took her glasses off, setting them aside on the bedside table. He then stroked her hair and cheek with the backs of his fingers.
"I love you so much, baby sis," he told her softly. "You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."
Jenny looked at him with an almost pained expression. Her eyes started to well over with moisture until a tear spilled over.
"Oh, Evan, how can you even say things like that?"
"Because they're true," he avowed.
Before she had a chance to reply, he rolled his thickly built sister onto her back and poised the big, blunt tip of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. The feel of her slippery wet sex lips against his nudging cock head made him realize what they were about to do. His loving little sister was about to give him the greatest gift she would ever give to anyone. Her precious virginity. Her lush, generous body. And most of all, her love.
Jenny's eyes opened wide as her brother began to push his cock into her slick hole with patient insistence. Inch by red hot inch, his long, thick shaft stretched her pussy and filled her. The look of amazed pleasure and love in his sister's eyes made Evan's pulse spike to another level. He couldn't believe he had his raging cock buried in this sweet girl's snugly clasping pussy. It was astonishing to him that such a big, curvy girl could have such a seemingly tiny hole.
"You're...inside me," she whispered, almost reverently.
"Every inch, my love," he whispered back, even though there was no one to overhear anything they said to each other.
"Is that what I am? Your love?" she asked expectantly.
Her brother smiled, holding his pulsating cock inside without daring to move. "That's what you've always been and always will be, Jen."
His little sister purred happily and squeezed him with her pussy muscles. "I'm not a virgin anymore, Ev," she told him, a coy smile gracing her supple lips. "I'm a woman now."
"You're an amazing woman," he said, meaning every word.
"And you're the most amazing man ever," she purred happily. "I love the way you feel inside me. I can't believe you got all of that big thing all the way in."
"Mmmm, you feel perfect, angel. Maybe you'll like it when..."
Instead of finishing the sentence, Evan pulled his cock back and then pushed deep again, beginning a slow, loving fuck. Straining to keep himself from thrusting too hard too soon, he began to lengthen the strokes of his cock, delighted by the love and pleasure lighting up his sister's pretty brown eyes.
"Oh, oh, ohhhh, yes, darling, I do like that. Oh I like that so much. Oh, Evan, fuck, I love it," she cooed in a desperate tone.
"I love you, baby sis," her brother groaned, beginning to push his pole into the girl's big body with slowly building force.
"I love you, big brother," she moaned.
Now the girl's hips were moving to her brother's long, mind-bending cock thrusts. He ravaged his little sister's delicious mouth with his, savoring the opulent feeling of her huge tits against his body as he pumped harder, deeper, faster.
"Yes, yes, Evan, oh god, do it hard in me, darling. Do it hard!"
He felt her thick thighs open wider than he thought they could go. If she wanted her brother's dick going hard and fast into her tight, wet pussy, then that was exactly what he was going to give her. He began pumping into the luscious girl with all of his strength, driving his thick pole into her juicy core. Jenny gasped for air with every thrust, and when he saw the pained yet rapturous expression on her face when she started to cum, Evan had to strain to keep from exploding immediately.
The young man plowed on, thrusting that huge cock into her previously unused sheath like a man on a mission. Yet he was on a mission. She was his mission. And right now her ecstatic pleasure was all he cared about. He fucked her and kissed her with a passionate hunger like he'd never known. She was everything to him and he wanted to make her his own forever. He knew he could never feel this with anyone but his baby sister.
Evan's balls pushed up against Jenny's ass with every thrust. His smooth sac was coated with her flowing fuck honey and he knew he could only hold on for a little bit longer.
Suddenly, Jenny was gasping and moaning louder and deeper than ever before. Her brother could feel the hot ripples of ecstasy deep in her lathery core.
"I love you, Evan," she cried out. "I love your cock and I want your cum, baby. Cum in your sister, my love. Do it deep, please, baby pleeeeazzze!"
"Fuck!" her brother shouted. He pumped his pulsing rod deep and hard into her body and felt his mind start to spin while he unleashed a creamy torrent of brother-cum deep into her pussy.
Evan kissed the girl for the longest time after they came. He finally rolled off her and cuddled her in his arms as they affirmed their mutual love one more time before both fell asleep.
His vivid thoughts of the previous night made Evan's cock hard again as he stood in the shower. He was sorely tempted to stroke his cock, but he wanted his amazing sister back more than anything else. In the end, worrying that she woke up to regret what they shared kept him from jerking off, and the more he worried about Jenny his hard on began to subside on its own.
He felt a little foolish for showering so early since he was going to end up doing work around the house and yard and getting sweaty. He also needed to work out, especially this morning. It was the best way he could think of to ease his mind.
Evan's laptop was in his old bedroom, which he was using as an office for finishing off the last of his courses online before graduating. He tried to spend an hour concentrating on his final papers, but he finally gave up. All he could think about was Jenny. Even if he hadn't been so worried about what she was probably going through, he just missed her. He missed the sound of her sweet, girly voice and the way she giggled at his jokes. He missed her smile and how cute she looked in her glasses. He missed the way her body filled out her clothes and sometimes spilled over.
He started thinking about the way it felt being with her in their parents' bed. It was like they were the mom and dad of the house. A loving, lifetime couple. It hardly seemed realistic to think he could ever have that with his younger sister, but that didn't stop him from wanting her that way. Last night he was sure she felt the same way. It had been too good between them to be any other way. But maybe the remorse had gotten to her in the light of day when she woke up and realized she'd given her virginity to her own brother.
When Evan imagined how scary that could be to a sweet, sensitive girl like Jenny he felt terrible. As much as he loved her, he never meant to make her feel sorry about what they'd done. For him, it had been the greatest experience of his life. He just wished it could be for her, too.



He knew he was going to have to tread lightly when she came back to the house. It was now more important that anything to see how she was feeling about everything, and if she had any doubts or regrets, he'd have to find a way to make her feel right again. He only wished she'd text him and give him some idea of how she was feeling.
Jenny's phone was next to her as she sat on a plastic patio chair in the backyard at her friend, Samantha's, house. They'd carefully set their chairs more than six feet apart so they could talk safely. They also brought their chairs far enough away from the house so they could talk without being overheard by Samantha's brother or mom, who were constantly home like everyone else nowadays. Her father was a hospital administrator so he was almost constantly at work.
Samantha was the physical opposite of Jenny. She was a petite blonde with the toned body of a girl into gymnastics. Her boobs were an appropriate match to the rest of her compact form, small but with a firm, sculpted look. Perky yet athletic, Samantha had been known to earn a lot of attention whenever her nipples grew erect in one of her competition leotards. The much softer, curvier Jenny had teased her best friend about this hundreds of time, but Sam had teased the bigger girl in return just as much.
Being as close as sisters, Jenny and Sam were both teased by a lot of people who knew them, being total opposites on the outside yet practically inseparable. Deeper down, though, the two girls had more in common than anyone would ever guess. Neither had a sister, so they easily filled that role for each other. On top of that, they both had handsome big brothers who treated them like princesses. The two friends had no secrets between them when it came to being crazy in love with their own brothers.
Jenny hadn't told Samantha why she had just shown up out of the blue without texting first, especially with all the crazy lockdown rules that seemed to change every other day. Sam didn't mind, though. She was just as starved for social contact as her friend. They just made small talk for a few minutes, comparing notes on how they were dealing with feeling so confined lately, but it wasn't long before the blonde girl noticed the faraway look in Jenny's eyes.
"What's going on with you, Jen?" Samantha made an abrupt change of subject.
Jenny squirmed in her seat a little. Despite the fact that she'd admitted she was in love with Evan as many times as Sam had admitted she was in love with Brady, she didn't know if she could actually go through with telling her what happened. She wasn't just sharing her own secret now. She would be sharing Evan's as well, and maybe he wouldn't want anyone to know he fucked his pudgy baby sister. Her brother had made her feel so beautiful and wanted last night.
Then again, guys could change their mind about things the morning after, and after the way Evan made her feel she was sure she'd shrivel up and die if he didn't still want her. That was the whole reason she got out of the house before he woke up. She woke up and started to freak out over the possibility he might regret what they did.
But after Sam asked her question, Jenny's mind went back to the night before. The best night of her entire life. A look of pure rapture came across her face as she thought back to the way her brother had made love to her.
Sam gasped loudly and her jaw dropped as she stared at her friend with wide eyes. "You did something, didn't you?" she said. "You and Evan."
Jenny's face went so hot she knew she had to be blushing badly.
"Oh my god, you did!" Sam exclaimed.
Jenny realized her total lack of a poker face was enough to confirm Sam's accusation. She didn't even try to deny it. On the other hand, she couldn't imagine admitting how far she'd gone with Evan, even to Sam.
"Okay, yeah. Kinda," Jenny avoided saying more. But the way her friend was staring at her the bigger girl felt like everything was written all over her face.
Samantha replied with a sarcastic smirk. "Seriously, Jen. You don't get to just say 'kinda' and think you're gonna get away without giving a few details."
Jenny couldn't help smiling when she thought about the way her brother made love to her. She couldn't keep it to herself. Not after the way she and Sam had spilled their feelings about their brothers to each other hundreds of times already. "Well, thanks to Evan, I'm not a virgin anymore."
Samantha looked stunned. Then her expression changed into one of happy excitement. "Jen. This is big. Really big."
The dark haired girl couldn't suppress her own excitement. She was glad she told Sam. It was too much to hold inside, and Sam was the only one Jenny could trust to understand. So she went on to tell her friend everything, adding in the gooey details every time Sam asked for them. One thing the bigger girl found hard to explain was the way her body and heart both exploded with joy when Evan was desperately lunging between her legs with the strength of his whole body.
"I never felt like that ever," Jenny said, noticing her petite friend's nipples were now erect and poking at the material of her leotard.
The blonde was wearing a tiny pair of denim shorts as well and her fingers were digging into the flesh of her upper thigh as she listened. She probably didn't even realize she was doing it. Jenny was wearing bike shorts and a cropped, lightweight hoodie with nothing underneath. Normally, she'd never dream of leaving her house without containing her oversized boobs in a bra, but this morning her mind was going in too many directions at once. At least there weren't many people out on the streets because of the quarantine order.
"Geeze, after that I don't even want to tell you what happened with Brady last night," Samantha said. "It's like nothing compared to what you were doing."
"Hey, c'mon, Sam," Jenny said. "Everything that happens with our brothers is important."
Samantha blew a deep breath. "It's gonna sound so boring."
"I promise it's not. We gotta help each other, remember?"
"Yeah," Sam nodded wistfully.
It was obvious the blonde wished she could've had the same experience with Brady. She admitted to Jenny that it looked like the two of them were getting close, but there was always something getting in the way. Last night, while Jenny and Evan were actually fucking more like star-crossed lovers than any normal brother and sister, Sam and Brady were cuddling on the couch watching TV.
"I finally moved and lay across the couch with my head in my big brother's lap," the little blonde explained. "He was so sweet to me I almost cried. He kept touching my face and my hair, and the way he looked at me made my heart pump. He started rubbing my back, and pretty soon he got his hand under my shirt and kept rubbing me that way, even though Mom was sitting in the other chair.
"I looked up at him and smiled so he knew how much I liked him touching me," Samantha continued. "Mom was into the show on TV, but still, she was right there. Brady slipped his hand further in my shirt and started feeling my boob. Oh god, I loved that. Jen, I got so wet when he was playing with my nipple. He got really hard, too, and I could feel his dick right against my face. I slid my hand under my head and squeezed on his boner. He kept quiet but I could tell he was breathing funny. I kept it up and after a while he actually squirted in his pants."
Jenny gasped in surprise. This was as far as Sam and Brady's flirting and teasing games had ever gone.
"He squeezed my boob so tight when he came. After, he leaned down and whispered that he loved me. I just kissed that big wet spot on his pants. But there wasn't much more we could do cuz Mom was right there. If it weren't for our parents we'd probably be doing it already like you and Evan."
"Yeah, that's gotta be really frustrating not having any privacy," Jenny nodded.
"You guys are lucky your parents are quarantining out of state," Sam said. "You could even be fucking him now. Why are you even here?"
"I had to tell my best friend in the world what happened," Jenny replied. But then she admitted to having her mini-meltdown when she woke up. "What if he changes his mind about me?" she added. "I'm afraid."
"This is Evan, we're talking about, right?" Sam reminded her. "Your brother. The one who's treated you like Miss Perfect all your life? It's not like we're talking about just some guy, Jen."
"I guess."
Just then, Jenny's phone buzzed with a message. It was from Evan. Samantha practically jumped out of her seat to see what it said.
"He's just asking if I'm okay. It's like the third time."
"Obviously he's worried about you. I bet he's wondering if you're the one who changed their mind."
Jenny hadn't even considered that. There was no doubt in her mind that her love for Evan was the always and forever kind, and she just assumed he'd have that figured out, especially after last night. On the other hand, why would an amazing guy like him settle for his fat, desperate little sister?
"Oh my god will you stop saying you're fat?" Samantha almost yelled. "Text your brother back immediately and tell him you're coming back because you can't wait to see him. Geeze, Jen."
Jenny felt better after talking to Sam, but she couldn't relax about things as much as she tried to make it look in front of her friend. She did text her brother back, though, saying she was okay and was coming home. Promising to text Sam later to let her know how things were going, Jenny got back on her bike and rode back to her house.
When she reached home, Jenny put her bike in the garage and went in through the door to the kitchen. Evan's car was there so she knew he was home, but she felt herself trembling over the prospect of facing him. Instead of going to look for him she got a bottle of water out of the refrigerator and started drinking. She yelped out loud when she turned around and spotted him standing in the doorway to the living room, as if he suddenly appeared out of nowhere. Knowing he must've been waiting for her to come in made her pulse pick up.
Jenny felt like the proverbial deer caught in the headlights while her big brother stood in the doorway with his arms folded looking at her with a serious expression.
"I've been really worried about you," he said.
His tone was so serious Jenny felt bad about taking off the way she did. The look on his face only made her feel worse. She realized in her panic over possibly getting hurt, she'd only managed to cause him just as much anxiety. But that didn't explain how he felt about fucking his baby sister now that it was the morning after the delightful deed.
"I was afraid, Evan," she said with a worried frown. "I didn't know how you were gonna feel this morning. Ya know. About everything."
Evan sighed and shook his head sadly. "Didn't you hear everything I told you last night?"
"Yeah, of course. But last night we were...um..."
"Fucking?" he completed her thought.
"Yeah," she replied with a blush.
"And you were afraid I didn't mean it, because we were..."
"Fucking, yeah."
"Oh my god." Evan ran his fingers through his silky, dark hair. "What about after? When we were holding each other? Didn't that mean anything to you?"
"Of course it did!" she protested instantly. "It meant everything to me! I'm sorry. I just woke up and kinda freaked out. I was so afraid you'd be thinking the worst things about me."
When Jenny started crying, her brother quickly crossed the room and lifted her face so she had to look straight at him.
"I could never think anything bad about you, Jen. Not even if you change your mind about us."
"What do you mean about us?" she asked cautiously.
Evan put his arms around his sister's curvy form, bringing his hands to the base of her spine, just above the twin mounds of her generously formed ass. Jenny felt her body melt a little as her brother's body pressed into her.
"Well, after last night you have to admit we're not exactly your average brother and sister anymore, don't you think?"
Jenny giggled happily. "I guess we aren't," she said with a smile. Then she fell serious again. "What does that make us, though?"
"I'm not exactly sure, to be honest. We haven't had a chance to talk about things. When I woke up this morning and saw you were gone I was afraid of the same thing you were?"
"Really? I mean, you could really think I didn't love everything we did?"
Evan smiled confidently. "Oh, I know you loved it while we were doing it. I was just afraid you might've woken up wishing we hadn't done it."
"Yeah, I get that. Me, too."
"Yeah. But neither of us woke up feeling that way. I sure didn't. I just wish we could've talked to each other before letting our fears get out of hand. Besides, I just missed you."
Jenny's smile came back. Just hearing that Evan had missed her made a warm, happy feeling rush through her entire body. She put her arms around him and pressed her large boobs against him tightly.
"I missed you, too, Evan," she said. "I'm sorry I freaked out like that."
"It's okay, sweetie. I kind of did, too, so I really understand." He gently stroked the side of her face, a loving smile on his lips. "And you know I love you, right?"
Jenny's heart wanted to explode. She loved hearing Evan say he loved her, even if he only meant it like a brother. It still felt so good to hear the words.
"I love you, too, big brother," she cooed happily, burrowing her face against his chest.
Evan kissed the top of his sister's head and they held on to each other for a long time. Jenny wanted to stay like that forever, but her brother eventually got her to look up at him.
"We might have ourselves a little problem," he said.
Jenny got worried when she saw the way he was frowning. Maybe things weren't going quite as well as she thought. Was this his way of trying to let her down gently? She looked at him questioningly, her eyes showing all of her concern.
"It's just that brothers and sisters don't have...um, well...relationships like the one we have."
Jenny's heart skipped. "Are you saying we have a relationship?"
"Of course we do. It's just a matter of what kind of relationship we want to have."
"Umm, what kind do you want?"
"Pretty sure the same kind you want."
Jenny smiled coyly at her brother, but it felt like her whole body was vibrating. "You mean you don't mind being stuck with a nerdy fat girl as a girlfriend?"
Evan sighed and rolled his eyes. "I'm with you on the girlfriend part. But I'm more into a voluptuous, brainy looking brunette."
Jenny loved hearing her brother's compliment, but it was the other part of what he said that was making her pulse race.
"Are you saying I'm your girlfriend now?"
"We shouldn't even be thinking about this, but I want you to be."
"Oh my god, Evan," she cried, squeezing him with all her might. "I want that more than anything in the world. I've dreamed about it more than you know."
"Even if we can never tell anyone?"
"I don't even care. I love you so much."
"I love you, too, Jen. I just hope I'm not being selfish and hurting you."
"You could never hurt me if you love me, Ev," she insisted. "And I just wanna make you as happy as you make me. I don't even care about all that stuff they say about incest and brothers fucking sisters. We have something special, don't we?"
Evan couldn't stop smiling. "Yes, baby sis, we do. You're special." He then leaned close to the girl's ear and whispered playfully. "Maybe the incest part is actually kinda cool. Wrong, but...how could I ever love a girl the way I love my pretty sister?"
Jenny couldn't help the quivery feeling her brother's whispers were causing in her pussy. The fact that his hands were so close to her ass was making it even worse.
"Oh, Ev, all morning I was thinking last night was the best thing about my life so far, but now I'm thinking maybe this is."
"Hmm, how about if last night was the best without clothes on, and this is the best with them?"
Jenny giggled, but then she reached in between them and slowly pulled the zipper of her hoodie all the way down. She pulled open the sides of her hoodie and revealed the bare state of her spectacular boobs.
"I'd be happy if we were always naked together," she said, playfully rubbing her smooth orbs across her brother's body through his T shirt.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned, staring at her exposed flesh. "You're gonna drive me crazy with those, little sis."
"I may be your little sis, but these aren't so little, are they, big brother?"
Evan groaned again and brought his hands from behind his sister to fondle her weighty tits. Her brother's firm touch made Jenny gasp slightly, but then more deeply when he started tweezing her swollen nipples. His dick was getting hard in his shorts, and she couldn't resist reaching down and feeling him grow while he caressed her melons.
"Do you really think this is wrong?" she asked.
"Yes, my love. But it's even more right."
Jenny was enthralled by her brother's rapt gaze as he stared at the full jugs overflowing his hands. At the same time, she fumbled with the zipper on his shorts, then unbuttoned them and let them fall to his ankles while she pushed off his briefs and started feeling his cock. Evan encouraged his sister's explorations with the deepest groans so far. His hands felt so good on her sensitive tits, but knowing she could make him feel just as good was making her pussy heat up as much as anything else.
Evan kissed the curvy girl deeply, instantly pushing his tongue into her waiting mouth. Jenny could feel the surge of pulses in his rapidly thickening cock, and he was soon just as hard in her hand as he was the night before when he was driving his beautiful shaft deeply into her tight, young pussy hole. She only let go of her brother's dick because he started pulling her hoodie off her shoulders and she him push it down her arms and off onto the floor.
Now Jenny was completely topless in the family kitchen with her bottomless brother, who was leaning over to lick and suck on her pudgy nipples and it wasn't even noon yet. Her pussy was dripping harder by the second as she watched him fondle and feast on her twin mounds. She loved seeing how much he craved the taste and feel of them, but she was trying not to get carried away before she could give him something she'd been dreaming of doing for the longest time.
All too reluctantly, Jenny had to finally push her eager brother away from her big, naked, protruding tits and convinced him to take a seat on one of the kitchen chairs. Evan made her laugh when he gave her a disappointed pout, but he did as she asked and sat down, keeping his legs parted and letting his thick, handsome pole shoot straight up from between his legs.
"Can you take your shirt off, please?" the girl asked sweetly.
"Only if you take your shorts off too," Evan replied.
"I guess that's only fair," she told him, smiling.
Jenny didn't mind pushing her shorts off in the least. The way her brother stared at her bare, bald pussy mound only made her body feel hotter. When he actually licked his lips, her slit flushed hot and wet as she thought of the way his tongue would feel between her thick, shapely legs. But she was trying to keep from being distracted from her original mission.
When Evan finally pulled his shirt off, his sister couldn't help taking a moment just to stare at her gorgeously naked brother and his rippling hard cock. It was almost more than she could believe to think he was finally all hers now. He was so hot and perfect, and she would never have to doubt how much he loved his adoring, little sister. Just seeing the way he was looking at her while he took hold of his cock and boldly stroked himself was enough to make her girl dew trickle onto her thighs from her overheated pussy slit.



As the curvy brunette knelt on the floor between her brother's feet, she felt his eyes following her every move. She was so nervous about pleasing him she could barely bring herself to look at his face. But the way his fully hardened cock was standing up right in front of her made it so much easier to concentrate on her purpose. It was intimidating to know he was watching, but the moan that came out of him when she wrapped her hand around his shaft made her feel sexy and powerful.
Jenny's hand started moving up and down her brother's aching shaft, bringing more and deeper moans out of his hard, naked body. The girl's heart was slamming and she could feel the wild pulse right in the core of her creaming pussy. The fact that they were in the family kitchen in broad daylight wasn't lost on her as she leaned close and ran her tongue around the head of her brother's cock.
"Ohhh, Jen, fuck," he crooned softly, giving his little sister encouragement to explore.
She licked at the whole length of cock shaft that was sticking up from her dainty fist. Evan's deepening moans of pleasure encouraged his little sister even more, and she was soon aggressively licking and kissing up and down his impossibly excited shaft. Jenny had only experience sucking and stroking two other cocks before her brother's. One of them had been almost as long, but neither had been nearly as thick as Evan's. She loved that he had so much more solid flesh to explore, but it was a little intimidating at first when she took his big, round knob between her lips and started sucking.
Jenny loved feeling her brother's fingers in her hair as she started to slide her moist lips up and down his shaft. He wasn't trying to guide her, just making contact with her in this most intimate moment between brother and sister. He was also holding her hair out of the way so he could watch her working over his cock. The deep moans coming from his throat and the way his hips started squirming let her know he loved the way she was making him feel.
Between Evan's precum and his sister's drooling saliva, his cock shaft was soon thoroughly wet. Jenny loved the way his bulbous dome felt sliding across her tongue and between her lips. She kept her hand moving along the part of his shaft she couldn't take all the way in her mouth, but he obviously loved the combination. She caressed his full balls with her free hand and started to push her head up and down faster and steadier, eager to give him the hot pleasure of releasing his brotherly seed into her mouth.
And yet Evan warned her when he was approaching his climax even though she could feel the way he was trying to rock his hips off the chair to push his cock deeper into her mouth. His groans also shut off suddenly like he suddenly stopped breathing all of a sudden.
"Jen," he cried out. "Ohh, fuck, Jen, baby I'm gonna cum!"
Jenny bobbed her head faster, trying to ignore the churning heat in her pussy as she concentrated on making her brother cum as hard as she could. She gripped tighter and stroked faster with her hand, following the ravenous up and down motion of her wet mouth. The girl's clit was throbbing for attention, but she needed to feel her brother let go and explode in her mouth just as much as she needed in her pussy the night before.
Evan suddenly growled like an animal, balling up his fists in Jenny's hair as his body became gripped in the throes of the dizzying pleasure flowing through him. Seconds later, his warm, tangy cream was bursting into his sister's mouth in thick, delectable spurts. The heavy jets of cum just seemed to keep pouring into her mouth while she sucked and swallowed it down as fast as she could. She felt so proud and in love as her brother gave her the biggest, tastiest mouthful of cum she'd ever had.
Once she'd sucked him dry, Jenny lifted her head and sat back on the floor, happily gazing at her naked brother. She couldn't be happier about seeing the dreamy look of love and satisfaction on his handsome face. There was a stray drabble of cum clinging to her lip, and she quickly scooped it up with her tongue and pulled it into her mouth where it belonged. Evan looked amazed.
"Jen, that was amazing," Evan said once he could catch enough breath to speak again. "I can't believe my sweet little sister can make me feel this way."
"This is just the beginning, darling," she told him as she got back to her feet. Then she stepped close and hugged him, burying his face against her lush boobs.
The new couple spent a long time kissing and caressing each other's naked body. As things calmed down a little, Jenny decided to try something new. Since it was warm and sunny, and the backyard offered her all the privacy she needed, she went outside to sunbathe nude on one of the lounge chairs. It felt even better than she imagined it would to be naked outside. The warm sun on her bald pussy felt amazing, even though she was still wet from sucking her brother's cock.
Whatever the reason, Jenny felt fantastic and spread her thick thighs so she could rub her pussy as she thought about everything that had happened so far. She was a little afraid she was already getting spoiled by Evan since her fingers didn't feel the same as his fat, manly cock. But she knew she would never have to go very long without her man's hot dick ever again. The thought of it made her smile with satisfaction. Then she slid a finger inside her hole and savored the creamy, velvety feeling of her inner hole.
Before she knew what was happening, a shadow came across her naked body. She looked up to find the equally naked Evan standing over her. He smiled at her and moved to the end of the lounge seat and settled down while Jenny put her feet off to the sides to give him room. He rubbed the insides of her smooth thighs a few times, but then brought his hands together over her wet slit, stroking her aching lips with his large fingers.
"Did you think you could just suck your big brother's cock like that and then just come out here and relax?" he teased her with a sly grin.
"Hmm," Jenny pretended to think, then followed it with a giggle. "You also happen to be my man, so it's my job to keep that big dick of yours happy, baby."
Evan slipped the tip of a finger into his sister's hole and teased her. "Well you happen to be my girl, so it's my job to keep your pussy happy," he retorted.
He then leaned over and licked Jenny's dewy slit. She let out a long, throaty moan of pleasure and pushed herself lower on the chaise, giving her brother the easiest possible access to her open pussy. Evan lapped hungrily at her slit while continuing to tease her hole with his finger. The finger gradually slipped in deeper, stroking her creaminess while his tongue swirled over her aching pearl.
Jenny was spellbound by the sight of her brother's face so full of love and concentration as he licked and fingered her pussy like the sweetest candy ever. While the warm pleasure filled every extremity of her brazenly bared body, she couldn't imagine feeling anything better, or feeling more love for any other person. It didn't take long before she lost too much breath to be able to speak. It felt like electrical currents were shooting everywhere inside her while her precious Evan sucked on her clit and slid a pair of fat fingers in and out of her oozing hole.
Evan was also playing with his growing cock at the same time, his shaft getting bigger and harder as he made love to his baby sister's pussy. Jenny loved seeing the way her brother's pole was filling out from his excitement over eating and fingering her. She knew she could look forward to much more of this luxurious treatment from her loving big brother, and the very thought of that pushed her closer to her peak.
Her brother's dick was now fully swollen, and she could see the generous flow of his precum making the head look shiny and delicious. The girl's entire world was changing by minute, changing with every explosive orgasm her beloved Evan gave her. And now, as she gasped for air and clutched at her own tits, her whole, voluptuous body began to shake and shiver with a climax that made her head spin. Jenny's mind practically went numb as she felt the explosive sensation of her pussy squirting for the first time in her life. She didn't even know it was possible to cum that hard, and seeing the way her slit was gushing her mist all over her brother's rapturous face made the pleasure even more intense.
Evan had a ravenous look on his dew-speckled face when he lifted his head up and stared at his little sister with needful lust.
"Fuck, baby sis, that was amazing," he told her in a husky voice.
"Mmmm, you don't even know the half of it," she purred happily.
But then her brother obviously needed her so badly he didn't even give her a chance to recover from squirting on his face before he got into position to nudge the bulbous tip of his throbbing cock at the entrance to her pussy. Evan shoved forward aggressively, sinking half the length of his fat rod into his sister's hot pussy in one stroke. He pulled back and shoved forward again, burying the full length of his rod up to his balls.
"Fuck," he growled. "I need you. I need my baby sister's hot little cunt!"
Jenny was his completely. She lifted her legs upward, trying to give her brother the right position to penetrate her clasping core as deep as he could. Bracing himself with his hands on the sides of the lounge chair, he began pumping his cock into Jenny's honey-lathered fuckhole with long, hard, desperate shoves. She loved the fullness she felt with her brother's cock stretching and filling her sheath, touching places inside her she didn't even know she had.
The night before, Evan had made such intense, needful love to her, but now he was just fucking her as hard and deep as his muscular body allowed. He was using her slippery love nest to satisfy the deep ache in his cum-filled balls. Yet Jenny knew she would always be the one he would turn to when he needed it as badly as he did now, and the thought that she could be this for him made her happier than anything in her life. She knew it was his love and affection for her that made him need her and not anyone else. She was his now. Completely his in body and soul, and her reward was the hard, imposing cock now pounding into her sodden snatch without mercy.
"Oh god, Evan, just do it!" she cried. "Fuck me just as hard as you please, baby. You're fucking your little sister cuz you know you need it!"
Jenny's outburst only had the effect of making her brother drive his throbbing stalk harder and faster into her body. Her huge, unwieldy tits were heaving all over at the force of his lunging fuck thrusts. The plastic chair they were on was creaking so hard she was afraid it was going to break, but she didn't care if it did as long as her beautiful brother kept fucking her like he needed her tight, wet pussy more than air.
The shapely teen sucked in huge gasps as the delightful sensations in her pussy fanned out in waves that took her into a dream-like state of orgasmic bliss. She came all around her brother's pumping fuck stick, and as soon as that one started to fade another started to build. She had three orgasms, each on top of the other, before her brother finally shoved his cock into her with a wild round of thrusting that only eased up after filling her core with burst after burst of hot, brotherly cum.
It felt like forever before either one of them could speak, and even then it was a while longer before either broke the silence. Evan nuzzled his little sister with so much affection, and Jenny felt like she was glowing with nothing but love. He finally kissed her tenderly but for a long time.
"Oh, Evan," she sighed. "That was...it was..."
"Yeah," he agreed. "It was."
She finally scooched forward on the lounge chair so he could sit behind her. She leaned against his much harder and larger body while he nuzzled her neck and kissed her shoulder. His hands came up to cup her heavy melons, fondly caressing them as he told her again and again how much he loved her.
~~~
Voluptuous teen, Jenny, was glowing as she sat back against the front of her naked brother's body and relished the feeling of his large hands gently caressing her even larger tits. It felt naughty yet so wonderful to be naked with him outside, especially still feeling the joy of the passionate orgasms he'd just finished giving her. But then his phone started ringing. It was their mother calling, and Evan reluctantly released his hold on his little sister's weighty tits and answered the call, setting the phone on speaker mode.
"Hey, Mom, we're both here," Evan greeted their mom. "We've got you on speaker."
"Oh, good. I hope you're both doing okay. Jennifer? Is your brother taking good care of you?"
It was all Jenny could do to keep from laughing. "Oh yes, Mother. Evan is taking the very best care of his baby sister," she said. She was too happy to care how suggestive she might've sounded, but at least she didn't mention how her big brother had just made her pussy squirt for the first time in her life just a short while before.
"Hmm." Their mother sounded skeptical.
Evan gave his sister a playful pinch. It took another minute or two for the suspicious tone to fade from their mother's voice, but it finally did. They caught up on what was going on, which didn't amount to very much during a stay-at-home period where only essential errands were the norm. They talked about things that needed to be done around the house in their parents' absence, and Evan reassured his mother that he and Jenny were taking care of everything.
This was when their mother decided to let them in on some bigger news.
"Your father is thinking about just retiring," she explained. "He could anytime he wants, but with everything that's going on it seems to make sense. We're really enjoying it here, so we're thinking maybe we could just go on living here as long as you two are doing alright together in the house."
Jenny and her brother looked at each other with excited grins.
"Don't even worry about the house, Mom," Evan said. "We can take good care of it. And each other. Dad should do what he thinks is best and not worry about us."
Their mother fell silent a moment. The skeptical came back. "Are you sure everything's okay? You sound a little...I don't know. I can't quite put my finger on it."
"Oh really, Mom, everything's great," Jenny said. "Perfect, actually."
"I see," their mother said slowly. "If you say so."
"I do. Honest, Mom. Evan is keeping me safe and really happy."
"Well, you always did have a special place in your heart for your big brother. Sometimes I think you have a huge crush on him." Her tone made it sound more like she was fishing for information as much as making a point.
"Mom! Geeze! He's my brother!"
Evan gave his sister's tits a playful squeeze, even though she was afraid her own tone of voice might be giving away more than she wanted. She promised herself to be more careful, knowing neither she nor her brother wanted anything to ruin what they had now.
"I guess there are worse things," their mother said, surprising them both. "You wouldn't be the first girl to end up crushing on her handsome big brother."
Jenny found herself speechless. She couldn't think of anything to say that wouldn't give away her true feelings, but Evan was quick to jump in.
"Don't worry about us, Mom. We're just great with the way things are." He gave his sister's boob a quick squeeze.
"Sure," their mother said, not sounding especially convinced. "Just be careful, you two. And take good care of each other."
Jenny and Evan both said okay, and then they said their goodbyes, with their mother promising to call them again the next day. The brief conversation left the couple with a lot to think about. They kept sitting the same way in silence for a little while, with Evan casually rubbing his little sister's naked tits.
"How come Mom thinks I'm crushing on you but she didn't say anything about you crushing on me?" Jenny finally said.
"Probably because they don't see me as much. And I'm probably better at hiding it."
"Makes sense," she agreed. "I just hate that we have to hide it."
"Me, too, baby, but who knows what would happen if anyone else found out about us. We have to be really careful."
"I know." Jenny pouted, although her brother couldn't tell since he was sitting behind her. She was now afraid to tell him that she'd already told her best friend, Samantha, about last night. But he would understand if he knew that the petite, athletic blonde was as much in love with her own brother, Brady, as Jenny was in love with Evan. Sam just didn't know if Brady returned his sister's feelings or not.
Evan would just have to understand, but Jenny was afraid of doing anything to make her brother mad at her. At least she could trust Sam to keep a secret, so maybe it would be okay if Evan never knew about Jenny talking to her friend earlier that day. On the other hand, it really didn't feel right to keep anything from her brother.
Either way, Jenny couldn't help savoring the delightful feeling of being cuddled naked by her brother outside in the yard on such a nice, sunny day. Despite everything else, she felt so happy and completely free, and in love like never before. There was nothing better than finally knowing Evan loved her the same she loved him. She was also still glowing from the passionate way he'd eaten and then fucked her pussy just before their mother called.
Jenny would have been perfectly happy to lean back against her naked big brother and be held by him forever, but she wanted to look at him, too. She wanted to feel his eyes on the chunky, oversized body he always looked at like she was a work of art. She finally scooted forward, out of his grasp and stood up, acting as if she needed to stretch. The weight of the girl's enormous boobs felt so good now, and her brother's admiring stare was a huge part of the reason.
Jenny knew the shape of her body was nice, but she'd always been so much bigger and thicker than her friends that guys pretty much only ever looked at her tits. It wasn't like they saw her as a whole person. Evan was different. His love made her feel beautiful, and his attentive eyes made her feel sexy. She loved looking at his body just as much. It was amazing to see him right there with his strong legs open on either side of the lounge chair with his freshly spent cock dangling in between. She decided her brother's dick was just as beautiful soft as it was hard.
But there was still the matter of the other thing her mother had told them. "So," Jenny said, pausing to think. "What's gonna happen if Dad retires?"
Evan smiled. "Then that would leave us living here on our own."
Jenny couldn't suppress a smile and then a giggle of happiness. Then she was struck by a note of concern and sat down at the end of the lounger.
"What if Dad decides he wants to sell the house. I really don't want to have to move down there with them. Not now. What would we do?"
Evan seemed his usual calm self. "They're not gonna do that," he said with confidence. "First of all, they don't need the money. And there's no way they'd sell the house when you have a few more years before you graduate. You know how they are about routine, right? Besides, I think they like being able to be on their own just as much, and with me being back home they don't have to worry about you being alone."
"Yeah, I could be having sex in the house every night. Right in their own bed!" Jenny couldn't help giggling, but she knew Evan was right and it helped her relax.
"Or hanging out naked in the backyard with your big brother staring at your amazing tits," he pointed out with a cocky smirk.
Jenny playfully shook her enormous boobs for him.



"I hope you know if you didn't just make me cum so hard I'd be all over you right now," he added.
"I'm not going anywhere," Jenny told him, returning his coy grin. "It looks like we're going to be living here together for a while. Just you and me."
"Hopefully a lot longer than just a while."
"I'd be good with forever," his sister said shyly.
Evan scooted forward on the lounger and put his arms around her. "And just so you know, forever sounds perfect to me."
Jenny sighed with happy relief. Everything just felt so perfect now. Maybe they'd even be able to keep the house for a long time and they wouldn't have to think about moving anywhere else unless they wanted to. Evan kissed his adoring sister, but then took a more serious turn.
"Just remember, Jen, we have to be really careful about anyone finding out about us. I can probably get Mom to stop being so suspicious, but I don't want to risk losing you, so we need to be really careful."
"Okay," she agreed with a sigh, already thinking about Samantha knowing.
Evan said he needed to get a few things done and got up to go inside. He took his second shower of the day while Jenny lay out nude in the sun a while longer. It wasn't long before she started getting texts from Samantha. Her friend was eager to know how Jenny's "talk" went with her brother. Sam already knew Evan had fucked his sister for the first time the night before, so it didn't seem so bad to admit how well things were going. But the young brunette knew she was going to have to tell her brother that Samantha already knew about them. It didn't feel right to keep that from him.
Jenny spent a while texting with Sam. It was impossible to keep from telling her friend about sucking Evan's cock in the kitchen earlier, and then the way he'd licked her pussy and fucked her right there in the backyard. Sam was beside herself with excitement, wishing she and Brady could have the same chance to love each other the way Jenny and Evan did.
Eventually, Jenny went inside to take a shower. She was enjoying being naked so much she didn't know why she bothered getting dressed afterwards, but Evan came into her room and said he needed to make a couple of runs and asked if she wanted to go along for the ride. Of course she did. Jenny wanted to be next to her man as much as she possibly could. She then changed into an outfit she would never dream of wearing outside the house, but she was probably just going to wait in the SUV while her brother went into the stores where he needed to pick up supplies.
She had a pair of stretch booty shorts that she'd never worn except for a couple of times she tried them on in the privacy of her bedroom. The lower curves of her thick, round ass cheeks poked out in the back, and the crease of her camel toe was strikingly visible in the front. The first time she'd put them on she realized they'd sent her the wrong size, but she never bothered sending them back. Today she was happy she had them to wear just for her beloved Evan. On top she wore a colorful sports bra style top that closed up with a zipper in front, right between her monumental tits.
Jenny went into her closet and got out an oversized, button-down men's shirt that Evan had left behind when he went to college. She put it on over the rest of her outfit in case she had to get out of the car. Even if the overshirt was a concession to modesty, Jenny still felt sexy and wanted, all because of her amazing big brother.
The other reason she wanted to go out with him was that it seemed like a good time to tell him that Samantha knew about their new relationship. She knew she couldn't keep this from him. Not after he'd already made the obvious point about being discreet more than once. It seemed like if they were out in neutral territory he might take it better. Either way, she had to let him know, and the sooner the better.
Evan got a big grin on his face when he saw the way his little sister was dressed to go out with him. He actually went behind her to lift up the shirttail to see what her ass looked like in the shorts she had on.
"Those are perfect on you," he told her, letting his hand slide over the exposed part of her ass.
Jenny giggled happily and got into the passenger's seat. Their first stop was for some yard supplies. Evan put on his face mask and went inside while Jenny waited. After that, the next stop was the supermarket, where they did the same thing. The whole time, Jenny was trying to work up her courage to let her brother know about Sam. When he came back out of the market and put their groceries in the back of the vehicle, she knew she couldn't wait any longer. When Evan got back in the driver's seat, she told her brother to wait before starting the engine.
"I need to tell you something," she said, nervously.
Evan turned in his seat to face her. "Is anything wrong, sweetie?" he asked with a note of genuine concern.
"Not really," she replied. "But I don't know if you're gonna like this."
Her brother sat and listened quietly while Jenny explained about Samantha. She told him all about how she and Sam had been talking to each other about being in love with their big brothers for a long time already, and how Jenny had told her about last night before they had a chance to talk about it. She even told him how Sam had made Brady cum in his pants. It only seemed fair to tell him.
"So," Jenny concluded, "I know how important it is for us to keep our love a secret from other people, but Sam knew I loved you before we, ya know, did anything together. And now you know about her, too, so maybe..."
"So maybe that makes it okay?"
Jenny felt horrible. Not that Samantha knew about them, but for disappointing Evan.
"I guess you really trust Sam," he finally broke the awkward silence.
"I really do," Jenny said, able to look at her brother's face again. "She's always been there for me. And I never would've said anything to anybody except, well, she understands us.
Evan reached over and took his sister's hand. "And I trust you," he told her. "If you trust Sam and Brady to keep it to themselves then that's good enough for me. You've always had good judgement, Jen."
The teen was so relieved. It finally felt like she could breathe again.
"I do wish you'd talked to me first, but I understand why you didn't."
"I'll make it up to, darling, I promise," she asserted.
Then a sly grin crossed her brother's face. "I think I know a way you can do that."
"Really? I'll do anything to make you happy, baby. You know that."
"Hmm, I do. But, let's have something to eat first."
And with the sly grin still on his face, Evan drove to a fast food place where they ordered burgers and fries at the drive-up window. Then he pulled into a parking spot and they ate their food in the car. They talked a little more about Sam and Brady's situation, but when they finished Evan gathered up all the trash and jammed it into the sack.
"Remember how I said you could make it up to me for not telling me first about talking to Sam?" Evan said, turning to his sister. The sly grin was back on his face.
"Yeah," his sister replied, curious.
"Piece of cake," her brother said, holding out the sack full of trash to her. "Just take the garbage over to the can and toss it out."
"Oh geeze, okay. That was easy," Jenny laughed.
"But without the shirt," Evan said, raising a brow.
"Oh, no way! I'm practically naked under this," his sister protested.
"And I wanna see you give me a nice, hot sway with your ass because I'll be watching every step."
Jenny was momentarily speechless, glaring at her brother in surprise. The closest trash can was all the way at the other side of the parking lot, right next to the sidewalk. People passing by in their cars would see her, not to mention the line of cars still going through the drive-up window.
"Evannnnn," the curvaceous teen protested, "I can't do that in this outfit. Everyone will see me."
"Exactly. You did say you'd do anything, right? Or have you forgotten?"
"I can't believe you're making me do this."
But despite her protests, Jenny was beginning to feel excited. She knew it would please her brother. If only she didn't feel so nervous about walking around in public in something so skimpy. She double checked the distance from where they were parked to the trash can. The whole thing would take less than a minute. Plus, if she put on her face mask then she could feel more anonymous.
"You're the worst brother in the world," she said with a nervous giggle.
"But you still love me."
Jenny took off the overshirt she had on and grabbed the trash. Taking a deep breath, she got out of the vehicle and started walking toward the trash can. The eighteen year old was painfully aware of the way her ripe body was practically on full display. Her meaty tits quivered heavily under her top with every step while her too-tight booty shorts quickly pulled up into the crease of her ass and brought even more of her cheeks into view.
She knew her brother was staring at her from the car, and that gave her a little more confidence in her swaying strides. She felt even more naked now than when she was actually naked in the backyard earlier. The way her shorts were riding up into the crease of her pussy made her realize she had to be showing a strikingly visible camel toe to the cars on the street, but she didn't dare look down to check. A couple of cars honked their horns, confirming her fear.
But was it really fear she was feeling? Her nipples were already swelling with excitement while her pussy felt warmer and warmer with every step. She loved knowing Evan watching, and the cars blowing their horns actually made her feel sexy. This feeling of being sexy to someone was so new and exciting to her, and it was totally thanks to her brother. She caught people turning to look at her from their cars, and she was now smiling under her mask as she thought of how everything she had belonged to her precious Evan.
It felt like it took forever just to walk to the trash can, but she finally reached it and dropped the rumpled paper sack inside it. She then turned to go back to the car and spotted her brother gazing at her with an amazed look on his face. Her strides were slower and her hips swayed even more as she basked in his avid admiration. She squared her shoulders to push her enormous boobs out more, the extra pressure straining the zipper down the front of her top. The zipper was proving to be no match for the extra tension of Jenny's overripe tits. She didn't dare look or even check with her hand to see how far the zipper was now pulling open against the weight of her orbs.
More and more of the inner curves of the girl's boobs were becoming exposed as the zipper on her top pulled further apart. She was feeling defiant, though, and wasn't going to stop and pull it back up. Her only hope was that it wouldn't pull open all the way in a complete wardrobe failure, fully exposing her enormous tits in public before she got back inside the SUV. This was the most outrageous thing she'd ever done, in public at least, but it was Evan's unwavering gaze that gave her the courage to ignore her failing top and keep swinging her hips on the way back to the car.
Jenny was smiling with satisfaction under her mask as she went around the back of the vehicle and opened the door, but she was shocked to discover that her brother had his fully aroused cock out of his shorts and in his hand. He was grinning at her and casually stroking his inflated pole. The gasp that Jenny took in finally forced the zipper on her top to pop open and expose her heavy melons. She was hidden from the street now, but the line of cars at the drive-through were just a few yards to the side. She didn't even bother to look to see if anyone saw her tits burst out of her top and just scrambled to get into her seat as fast as she could.
Feeling safer inside the car, Jenny didn't bother fixing her top and just left her impressive tits on display for her brother. He was staring at them openly and sliding his hand slowly up and down his big, exposed cock shaft.
"That's gotta be the hottest thing I've ever seen," Evan told her. "You're amazing."
Jenny pulled off her face mask so her brother could the smile he put on her face. "I can't believe you made me do that," she said.
Yet despite her superficial protest, now that she was back in the car and seeing how excited Evan was, the girl's pussy flushed with heat. Within seconds, her brother was leaning across the console to kiss his half naked sister. She melted under his eager kiss, easily taking his tongue into her mouth while he explored her tits with his strong hands. By the time he took her nipples between his clasping fingertips her pussy was soaking the crotch of her shorts.
Evan finally pulled back, telling his sister how much he loved her before starting the car and driving out of the parking lot with his swollen dick jutting up through the open zipper of his shorts. She reached over and took his hard rod into her hand, stroking him as he drove. This was something she'd imagined doing at a least a thousand times when her brother was driving her somewhere. It was almost too much to believe she was actually doing it now.
By the time Evan pulled the vehicle into the garage, his cock was throbbing with heat and dripping precum in a steady flow that Jenny was rubbing up and down his shaft. But now that they were home she made herself let go of her brother's dick and started to zip her top back up.
"Just take that off," Evan said, stopping her. "You're not gonna need it.
Jenny's heart skipped as she wondered what her excited big brother had in mind. Even with the garage door still open, he got out of the car with his cock still sticking out of his shorts. He went to the front of the vehicle where he was hidden from the street outside. Jenny easily shed her top and went to join him with only those ill-fitting booty shorts on her body.
Evan kissed her briefly, fondling her naked tits, but he quickly turned her body to face the front of the car and set her hands on top of the hood.
"Bend over," he told her gruffly.
With a racing heartbeat, Jenny did as he asked. Then she could feel him roughly yanking her shorts down to her ankles. With one hand he spread her ass apart. Instantly, the blunt tip of his hard cock was rubbing at the wet folds of her hot pussy.
"Oh, fuck, baby I need you," Evan groaned as he started to push his cock into his sister's pussy from behind. "That was so hot. You're so hot. Fuck! I need you. God, you feel so good inside!"
Jenny could only whimper in reply as her brother's excited dick filled her pussy. It was the third time he'd fucked her in less than twenty-four hours, and she still couldn't get over the amazing feeling of his hot, rigid brother-dick sliding up her sheath. Evan's hands were tracing patterns all over the girl's ass and hips as he started to rock into her body in a steady rhythm. His sister was soon dazed by the hot surge of his immense, thrusting cock. The shaft felt so thick it felt like it was rubbing along every last nerve ending inside her sheath.
"Ohhh, Evan, soooo goooood," she managed to mewl as she started to rock her hips against that driving cock.
The passion-filled eighteen year old felt her body rock against the hard lunges of her brother's body, her hefty, round tits rocking wildly below. His cock felt so big yet so right in her slippery pussy channel. They fit together so perfectly that Jenny knew they were meant to be together. Her brother's cock sent waves of pure joy rippling through her entire body like she'd never felt before. She wanted to feel this forever.
Evan was driving his pole into his sister's frothy slit with desperate force now. He made his sister feel like he was taking total ownership of her heart and body all at once, and she was more than willing to give him everything. She didn't care how wrong anyone would say it was. No one could ever love her the way her big brother did.
And now he was massaging Jenny's asshole with the pad of his thumb, teasing the tight rim while his powerful cock pumped her tender pussy without mercy. She gasped deeply when he touched that most intimate of holes, and the sheer surprise of it set off a swirling storm of sensation deep in her core that exploded in a burst of orgasmic pleasure.
Evan was merely seconds behind her climax when his wildly pulsating cock jettisoned a series of hot cum spurts deeply into her hole.
He continued pumping his thick rod into his sister's sodden cunt until they were both spent. Then he pulled her back up and around to face him. She threw her arms around him and mashed her enormous tits against his body.
"Ohh, Evan, I love you so much," she cried with her face pressed into his shirt.
"You're my everything, little sis," he sighed, hugging her back.
**
Jenny and her brother started sleeping together in their parents' bed every night. It made them feel like a married couple, as if they were the mom and dad of the house now, even if they were the only ones living there. They kept in daily touch with them, though, and a couple of days later their father confirmed the news that he was going to retire and stay on the coast with their mother. Both parents were still concerned that their son and daughter were going to be okay living on their own in the family house, which of course, they both insisted everything was perfect.
Their mother always sounded a little bit skeptical when her son and daughter insisted everything was going so well, but Evan managed to ease her concerns every time.
Meanwhile, Samantha was growing more and more envious of Jenny's and Evan's convenient situation. The young blonde and her brother, Brady, were only growing more and more anxious to be together. So far, because their parents were never too far away, they never had more than a chance for a hasty make-out session or handjob here and there. Jenny felt bad for them, and even Evan was sympathetic. He only knew Brady a little bit, but he certainly understood what it was like to be in love with a beautiful sister who wanted you more than anyone.
One night when they were lying together in bed following another round of intense sex, Evan and Jenny started talking about her friends' plight.
"What if they just came over here to be together?" Evan suggested. "They could always use one of the other bedrooms if they want. I mean, we're all in the same situation, right?"
Jenny smiled and hugged her brother tightly. "Really? That would make Sam so happy," she replied. "And I know Brady would be too."
They talked about it for a while, and Jenny ended up sending a text right then and there to Sam. Evan made a joke about starting a sex resort for horny brothers and sisters. Jenny laughed and punched him on the arm.
"You just wanna see Sam naked," she teased.
"That's ridiculous," Evan insisted, even though he was actually blushing.
"Oh my god, you do!" Jenny shrieked.
Her brother scowled. "Sam's a pretty girl, but she's not really my type."
"Hmm, so what is your type, dear brother?" she asked coyly.
"I'm into a certain dark-haired girl with hot, sexy curves," giving one of her nipples a quick, loud suck.
Jenny shivered with warmth.
"Have you ever seen Brady naked?" her brother suddenly asked.
"Oh god, no! Why would I ever see that?"
"I dunno. You've stayed at their house enough times."
"Okay, that's fair. I've seen him in his underwear a few times, I guess. But that's all. But Sam's seen you like that, too, when she was staying here."
"Yeah, no big deal, I guess."
Jenny thought a minute. "I guess I wouldn't mind if she saw you naked. As long as she remembers you belong to your sister," she giggled. "But...it might be kinda fun to show you off. A little bit."



"Fair is fair," Evan replied. "I have to admit I was more excited than I ever expected when I showed you off in that parking lot the other day. I felt so proud of you."
"Oh god, you couldn't even wait to get in the house to fuck me," Jenny giggled.
"You were teasing me so bad, and you know it. And then when your tits popped out before you got back in the car...that almost made me cum right there."
"Really?" Jenny was thrilled. "That was an accident, though," she laughed.
Evan smiled. He rolled over and started kissing her while he caressed her naked body with his hands. He spent most of his time massaging her tits while Jenny reached for his cock. He was getting hard again, and he smoothly slid between his sister's substantial thighs and slipped his cock easily into her wet love nest.
**
Two nights later, Samantha and Brady came to the house, already arranging with their parents that they were going to stay over. Jenny was excited, knowing that Sam and her brother were fully planning on finally having a chance to be together. Jenny was happy for her friend, but also happy that there were going to be other people she didn't have to keep her relationship secret from. Now she and Sam would have ever more in common. They would share the deepest, most thrilling secret two friends could have.
Jenny got Evan to help her prepare a nice dinner for all of them. He assisted her in making their mother's lasagna recipe. She didn't really need the help. It was more about the two of them doing it together as a couple. Sure, they were brother and sister, but they were a couple now in every way and it made Jenny feel so warm and loved to be doing something so domestic with Evan. It was no secret that he felt the same way, and that just made Jenny love her big brother even more. It was hard to imagine any one person could feel that happy.
While the lasagna was baking, Jenny went upstairs and obsessed over finding just the right thing to wear for the occasion. Evan came into her room just a few minutes later. She was in her former bedroom now since she hadn't moved all of her clothes into their parents' room yet. It was funny how she still thought of it as their parents' room, but she'd probably stop doing that pretty soon.
Evan sat down on the bed and watched his sister sort through the clothes in her closet. "Jen," he told her, "you're gonna look hot and sexy no matter what you put on. Besides, why do you have to wear something special just for Sam?"
"You're such a guy," Jenny giggled. "I'm not dressing for her. I'm dressing for you."
The smile that plastered itself across her brother's face made her pulse go faster.
"I know the perfect thing," he announced, getting up and leaving the room.
Evan came back less than a minute later with something Jenny recognized from her mother's closet. It was a little black party dress their mother only wore a few times to parties with their father. Jenny was built like their mother, except at eighteen she was a little taller and thicker all around. Evan was holding the dress out to his sister with a sly grin on his face, obviously eager to see her in their mother's sluttiest looking outfit.
"There's no way I can wear that!" she protested through her blush. "It won't even fit me!"
"It stretches, Jen. It'll look perfect on you," Evan insisted.
"That's gonna fit me like a sausage skin!"
"Exactly." The lustful leer on her brother's face was so unsettling, and Jenny took the dress with a deep sigh of surrender.
Evan sat back down on the bed, but his sister told him he wasn't allowed to watch her change into it. When he left she took off the T shirt and shorts she'd been cooking in. She held up her mother's dress and shivered at the idea of wearing in front of other people, but she couldn't forget that it was what Evan wanted to see her in. With a coy smile, she slid her panties off, too, then spent a moment struggling to get into the tight, skimpy party dress.
The dress was stretched to its limit across Jenny's substantial curves. She was bigger than her mother in every way, and the plunging, V shaped neckline was leaving her boobs on display almost to her areolas. It was also much shorter on her than on her mother, with the hem barely making it three inches past the pronounced curve of her ass. As long as she didn't have to bend over she should be okay in front of Sam and Brady.
Jenny put on her only pair of high heels and went downstairs. Seeing the look on Evan's face put her completely at ease. As long as her brother kept looking at her the way he was then she didn't care what anyone else thought. It was almost like being back in that fast food parking lot all over again. She giggled softly as she thought about the way her man had fucked her afterwards.
"Jen, you look...just...amazing," her brother said, immediately rising out of his chair and going to her.
Jenny blushed just from the stunned look in her brother's eyes. It reminded her of the day in the parking lot, except more intense. If she could make him look at her that way she would gladly wear anything he wanted. He wrapped his arms tightly around her body and kissed her. With her heels on he didn't have to lean over as far as usual, and her boobs were pressing up higher against his body. She happily welcomed his searching tongue into her mouth and kissed him back. The girl was amazed to discover just how much he loved the way she looked in the party dress when she felt the stirring growth of his cock in his pants.
And then the doorbell rang.
Evan went to let Sam and Brady in, and it was instantly clear that Jenny wasn't the only baby sister dressed to please her brother that night. The much leaner, more petite Samantha was wearing a daringly short sundress that was cut low across her cupcake shaped tits. Her tight, slender gymnast's legs were tanned and bare from well above the knee.
Like Evan, Brady was dressed casually, in jeans with a short sleeved button down shirt. With her blonde hair tied back, Samantha was clinging to her brother's arm like glue. The pair were clearly nervous and excited in equal portions. Jenny thought the eager couple would probably be just as happy to skip dinner and just go upstairs to one of the empty bedrooms and finally consummate their sibling love. She couldn't blame them. She probably would've been feeling the same way in their position. But then Evan poured wine for everyone, and Jenny realized it was probably a good idea to help everyone relax.
They went into the living room to have a couple of drinks before dinner. Sam and Brady sat close to each other on the couch. They held hands and balanced their glasses in their outer hands. When Evan took a seat in the large easy chair, Jenny sat on the arm of the chair with her free hand on his shoulder. Her position made her dress ride up too high on her legs, and she was afraid Sam and her brother could tell she wasn't wearing panties. Sam had certainly seen Jenny's pussy plenty of times, but it was exciting to think her brother could now see it too. She almost giggled aloud when she thought flashing her slit at Brady would help him get hard enough to fuck his adoring sister.
However, Brady's eyes were just as much on his own sister. Sam and Jenny exchanged a look of understanding, and the blonde let go of her brother's hand and rested her palm on his thigh.
"So dinner's gonna be really good," Jenny said, trying to break the weird tension in the room. "Evan and I were in the kitchen working on it together."
"I guess you guys are doing a lot of things together nowadays," Sam said with a suggestive giggle.
Jenny giggled, too, and caught the sly grin on her handsome brother's face. It was easy to see that Brady was excited about being with his sister in a boyfriend role as much as her brother, but also curious about the way Jenny and Evan were so casual about touching and being affectionate to each other. But the girls were doing most of the talking so far. Brady was going to need another glass of wine before he started asking the questions that were obviously going through his mind.
Everyone drank their first glass pretty quickly, and Jenny rose up off the arm of her brother's chair to go refill the glasses on the coffee table. It made her smile when Brady and Sam both stared at her wobbling boobs as she leaned over with the bottle. She exchanged a knowing smile with the blonde girl as she then refilled her glass and Evan's.
"That's a hot looking dress," Samantha observed. "Did you just get that?"
Jenny stood upright and smoothed her hands over the dress. "Evan picked it out for me," she said evasively, not wanting to admit it was actually her mother's dress. "He kinda loves seeing me in it."
"I can see why," Brady chimed in, obviously beginning to relax more. "He gets to see a lot of you."
Sam elbowed her brother playfully in the ribs and everyone laughed. Jenny felt so happy to see the proud look on her brother's face as she went back to his chair. She sat back down on the arm again, but Evan pulled her down onto his lap. The curvy brunette shrieked in surprise, and the downward bump into Evan's lap made some of her wine spill onto the top of one of her boobs.
"Now look what you made me do!" Jenny pretended to complain.
"We better not waste that wine," her brother said, boldly licking up the red drops of liquid off the upper swell of his sister's lush tit.
Jenny blushed when she caught the way Brady and Sam were watching Evan lick her boob, but she couldn't help feeling a deep wave of warmth between her legs. She noticed the air was hitting her hips and pussy more than it should be, and with a downward glance she discovered that her dress had ridden nearly to her hips when Evan pulled her onto his lap. She was sitting across him sideways, fortunately, or else her pussy would be fully displayed to the other brother and sister sitting on the sofa. As it was, Brady could see more of her ass than she would ever show off if it weren't for her devious brother. But she would have been lying to herself if she tried to deny it was making her slit quiver to have Evan licking her boob in front of Sam and Brady.
"Looks like you forgot panties," Sam pointed out in a playful tone.
"No. I just felt like going without because it drives my darling brother crazy," Jenny giggled.
The moment the words were out of her mouth she realized the wine must be having more of an effect than she thought. She and Sam weren't as used to drinking as their older brothers, but she was feeling happier and more excited by the second. The blonde proved she was feeling the same way when she pulled up the hem of her dress and revealed her own bare, smoothly shaved pussy.
"Me, too," Samantha laughed, boldly spreading her tight, athletic thighs.
Brady was staring in awe at his little sister's brazenly exposed pussy. Meanwhile, Evan slipped his hand between Jenny's much thicker thighs and teased her warm slit with his fingertips. She couldn't believe her brother was touching her pussy right in front of their friends, but there was no way she wanted him to stop touching her, either. Her slit responded to his touch immediately, growing moist and agonizingly warm.
When Samantha saw what Evan was doing between Jenny's legs, she left the hem of her dress up around her waist. She and Brady were both watching the other sibling couple, but he was already feeling his blonde sister's smooth, inner thighs and raking his fingers up and down along her pussy lips.
"Oh god, that's so good," Samantha sighed loudly enough for everyone to hear.
By now, Brady had a large bulge in his pants while he openly massaged his younger sister's pussy. He obviously didn't care that Jenny and Evan were watching every stroke of his fingers. And Sam obviously didn't care that they could see how wet she was getting. Brady leaned over and kissed her. She kissed him back deeply and reached over to feel the large bulge in the front of his pants.
Jenny and Evan were watching closely, but he was now probing his sister's pussy with his fingers while she put one foot on the floor and brought her thighs open wider for him. She could feel his cock quickly growing hard against her ass, and the deeper he fingered her slit the more she started rocking her hips in his lap.
Samantha was moaning into her brother's mouth as he stroked a pair of fingers into her wet hole. She was lifting her ass off the couch slightly, trying to fuck back at Brady's pumping fingers.
"Fuck, that's hot," Evan whispered to his own sister. He already had two of his own fingers inside Jenny's pussy.
"Brothers and sisters are made for each other," she replied.
Then Evan kissed Jenny, and both pair of siblings went on kissing heatedly for a long time while each brother fingered his sister's pussy. And each couple paused here and there to watch the other. It also seemed like each couple was inspiring the other to take more chances. Jenny could see that Sam was getting more and more eager to get her hands on her brother's cock as the blonde never stopped rubbing Brady's prominent bulge. She also wanted to watch as much as Sam wanted to do it. She didn't doubt for a second that Evan would love to watch it too.
Jenny got off of her brother's lap, despite growing more and more excited from his fingering. Leaving her dress bunched up over her hips, she walked around to the side of Evan's chair. She was excited by the way Sam and Brady stopped kissing to look at her bald pussy. It made her heart pound, especially since her blonde friend and her brother never stopped touching each other. Brady's fingers were still sliding in and out of Sam's pussy, which seemed to be getting wetter by the second. And Sam was still fondling her brother's cock through his pants, but Jenny was hoping her next move would help her friend take the next step.
The curvy brunette leaned over and started to unbutton and then unzip Evan's pants. Grinning at his sister, he lifted his ass off the seat cushion to help her slide his pants down his legs, all the way to his ankles. She reached for the thick, throbbing pole standing up hard and proud from between Evan's legs and started stroking him.
"It's much better if you take your brother's cock out of his pants," she giggled at her friend.
Sam giggled, too, and immediately started opening her own brother's pants. She had Brady's hard dick in her hand less thirty seconds later. He groaned loudly as his sister started stroking his shaft. Jenny and the blonde exchanged a look and smiled at each other. It seemed so right to be sharing this special time with each other. She then leaned over low, bringing her face close enough to Evan's cock to lash out with her tongue and lick his swollen shaft all over. Her constant awareness that another brother and sister were watching as she ran her wet tongue over that hard man flesh made her pussy drip. She was gripping his cock from the base, and finally took him into her mouth and started bobbing her head up and down his rod.
Evan groaned with pleasure. He reached behind his sister and started fondling her big, shapely ass, his fingers finding their way toward her slit. Jenny moaned around the fat stalk of cock flesh in her mouth when her brother started rubbing her slick sex lips with the tips of his large fingers. She could tell from the way he was pulsating between her moist lips that he was just as excited as she about being sucked in front of Samantha and Brady. As her lips and hand were rhythmically moving up and down her brother's cock, Jenny could hear their friends moaning and gasping more intensely. Evan slipped a finger inside her creamy hole and stroked that special place he knew how to touch every time.
A second finger slipped into Jenny's pussy, and after another minute of two of steady fingerfucking she was quickly becoming too distracted to keep up her rhythmic sucking. She lifted her mouth off Evan's cock and moaned loudly. Yet she held her position bending over his chair and savored the agile pump of his fingers.
When she looked at the couple on the couch, Jenny discovered that Sam was already naked now, and Brady had his shirt off. She was kneeling on the floor in front of him while her hands furiously worked to get his pants open and down to his ankles. His cock bounced and swaggered in his younger sister's face. The blonde wrapped her small hand around his big shaft and began making eager love to that rock hard pole with her mouth. The brunette was amazed by how bold and open the other siblings were, but she remembered how unstoppable her own passion was that first time with Evan.
The brunette watched her friend bring her big brother to a groaning groundswell of pleasure as she worked over his cock with her hand and mouth. Despite the very obvious differences in their appearance, Jenny almost felt as if she were watching herself suck Evan's cock. It was the overwhelming thrill of witnessing a baby sister giving that most special of all loves to her handsome big brother. The bond between the two friends was now so strong that Jenny looked at Sam more like a sister than ever before. And yet Evan's fingers kept probing and prodding her slick sheath, sending electrical sparks throughout her entire body.
Jenny felt like she was in love with everyone and everything. Meanwhile, Evan's other hand easily pulled her heavily heaving melons free from her dress. He caressed each, dangling orb with his one hand, taking time to tease and tweeze her impossibly swollen nipples. She started to push her dress off, dragging it downward over her thick curves. Evan pulled his fingers free of her pussy to let her shove her dress all the way off. She then stood there completely naked except for the heels she still had on. The heels made her taller and feel more beautiful.
Until finally crossing the line with Evan, Jenny never would've had the courage to exposed her naked body in front of other people. It was her brother who helped her see how beautiful she was, not in spite of her size, but because of it. It gave her pulse an extra jump when she caught Brady gazing at her brazenly bared body while his sister eagerly sucked his impressive cock. He gave the curvy teen a grin, letting her know he enjoyed the way she admired his manhood. Yet Jenny knew it would always belong to his loving sister, just as she and Evan now belonged to each other. But it was still so thrilling to watch, and she loved being watched just as much, especially by a couple who knew and understood the love she shared with her brother.
Jenny spent a moment playing with her oversized tits, toying with her nipples while Brady stared and pumped his cock into his own sister's mouth. Evan was watching everything that was going on, and he scrambled to get his clothes off at the same time.
Brady then pushed his petite, blonde sister off his cock and guided her back onto the couch. It was his turn to kneel on the floor. He started kissing the insides of Samantha's thighs, working his mouth ever closer to the girl's openly displayed pussy. Her hips were already rocking in anticipation, and when her brother finally began licking her wet slit she cried out with pleasure.
Jenny was entranced by the sight, but she was quickly distracted by Evan as he grabbed her by the hand and pulling her around the chair so she was facing him. He then slid down lower so his sister could turn around and straddle him. He held his cock steady while she lowered her pussy onto his shaft. That thick rod was so hard, stretching and filling her slit with Evan's throbbing heat as she impaled herself.
Samantha's eyes were wide with wonder, watching her best friend grind her wet pussy onto her big brother's aroused organ. Brady was completely focused on pleasing his baby sister's wet pussy, slathering his tongue over her clit while driving a pair of fingers in and out of her hole. The blonde was squirming and fighting for breath, but she was now spellbound by the sight of Jenny's pussy slowly swallowing up the entire length of Evan's sturdy cock.



The buxom young brunette started to rise and fall on her brother's luscious rod, making her balloon shaped tits heave and shake with body's motion. Jenny had always known that she and Sam had the kind of friendship where they could share anything, but actually riding her brother's beautiful dick right in front of her was making her pussy flush all over Evan's shaft. His hands freely explored her ripe, teen body while she rode him, as if he couldn't decide whether to hold onto her ass and hips or her heaving tits.
Jenny loved seeing the astonished look on her friend's passion contorted face, but the young blonde was soon pushing Brady's face away from her widely spread pussy.
"Brady, oh fuck, my love, I need you to fuck me now," Sam told him in a desperate tone.
The blonde slid off the couch and knelt on the carpet with her hands on the coffee table. Her knees were planted wide apart while Brady got into position behind her and started rubbing the tip of his inflated cock up and down the lips of her sex hole. A faraway look was in her eyes while her bother's cock mashed its way into her tiny, slick hole. Her brother wasted no time in pulling back and then beginning to fuck his ecstatic sister with long, forceful strokes of his rigid cock.
Jenny was amazed by the sight of her friend finally getting what she'd been dreaming of for so long from her adoring older sibling. The two friends both had everything they ever wanted now. The room was filled with the sounds of all four grunting, moaning, gasping for air and the squelching sounds of two brothers' cocks pumping hot and hard into two sisters' pussies.
Jenny was just as excited that Brady was watching her, too, while pounding his cock into Sam's tight, young body. The brunette played with her own nipples while Evan took a tight hold on her hips. The heavily curved teen had never felt so beautiful or so much in love, and all the feelings and pleasure inside her finally boiled over as a breathtaking orgasm began to grip her body in shuddering joy.
Evan couldn't hold out against the spastic clenching of his sister's pussy and he pumped a full, creamy load of brother goo deeply into her core.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, that's beautiful," Samantha cried as she watched her best friend take her own brother's cum up inside her.
The blonde was next to explode with please, followed only seconds later by Brady, who was hammering his overheated prick into the agile, young blonde's tight sleeve. He finally sat back against the couch on the floor, pulling his naked sister into his arms and kissing her so passionately it nearly made Jenny cry.
But Jenny rose off her brother's cock and then cuddled with him on the big chair. Each pair of siblings spent a long time nuzzling and kissing as they practically forgot the other couple was even there.
But eventually they all got up and went into the kitchen to enjoy a wonderful dinner, all naked and toasting each other's happiness with a couple more rounds of wine. Everyone just seemed to feel good being naked in the small group. It felt good, but it was also a fun, sexy way for each couple to express the loving nature of their relationships. Jenny had never felt so happy or so beautiful since the first moment Evan had kissed her like a man kisses the woman he chooses to claim for his entire life.
Later, Samantha and Brady decided to spend the night. They slept in Jenny's room since it had a larger bed than the one in Evan's old room. Jenny and Evan, of course, slept in their parents' old room, now their room. Both couples could hear moans and cries of the most special kind of pleasure throughout the night as they expressed their uncontainable love in their respective rooms.
Evan filled his happy little sister's pussy with two more loads of cum before he was through for the night. Jenny drifted off to sleep in his strong, loving arms, not knowing what would happen in the morning, except that it would be a new day for them all.
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Are you up? Eden sent the text despite the late hour.
The reply came in less than a minute: Yeah. Surprised you are too.
Was just thinking about you. Miss you.
That's sweet, baby. Miss you too.
She sent a heart emoji. Her father wouldn't think anything of it. She sent him hearts every day. He sent back just as many. He never once let one go unanswered.
It was Eden's first semester of college, and her roommate, Sara, was in her own bed with a guy between her legs. Even though the room was fairly dim, Eden could see the guy's butt rocking under the sheet while he thrust his cock into Sara's pussy. Sara had stopped trying to muffle her moans of pleasure weeks before, and Eden felt her own pussy quivering with heat. It wasn't that she was turned on by Sara's choice of the moment, or by Sara herself. It was more because of the reminder of what she didn't have for herself: a guy to desire her so much he couldn't wait to fill her body with throbbing man meat.
Can't wait to see you next week, Eden's father texted.
Eden smiled at her phone. Me neither!
The following week was when Eden would join her father for the Christmas and New Year break. She meant it when she said she couldn't wait. Her first semester of college had gone well, and she was expecting her grades to be good, but she definitely needed a break from this weird situation with Sara being so horny she brought guys back to the room to fuck her whether Eden was there or not. Her flashy looking, blonde roommate had been quite blunt about her sexual proclivities early in the semester when they were just getting to know each other.
"I've been waiting forever to get here and have all the college dick I can get," the blonde had said with a shameless giggle. She wasn't the least bit reluctant to admit it. "Now I don't mean to be a bitch or anything, but I'm gonna get it one way or another, whether you're here or not. You're even welcome to join in if you want. Otherwise, we can work out a system like a ribbon on the doorknob or something if you want to go hang at the library whenever I'm, um, busy."
Eden had laughed. She was nothing like Sara, and far from thinking her new roommate was a bitch, the much nerdier looking, bookish, brown-haired girl actually kind of admired her bold attitude. The pair easily settled into a routine of mutual tolerance. Eden simply hadn't wanted to end up staying away from her room as much as Sara's voracious libido would've required. And even though Eden wasn't experienced with sex the way Sara obviously was, she rationalized that it was only sex and no big deal to keep up with her reading and studies while her roommate satisfied her needs.
It was also true that Eden was naturally curious, and she wasn't above peeking over the top of whatever textbook she was pretending to read to see what was going on right across the room. Quite a few of the guys weren't at all shy about exposing their excited dicks in front of her. She was surprised how they could all seem so different, being all different sizes and shapes. Even more surprising was how her pussy would heat up and trickle moisture into her panties as she saw Sara stroke and suck them before pulling the sheet up and taking them between her legs.
The blonde obviously felt so much pleasure from each and every dick that went inside her pussy. Eden longed for that feeling, but she had yet to imagine having any one of those guys between her own legs. She always found something off about them one way or another, something that just didn't feel right. Either they were too shy or too bold. Too big or too small. And then there was the way they always left as soon as they got what they wanted, leaving Sara alone in her bed.
The blonde was perfectly happy with that arrangement, but Eden didn't want that for herself. Something about it just felt icky to her, although she didn't judge Sara for it. If that's what she wanted then that was her business. Eden might've had a softer, rounder kind of body than her roommate, and those big glasses she always wore, but she still got attention from guys, even if not as much. But more and more as time went by, the nerdy girl would turn to the only man who made her feel loved and safe while her blonde roommate was enjoying herself. Maybe it would've been different if Eden had found a guy she could talk to the way she could talk to her dad, but so far that had simply not been the case.
Hope you won't get bored being stuck with just you and me for a whole month, Steve, the girl's father texted back.
Oh, Daddy! I never had you all to myself like that before. It's gonna be heaven!
The guy who was now fucking Sara seemed like he was going to be pumping the appreciative blonde all night. She was on her third orgasm, and Eden's pussy was starting to soak through her panties as she tried to focus on chatting with her dad.
Eden would, in fact, be pretty much alone with her father for the entire semester break. He'd separated from her mother soon after she started school. It was no surprise that her parents had only been staying together until she left the nest, and Eden was actually relieved they finally broke up. There was no love lost between her and her mother, and Eden wasn't even that surprised when her father quickly moved to a small coastal city that was about a ninety minute drive from her campus. If anything, she only wished he was closer, but he said he was trying to be careful not to be so close as to smother her.
While Eden was thinking about how much she loved being smothered in her handsome father's attention, Sara and her man of the moment rolled over to rearrange themselves. The blonde was now impaling herself on his cock, and she started riding him while the sheet that had been covering them before fell away. The blonde was completely exposed now, her full tits bouncing as she ground her pussy up and down his shaft. Eden could almost feel the way the guy's cock had to be scaping along her roommate's inner sheath. Her pussy quivered in response.
I hope you like our new house. And your new room! Steve texted his daughter.
Lol. I know I will, Daddy. You only sent me about a 100 pix already!
Speaking of pix, her father wrote back, I didn't get one of my favorite girl today. He added a frown emoji after.
Omg, you didn't send me one either! And it's almost midnight!
Eden and Steve had sent each other selfies every day since she left for school. They hadn't skipped a day, and it made Eden feel loved whenever her father reminded her he needed one every day. She was trying to concentrate on taking one, but Sara started moaning again and Eden knew she was cumming. Again! Whoever this guy was he was staying hard a long time. He was also playing with Sara's bouncing tits as she rode him faster.
Meanwhile, a selfie came in from Eden's father. He was lying in bed, not surprisingly considering the hour. He wasn't wearing a shirt, and Eden could see his chest and shoulders. Since moving so far south, he'd obviously been working out and swimming in the ocean almost every day. He looked so fit and tan that Eden couldn't help noticing how hot and handsome her dad was getting now that he was single again. It was weird to be looking at him like that now while her pussy was wet and aching from watching and listening to the lustful couple on the other side of the room.
Eden snuck a hand under the sheet and pressed her fingers against her pussy through the well soaked fabric of her panties while gazing at the unexpectedly sexy picture of her father. She shouldn't be doing it. She could only imagine what her loving dad would think of her. Did it mean she was getting to be a bigger pervert than her constantly horny roommate? She pulled her hand out from between her well rounded thighs before the feeling got even better.
Now you, baby. Hurry! It's almost midnight! Steve wrote to follow the picture. He had no idea how it was affecting her.
Daddy, you look so handsome! she wrote back.
Then she sat up a little higher against her pillows, fluffed her silky brown hair and snapped a quick selfie in exchange for her father's. It wasn't until after she hit the send button that she realized her swollen nipples were easily visible through the thin tank top she had on. For that matter, it showed much too much of her fully rounded cleavage. Her unbound C cup boobs were practically falling out of her top. She felt a sudden wave of embarrassment, but at the same time her pussy flushed with a fresh wave of heat which she blamed on Sara and her latest conquest.
Eden was mortified to think that her father would save that picture. He saved all of her pictures, no matter how bad she thought some of them were. But it made her feel warm to know he couldn't bring himself to delete any of them. But now he had this one, and he'd see her boobs every time he looked at it. She got worried when his usual, over-the-top response was slow to come. She must have freaked him out so much he didn't know what to say. Meanwhile, her roommate was going wild on the cock she was still riding.
After what felt like forever, Eden got a simple omg from her father. Then came a wow. She still didn't know what to say in response and Steve sent another message before she could think of something. So beautiful! Guess you're not Daddy's little girl anymore.
Omg, I'll ALWAYS be your little girl! 4ever!
Eden couldn't even think about her father not thinking of her as his little daddy's girl. That's what she'd been to him all her life, and she sure wasn't planning to change that. Ever. But it was more than a little disturbing that she was sitting up in bed with a wet pussy, a horny couple fucking basically in front of her, and she was hung on the point that her father said she was beautiful. She snuck her hand back under the sheet and gave her pussy a quick, furtive squeeze. Her juices were starting to leak past her panties now.
Of course you'll always be daddy's little girl in my heart, Steve texted back, but you're a gorgeous young woman now. Not the kinda pic you should send your dad, but I hope you're not sending pix like that to any of those college boys!
Omg, Daddy, that's only for you! Eden sent back before she had a chance to think about how it sounded.
OK, this is weird but that does make me feel better lol, Steve replied.
Dad? Am I really as pretty as you said?
Baby, even more.
Eden felt high. Quite a few guys had told her she was pretty, but no one had ever used words like beautiful or gorgeous before. Her father was obviously biased, but the wet pussy begging to get her hand back under the sheet made her happy he would say so. At this point she wasn't even sure if she was so wet because of her roommate or her father.
With a quick glance at Sara to make sure she was fully distracted, Eden pulled the lowcut neck of her tank top down past her tits. Her full orbs now sat in the open with the hem of the tank underneath them, and she quickly snapped another selfie and sent it to her father before she could change her mind. Her heart was pounding as she waited for a response, afraid her father would think she was crazy, or even worse, a wicked little girl.
Well maybe she was a little wicked, she thought with coy smile. What other kind of girl would send her own father a selfie with her big tits hanging out? She never would've done such a thing before ending up with Sara for a roommate. She was the most embarrassed she'd ever felt in her life, knowing her father was now most certainly looking at picture of his daughter's smiling face with her boobs hanging out with those big, hard nipples pointing at him. And yet her pussy felt like it was burning.
Really inappropriate for your dad, Steve finally texted back. But, um, unbelievably gorgeous.
Really, Dad? You really think?
God, yes. Please don't ask me to say more.
OK, OK. Love you, Daddy. Sweet dreams.
Love you back, angel.
Eden put her hand under the sheet again, and this time it slipped inside her panties to stroke the aching lips of her oozing pussy. Her father's words were echoing in her mind while she pushed a pair of fingers into her hole and brought herself to a climax at the same time that the guy with Sara started cumming inside her. She didn't even try to muffle her sighs of pleasure since she was sure the moaning and groaning from Sara's side of the room provided good camouflage for her.
Fortunately, Sara's satisfied guest didn't take long before he got dressed and left. The freshly fucked, blonde freshman lay across her bed with her body still carelessly displayed in front of her roommate. Eden couldn't help letting her eyes drift over the other girl's puffy, reddened pussy. It wasn't like she was turned on by other girls, although sometimes she couldn't help it, but she was more interested in the well-used condition of Sara's pussy. Despite giving her own pussy a good workout with her fingers, Eden was longing to feel what her roommate was feeling. The afterglow of all that intense pleasure was all over her dreamy face.
"I almost want to take a pregnancy test now," Eden joked. "I bet you won't be able to walk straight tomorrow."
Sara snickered. "Let's hope so. He's definitely coming back if I have anything to say about it."
"He was totally into it. Or didn't you notice?"
"I was distracted," the blonde said. "But, um, I did happen to notice you taking a bare-titty selfie. Did you send that to your dad?"
"Oh my god, Sara, why would I send a titty-pic to my father?"
Eden felt herself blushing with embarrassment. She knew she was the worst liar in the world.
"Mhmm, suuuure, whatever you say, Edie. But we both know you're only texting your dad every night. I mean, you practically talk about him like a boyfriend."
"I do not!" the brunette insisted.
"Oh, of course not," Sara said with light sarcasm. "So what did he think? He must've liked them. You do have a great pair."
"Sara. You're crazy if you think I'd seriously send a picture of my tits to my father."
The blonde smiled deviously. "So he liked them."
"Oh my god, you're impossible."
"You know he's going to be perving on those boobs every day until he picks you up for break."
Eden blushed again. She hadn't thought about that possibility. What a stupid impulse that was! Yet she still felt high from the way her father had reacted. She couldn't get enough of him telling her she was beautiful, even if he might've been talking about her tits. Besides, it was all she could think about when she'd had her fingers in her pussy not so long ago while Sara was cumming all over the cock of that guy whose name Eden couldn't even remember now.
"Yup," Sara sighed, shamelessly stretching her naked body as she lay back and relaxed. "Daddy's gonna be staring at his princess's big boobs, and then it's just gonna be the two of you in his big, new beach house all month."
"Oh, fuck," Eden said under her breath, hoping Sara didn't hear.
"It's kinda hot, to be honest. If my dad was as cool as yours I'd probably even send him pussy pix."
"You're crazy," Eden laughed.
However, Sara had given her a lot to think about as she fell asleep that night, things she should have considered before doing something so rash as sending a boob shot to her own dad.
Fortunately, Steve didn't mention the picture again over the next few nights when father and daughter texted each other. Eden was convinced he'd forgotten all about it by the time exams were over and he arrived to pick her up the next day. That's what she was hoping for, at least. As for herself, she'd probably opened that picture he'd sent of himself a hundred times. It wasn't so explicit as the one she'd sent him, but he was bare from the waist up, at the very least, and it was impossible for his daughter not to wonder if he might've been lying in bed naked when he took it.
Eden had always assumed that daughters simply didn't wonder if their fathers slept naked, but that assumption was now obliterated. She had been wondering about it much more than she should. Sara only made it worse the few times she teased Eden about sending a topless selfie to him. The blonde had even floated the idea of sending her father a picture of her pussy. Eden could never do such a thing herself. She wouldn't put it past Sara, though. The blonde was an incorrigible exhibitionist. Even so, after the way Steve had reacted to the sight of his daughter's exposed tits, Eden couldn't help wondering what her father would think of seeing her pussy. Would he think she was beautiful there, too?
The curvy, young brunette couldn't stop worrying about these things as she waited in front of her dorm building for her father to arrive, a large, heavily stuffed suitcase on the ground beside her. She was wearing a pair of black, denim shorts that were snug without being skintight. And as long as she didn't have to bend over too much they'd cover her rounded ass completely, but not much more than that. On top, she was wearing a sleeveless jersey that was cropped a couple of inches above the waist of her shorts. The top was quite a bit tighter than the shorts, and it featured the weighty shape of her healthy bust and the outline of the C cup bra she had on underneath.
She didn't like letting her bra show through a top that way, but it was better than having obvious pokies in her top if her nipples ended up going erect. And with an hour and a half ride ahead with only her father in the seat right beside her, it was highly unlikely she was going to get through it without a few nipple-hardening moments.
Even though Eden had already been waiting for her father to show up for the past twenty minutes, he wasn't late. She was just anxious to see him and wanted to get out of her room. Sara had already left campus so the room was even lonelier than usual.
Steve's SUV finally pulled into the parking lot and stopped in front of where Eden was standing. He immediately got out of the car and went to the other side to give his daughter one of his long, tight, daddy bear hugs. Eden cooed softly in her father's arms. She hadn't felt one of his hugs since Thanksgiving. She couldn't explain why, but Steve's hugs always made Eden feel safe, and like the only girl in his world. She didn't know if other girls felt like this when their fathers hugged them. Probably not. Most of her friends spent half the time complaining that their fathers were either too strict or not strict enough.
Eden didn't understand how her friends could have such wildly different feelings about their fathers. Then again, she'd always been a classic daddy's girl, and then leaving for college just when her parents were breaking up did a lot to magnify her feelings toward him. Even though she knew the divorce was the best thing for them, she worried about Steve being on his own, and she knew he had probably moved within easy reach of her campus because he wanted to be close to her. She would have been perfectly happy to have him even closer.
She worried about him being lonely, despite having that amazing, new beach house. She knew he wasn't dating yet because he spent every night texting her. That only made her smile, though. It made her tummy fill with butterflies at the thought of being the main girl in his life.
Steve finally released his girl from the hug and held her just far enough away to look at her. He was smiling at her like it was the first time he'd ever seen her. Eden actually felt herself blush as she wondered if he still thought about the picture she sent him a few nights ago. At least he was treating her the way he usually did, so far, so hopefully he hadn't started thinking she was some kind of freak. Like Sara.
"You look so beautiful," her father sighed wistfully. "I can't believe I'll finally have you at home with me for a whole month."



"Well the feeling is mutual, Mister," she said playfully.
Steve loaded his daughter's suitcase into the back, and then they left campus and headed for home. Even though they texted every night and talked at least once or twice a week, the two were quickly talking and catching up on the details of each other's life. Eden told her father about getting through her first ever college exam week while he listened attentively. For a while, she started to forget ever flashing her own father her ripe boobs. It was a relief he could let it pass so easily.
It was so good just to be near him again, especially without her mother around to constantly get between them. She started thinking about asking him about moving in with him and commuting to campus. The drive was a little long, but she could probably arrange her schedule so she only needed to be on campus two or three days a week. If she convinced him she could get more studying done at home than in her dorm room he would probably agree. She liked Sara well enough, but her roommate's constant sexual appetite was distracting, to say the least.
It also reminded Eden how much she wanted a nice, hard cock between her legs, but she wasn't interested in the boys she kept meeting on campus. She wanted something much more substantial. Either way, she had a hard time imagining a conversation with her father where she told him about having a roommate who put on a live sex show at least three times a week. He'd probably move her home immediately, but how embarrassing would that be?
But for now, they were mainly talking about exams for Eden and work for Steve. He kept looking over at his daughter and smiling at her, letting her know how happy he was to have her close again. But a few times, Eden noticed her father's eyes take a quick trip over the alluring swell of her tits in her snug top. It made her pulse jump every time she caught him peeking, and she couldn't help wondering how many times he'd looked at the picture she impulsively sent him barely a week ago.
They were about halfway to the new house when the need to pee became more than Eden could take.
"Um, Dad. I really need to pee," she told him.
"Didn't you go before I picked you up?"
"I didn't have to. But seriously, Dad, if you don't pull over I'm gonna burst."
"Okay, okay, we can't have that," he said with a smile.
Steve was looking for a good place to pull over, but they were passing through an unpopulated area. There wasn't so much as a gas station or convenience store anywhere in sight.
"Sweetie, it's probably another fifteen miles before we get somewhere to find a bathroom for you."
"Dad, I really can't wait that long."
"Looks like it's gonna have to be in the bushes."
Steve pulled onto the shoulder. Fortunately, there was hardly any traffic, so Eden didn't feel too bad about jumping out of the SUV and dashing a few feet into the trees along the road. But as she opened her shorts and pushed them down along with her panties she realized the logistics for a girl peeing outdoors were nothing she was at all used to. And now, the pressure was making it hard to be very logical. So she turned to the one person who always managed to make everything okay in whatever situation.
"Dad? I need help," she called back toward the car.
Steve got out and walked over into the trees while Eden held her open shorts around her hips. Fortunately, he didn't make his daughter explain any further, saving her from getting any more embarrassed than she already was. He just walked up behind her and hooked his arms under hers, supporting her weight and allowing her to push her shorts down to her knees and squat halfway down.
It felt weird to have her ass and pussy hanging out like that while her father held her up. But it was weirdly comforting too. At the same time, as badly as Eden needed to piss, her body wasn't cooperating under the circumstances. It wasn't that her father could see much from his position, but he was holding her, touching her body while she tried to relax enough to let go.
"Um, sorry, Daddy. It just, um, won't come."
"Don't worry, sweetheart. It will. You just have to relax."
"That's easy for you to say."
Making matters worse, Eden felt a persistent swarm of damp heat in her pussy. She felt completely vulnerable, relying on her father to hold her as she willed her uncooperative body to relax enough to let loose a stream of pee into the soft bed of pine needles under her. His soothing voice was practically in her ear as he talked to her about how happy he was she was coming home for a whole month. She knew he was just trying to take her mind off of the pressing problem, helping to make it easier, but it was just making her pussy feel hot and wet. Her slit was already feeling juicy and she hadn't even started peeing yet.
The weird thing was that Eden also felt so safe and protected. Her father was the only person in the world who ever made her feel that way. She knew she could just as easily have propped her back against a tree, but she'd asked her father for help anyway. And if she knew that much, then so did he. But he was there for her without a second thought. Everything he ever did, from the way he doted on her to the way he texted her every night like a starry-eyed boy who was in love with her - all made her feel his love and dedication to her. She knew there was no man in the world who would do for her what he was willing to do.
And then a sudden burst of piss shot from her pussy onto ground below. It felt thick and forceful. Eden moaned a sigh of relief. It was embarrassing when she realized how sexual it sounded, but the relief of finally pissing was almost as good as an orgasm. There was the added fact that her father was holding her in his arms while her stream shot into the ground. It felt so weird, yet so warm and comforting at the same time. She moaned again. Fuck it, she thought. How many times would she ever be in a situation like this? She decided to let go of her worries and just enjoy the sensation. She moaned again and then sighed as her stream finally ebbed down to a trickle.
Steve then helped Eden to her feet. She pulled up her panties and shorts, zipping back up before turning back around to face her father. Her bare ass was obviously on display for him, and she didn't think he was not going to look. She was hoping he would, but she wasn't brave enough to flash him her pussy. What would he think when he saw the way she shaved herself bald? It was also embarrassing to be as wet as she was, her pussy being soaked between the peeing and the arousal of the whole situation. She didn't know how she could look her father in the face now, but she took a deep breath and finally turned around.
"Guess you really did have to go," he said with one brow raised in surprise.
"Thanks for the help, Dad. I, uhh, guess I'm not used to peeing in the woods."
Just as Eden thought she noticed a swollen bulge in the front of her father's pants, he quickly turned away and started walking back to the car. The moist ache in her pussy suddenly surged at the thought that her father had been just as excited as she was. Her bare, shapely legs felt unsteady as she followed him out of the woods, wishing he'd turn around so she could make sure she wasn't just seeing things that weren't there.
They got back in the SUV and continued on their way. The next few minutes went by in silence, but Eden kept thinking about the way her ass had been fully exposed to her dad and the way he'd held her and spoke to her in his soothing voice as she pissed in the dirt. The silence between them made her think he probably had the same thing on his mind. She would've been disappointed if he didn't. After a while, she decided that breaking the awkward silence was the best way to make light of the situation.
"So now you've seen even more of your daughter," she said with a snicker.
Steve laughed. The two of them laughed for the next couple of miles. They spent the rest of the ride talking and laughing about everything except peeing in the woods and topless selfies.
Eden loved her father's new house, even though this was only her third time being there. In the fall, she'd spent a few days there before the semester began, and then again over the Thanksgiving break. When they arrived, she hauled her luggage straight to her room and felt a huge wave of relief. It was so much nicer than her room on campus. It had an amazing view of the beach, for one thing. For another, even if she was used to Sara having sex in the room in front of her, Eden was looking forward to a few weeks of privacy. But the best part was just getting to have a whole month on her own with her dad.
The damp feeling in Eden's panties made her feel like taking a shower and changing into fresh clothes. There was a bathroom right across the hall from her room, but she liked using the bathroom adjoining her father's bedroom. It was the nicest bathroom she'd ever seen. The shower was huge and she loved the hand-held nozzle. She tried to use the other bathroom as much as possible, but her father's was so much more luxurious, and after the ride from campus she felt like taking a long, hot shower.
She pulled her top off over her head, and after she took her bra off, Eden spent a couple of minutes massaging her firm bulbs, relieved to have the confining garment off. It felt good to rub her sensitive tits and feel the tingly sensation of her nipples growing thick and hard under her fingers. It was impossible not to think about the pee stop with her father during the ride from school. Her pussy was still aching from the strange experience, and she was thinking about going into her father's bathroom and getting that handheld showerhead between her legs and giving herself some badly needed relief.
Eden finally stopped playing with her tits and pushed off her shorts and soggy panties. She put on the robe she left in the closet here at her dad's. The thin, satiny material felt good on her skin. It was short, but not so short as to be indecent if she wore it outside her room in front of her father. She tied the front closed, but just as she was leaving her room she stopped and readjusted it to show just a little more than a hint of cleavage. It was a completely irrational thing to do, but her dad's attention was something she found herself wanting more of the more she got.
The warm feeling between her smooth thighs her father's attention gave her was becoming addictive. Sometimes she wished he was anyone but her father. But that was silly. Only a girl's father could ever hold her or look at her the way Steve did.
She found him in the kitchen making dinner preparations. When she entered the room, he stopped what he was doing and smiled at the sight of his baby girl. Eden felt so good to have someone who was that happy to see her.
"Do I have time for a shower before we eat?" she asked.
"Sure, sweetie. And yes, go ahead and use mine," he said, anticipating her next question.
Eden smiled and blushed a little at being so transparent. But the blush was also because she saw how her father's eyes kept darting over the exposed part of her cleavage and the pokie dents her hard nipples were making in her robe. She leaned in the doorway and crossed one leg in front of the other. The support of the door frame was helping because she found herself feeling a little weak in the knees. It was weird to stand there talking to him when she was planning to go into his bathroom and finger her pussy while she thought about him.
Spending a semester with Sara fucking and sucking a bunch of different guys right across the room must have affected Eden more than she thought.
"Anything special you want for your first dinner home for the holiday? You haven't had your dad's homemade pizza for a while," Steve said.
"I would love that, Daddy."
"In that case, I should run to the market and get some more cheese. You go ahead and take that shower, and I'll be back soon. We can have pizza and watch some dorky Christmas movies."
Eden giggled happily. She loved curling up on the sofa with her father to watch corny holiday shows. Her mother would always disapprove, but now she had her father all to herself and whatever her mother thought about how close they were didn't matter anymore.
"You know how much I'd love that, Dad. After I get changed I can help you cook."
"It's a date," Steve smiled. He went to his daughter and kissed the very corner of her mouth before leaving for the market. It was the closest he'd ever come to kissing his daughter on the lips, and the feeling made Eden's nipples buzz even harder.
When she went in to use her father's bathroom, she didn't bother closing the door between his bathroom and bedroom. She'd probably be out of the shower and changed by the time he got back from the market. She untied the sash on her robe and let the garment slip off. Then she started the water, but knowing it would be a couple of minutes before it reached the temperature she liked, she went back into her father's bedroom. It just felt good to be naked in his room. Her hands came up to cup and squeeze her tits, pinching and rolling her hard nipples between her fingertips.
Eden walked around her father's bedroom like it was her room too, her hands kneading her sensitive tits the whole time. The wet, slippery feeling between her thighs was nagging at her now, setting every pore of her fine skin on edge. Looking at her father's empty bed, she imagined him there, sitting up with his phone when he texted her at night when she was away at school. She tried to imagine what he looked like, what he did, that night she lost her senses and sent him a picture of her tits. In her mind, he kept holding his phone in one hand while the other slid under the sheets to fondle his growing cock.
With the dripping ache in her pussy growing into a tiny inferno, Eden lay down on her father's bed and spread her legs wide apart. With one hand moving over both of her smooth tits, she sent the other between her thighs and began rubbing the juice-covered lips of her pussy. It felt dangerous to finger herself on her father's bed, thinking of him. What if he suddenly forgot something and came home to catch her in the act? She liked to imagine she'd just spread her legs even wider for him and beckon him to fuck her. But she knew in reality she'd probably die of embarrassment and try to cover herself.
Knowing she only had a limited amount of time, Eden reluctantly got up and went back in the bathroom, stepping into the large, glass encased shower. The water temp was perfect now, and she played with her distended nipples while the warm stream ran over her skin and wet her down. It wasn't long before one hand slipped down to continue rubbing at the aching lips of her young sex. She uttered a long sigh and moan as she stroked her lips, bringing the ache into every cell of her body.
Eden leaned back against the wall while her finger pressed into the swollen nub of her aroused clit. A sharp breath pulled deep into her body as she touched her slippery pearl. She set one foot on the edge of the wide, stone tub and then grabbed the nozzle off the bracket. First, she let the spray wash over her tits while she plumped her nipples with her free hand. Then, she lowered the nozzle to her bald, aching pussy mound. The other hand peeled her slit open as she angled the stream against her clit. The warm, forceful spray made her gasp. A tingling wave of delicious pleasure fanned out through her entire body from the hot point of her swollen clit.
While she kept her slit splayed open with her fingers, Eden held the stream directly on her clit. It was impossible to keep visions of her loving father out of her swirling mind. Her vivid imagination had him lying in his bed, stroking his aroused cock as gazed at his own daughter's exposed tits on his phone. Eden whimpered at the mere thought, feeling the nozzle rush steadily against her clit. The fire flaming in her pussy was spreading out through her body, causing an aching throb to torture her fattened nipples.
Eden held the nozzle closer to her clit, increasing the pressure of the spray hitting her nub. Unconsciously, her mind switched to the image of her father stroking his dick in bed to the shady little spot off the side of the road where he held her and whispered soothing words to help her piss in the dirt. Another whimper of weak pleasure escaped her supple lips as she remembered the way she felt. Even now, her body seemed to flow naturally into a delirious sensation of being in between tense and complete rubber. As the memory of letting her piss flow while being in her father's arms, she felt yet another stream of her body's liquid flow from her pussy against the stronger spray from the nozzle.
"Oh fuck," she mewled aloud. "What's happening to me?"
Eden knew there was liquid squirting from her slit while the unrelenting spray from the nozzle battered her throbbing clit. Between the nozzle, the flowing dew of her sexual heat and this new, unbidden burst of pee, the girl's pussy felt like a sodden swirl of wetness. It was like there was a rapidly growing ball of fire in her core, and as it loomed large, a body-shaking climax began to rock her naked, dripping form.
"Oh, oh, Daaaaaad, fuck!" she cried as the pleasure crested. Her stream of piss ebbed down to a trickle as she came, but before she knew what was happening to her, a larger, mistier burst of fluids erupted from her pussy.
Eden was completely transported by the overwhelming sensations rippling through her body. It was as if her pussy had taken over her entire existence and left her breathless in the wake of a powerful wave of wet pleasure.
As she leaned against the wall and waited for her breath to come back to normal, the young coed was painfully aware of the fact that she'd just peed and squirted all over her own inner thighs. How could anything so dirty feel so amazing?
But if it felt that good, how dirty could it really be? She didn't think it was dirty to pee on the ground being held in her father's arms. Every time she thought about it she remembered feeling so warm and protected. In her father's loving arms, anything and everything would be okay. She wanted to feel that way again. She needed to. But short of talking her father into another long trip in the car, ever being in the same position again would be impossible.
She finally finished soaping and rinsing her tingling body and dried off with one of her father's big, fluffy towels. Still a little light-headed, she put her robe back on and went back to her own room, relieved to find her father wasn't back from the store. She couldn't believe she'd just peed and squirted all over his fancy shower enclosure, all while having one of the most intense orgasms she could ever remember. Not even watching Sara get fucked had ever made her cum so hard.
It felt so weird yet also thrilling to think about peeing in her dad's shower. It was like she left something of herself behind just for him. She couldn't help wondering if he ever peed in the shower. Sara said lots of guys did that. This brought a dreamy image to mind of her naked father peeing in the shower. She'd never watched a man piss before. She'd never even given it a second thought. Until now. At the same time she was trying to imagine what her father's cock looked like, and then how he'd look with a strong, manly stream of piss flowing out of his flesh.
Eden's pulse was beginning to race when she heard her father's car pull in. She got dressed in a hurry, pulling on a loose, but short, sun dress and not taking the time to put on a bra or panties. She went out to meet him in the kitchen where they proceeded to have a wonderful time making pizzas together.
They sat on the couch in Steve's living room with the multiple glass doors onto the balcony open, and they watched Christmas movies with the sound of the ocean coming from outside. Eden was enjoying the holiday much more in the warmer weather than she was used to.



"We don't need to curl up under a blanket and cuddle like we used to," her father pointed out.
"Yeah, but we can just pretend it's cold outside and still cuddle. Cuddling's the really important part, Dad."
Steve gave his daughter a warm smile and put his arm around her. She curled her legs up on the couch and snuggled against his body. After watching a couple of movies this way, her nipples were tingling and her body was aching just as much as it had been earlier. She finally yawned and kissed her father's cheek before getting up and going to her room. It would have been perfect just to let him hold her all night, but it was driving her crazy too. But then, Steve got up to go to his room at the same time.
In her room, Eden took off her dress and got into bed naked. She felt sleepy, but her lush, young body was tingling from being cuddled by her father for hours. She decided tomorrow would be the day she'd bring up the idea of living with him instead of going back to campus at the end of break. As dreamy as she was feeling, sleep was being elusive, but after lying in bed a few minutes her phone buzzed with a new message. She picked it up and smiled when she saw the text was from her father.
Did I tell you how happy I am you're home? it said.
Dad! I'm even happier! Then she followed quickly with a second text. Why are you texting? I'm just in the next room! Lol.
I missed you. I'm so used to us texting each other from bed I couldn't go to sleep.
Eden's heart nearly exploded. Dad. I seriously love you, you know.
I love you too, baby. More than anyone in the world.
Eden knew he meant every word and it made her skin feel hot. Her pulse was going faster and making her forget how sleepy she was just moments ago. No one could ever say the same thing to her with the same genuine feeling her father had. It was so wrong, but it made the smooth lips of her pussy tingle with heat to feel that important to someone, especially someone as amazing as her father.
Omg, Dad, it's almost midnight, she texted. You know what that means!
Does it still count if we're in the house together? he asked.
Of course!
A moment later she got a selfie. He was lying in bed without a shirt, looking straight up at his phone lens from the pillow. She couldn't see below his firm, bare chest, but her mind was spinning as she wondered if he was naked in bed. She loved thinking he was, especially with herself being naked right in the same part of the house, just a room or two away from each other. It made her body vibrate to imagine being naked beside him in bed.
Oohh, sexy! she texted back after seeing her father's picture. A second later she could hear him laughing in his room.
Nothing you haven't seen before, he wrote back.
Eden sat up and took a selfie that cut off just before her areolas showed. The top halves of her tits were enticingly displayed along with her lips being pursed into a kiss. It was flirty, but certainly not as bad as the full-on boob she'd sent him a week ago. That's what she really felt like sending him, but she didn't have the courage. At school, having Sara fucking in the same room seemed to cloud her better judgement.
Baby you always look so beautiful, but that's pretty sexy to be sending your father, Steve responded.
Sexy? Really?
Maybe a little.
Well it's nothing you haven't seen before, either. Even more, if I recall.
Sweet dreams, angel. See you at breakfast.
Steve cut off the chat the same way he had when Eden sent him the booby picture. She didn't know whether she should feel more relieved or disappointed.
But that's the way it went over the next few days, and even on Christmas Eve and Christmas. During the day, Steve never showed any reaction to their nighttime text chats from one bedroom to the other. He acted like it never even happened, but Eden had it on her mind every day. She imagined hinting at it at least a thousand times, but she could never gather enough courage. It didn't keep her from hoping her father would talk about it, though. But he didn't, and after a couple more days she ended up going to bed early just so she could wait for his texts.
The other thing that had been on her mind was bringing up the subject of moving off campus to live in her dad's house. He was still newly single again and didn't have a girlfriend yet. How would he feel about having his college aged daughter living in his new house just when he should be meeting all kinds of new women.
But Eden didn't want him meeting new women. She wanted to be enough for him. Logically, she knew this was ridiculous. She was his daughter, and she hadn't even turned nineteen yet. As much as he loved her, he would probably never see her as the girl who could give him everything he needed. But in her heart, Eden knew she could give her father everything he would ever need if she ever got the chance.
Eden's chance came up unexpectedly at the end of the best Christmas she'd ever had. Steve showered his daughter with gifts that would've made her mother furious, including jewelry and extravagant gift certificates to her favorite lingerie shops. But the most impressive gift was the BMW. It wasn't a new one, but was only a couple of years old and nicer than she imagined being able to have while she was still in college. Yet it was what her father told her when she was sitting in the driver's seat of the car he had somehow snuck into the driveway overnight.
"You'll need a good car in case you decide to commute to school next semester instead of living on campus."
Eden nearly lost her breath. The car hardly even mattered by comparison. She would've taken the bus if she had to, but she still hadn't thought of a way to bring up the subject, yet her father was a step ahead of her. It was like he had read her mind. It took her all of two seconds to tell her father she wanted to stay at his house instead of the dorm. She jumped out of the car and hugged him until her arms gave out.
They went for a long ride in Eden's car, and later Steve made dinner. They snuggled on the couch and watched more corny holiday shows while he made eggnog with a healthy dose of rum. They were both a little high by the time Eden said she was ready to go to bed. She loved the buzzy feeling she had while snuggling under her father's arm, but she was also thinking about stripping naked and texting her favorite man from her bed.
"Thank you for everything, Dad," she sighed, giving him a kiss on the corner of his mouth.
He smiled at her and brushed her cheek with the backs of his fingers. "I hope you know how much I love you, pretty baby," he said.
"I love you, too, Daddy. But I'm going to bed now. There's this guy who likes to text me at night and I don't want to miss any messages. You never know, there might be something important."
Steve laughed. "Careful, sweetie. Sounds like this guy has a crush on you."
"Hmm, well he wouldn't be the only one with a crush."
Eden finally went to her room and got undressed. Lying naked on her bed, it made her smile when she heard her father going into his room barely a minute later. She was holding her phone in one hand, the other grazing over the smoothness of her freshly shaven pussy. She was anxious to get her nightly text, but tonight she didn't wait for Steve to go first as she quickly thumbed out a message.
Best Xmas ever! I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!
It was mere seconds before her father's reply came back: If my girl is happy, I'm happy.
Eden loved that he called her his girl. It made her nipples tingle just to read the words. Ooh, Daddy, am I really your girl? she wrote back.
Of course, you silly thing.
Steve's message made the girl giggle. She actually did feel a little silly, but that was probably from the rum in the eggnog she'd had with her father. Or maybe giddy was more like it.
I can't believe we're finally gonna live together. And WITHOUT MOM!
Steve sent her a laughing emoji and a thumbs-up. I've missed you too much, baby angel. But I hope we still text each other like this.
She rolled her eyes. Her dad could be so corny sometimes, but she loved it so much it made her nipples ache. Daddy, I'm just in the next room! We could talk face to face, you know.
He told her how much he'd gotten to love their chats, and the way they shared selfies. And also that they probably talked about things they wouldn't say if they were face to face. Then he reminded her that midnight was coming close and they hadn't sent each other selfies yet. It would be terrible if we skip a day, he told her.
She probably wouldn't have done what she did next if the eggnog hadn't been so strong, but she sat up in bed, fluffed her hair, and then took a selfie that showed her face along with her naked, shapely tits. She didn't think twice about sending it, not with the buzz she was feeling, plus the fact that it wasn't the first picture of her tits he would've seen.
The next message from her father was a little slower than the others. Um, baby, I think you didn't mean to hold the camera that way.
No, Daddy. That's exactly what I meant to do. Don't you like it?
I'm your father. I'm not supposed to like it. But I do. I might even love it. You're so beautiful, sweetheart.
Eden's heart raced. Her father was looking at her tits from just across the hall and telling her how much he liked them.
Your turn, she texted back.
Steve sent his daughter another selfie of himself lying in bed without a shirt, but this one went much lower and showed off his taut abs. Eden loved it, but she was dying to see farther down.
You look amazing, Dad, but you're holding the camera wrong. It's supposed to go lower.
Steve wrote back and said below the waist was against the rules.
Whose rules, his daughter asked.
Every father and daughter in history.
I don't like that rule, Eden responded.
After that, she leaned back and spread her shapely legs. She took a moment to stroke and fluff her tender pussy lips. It didn't take long for Eden to bring a glistening flush to her smooth slit. She held her legs just far enough apart to let her lips part open slightly. Then she held her phone between her legs and took a picture. She sent it to her father before she had a chance to change her mind. After, she sent another text: This is what I think of that rule.
It must have been five minutes before Steve texted back. To Eden it felt like forever. Totally inappropriate! it said. A moment later there was another one: But fucking amazing.
She put her hand between her legs again and rubbed her slit, feeling her dew flow more heavily. Her breath started to labor as she thought of her father just across the hall, looking at his daughter's naked, wet pussy. She couldn't resist slipping a finger inside and stroking at her slippery hole.
Your turn, Dad, she managed to text with one hand.
No, that's impossible, he wrote back.
It wasn't impossible for me, she said.
Fuck!
It made her giggle to see her father using the using the F word. It wasn't something he did in front of her, except by accident. But she lost herself to the feeling of her finger stroking the inside of her pussy until her phone vibrated again. She kept her finger going in and out of her hole while she opened her father's picture with one hand. When she saw her father's rock hard cock jutting straight up in the air she gasped. He was so much longer and thicker than any of the college boys she saw with Sara. To Eden, her father's excited cock looked so perfect.
She forgot to text him back as she stared at the image of that beautifully formed, male organ. Her father's organ. She slid a second finger into her pussy and thought of how he had to be stroking it right now, right across the hall in his room with a picture of his own daughter's pussy on his phone.
Eden's nectar was flowing like mad now while her fingers pumped and slipped in and out of her aching hole. They felt so good, but she knew her father's cock would feel so much better. She wanted to rush to his room immediately and impale herself on that fat, hard rod, but even the rum from the eggnog didn't give her the courage for that. Her nipples were aching for attention, too, but she couldn't put down her phone. She just kept staring at her father's rock-solid cock and pumped her sodden fuckhole until she felt the swarming sensation of an oncoming orgasm.
She brought her soaking wet fingers out from her hole and began to furiously rub her swollen clit. The waves of pleasure just kept getting hotter and stronger. She knew her father had to be stroking along with her. She could feel it in her heart. If only she had the courage to go to him. He would certainly be in his room with her now if it weren't for the fact that he thought it would make him a terrible father. But Eden wanted him to be a bad man that way. She want him to take everything she had to give.
Suddenly she was gasping for air and her hips were rocking while the flood of pleasure burst from her pussy and rushed through every part of her young, luscious body. It felt like her climax was never going to stop until it finally left her breathless. And then it took her even longer to recover.
She finally got it together enough to send her father another text. Daddy. You made me cum. Sooooo hard.
This is bad. So so bad, he texted back after a long wait. He didn't admit to cumming, but Eden knew he had. She just knew it.
I love you, Daddy, she wrote.
I love you too, baby angel. So much.
The next thing Eden knew, she was waking up and the morning sun was bright in her window. She could hear the rush of the ocean waves as she groggily got out of bed and looked for something to wear to the kitchen. After pulling on a fresh pair of panties, she decided that would be enough. If it shocked her father then so be it. She was living with him now, and she wanted him to be able to see her the way she'd never allow anyone else.
After slipping into the bathroom to pee and brush her teeth, she went into the kitchen and found her father there, already awake. He was only wearing a snug pair of boxer briefs, and after the two exchanged a contrite look, her eyes dropped toward the bulge between his legs.
"Good morning, Dad."
"Coffee's ready, baby," he said, avoiding eye contact, but his eyes were all over her bare naked tits. He poured two cups and held one out to her.
Eden stepped close and took the cup. They stood within a couple of feet of each other as they took their first sips. Seeing her father in nothing but his boxer briefs was making the girl's nipples swell and perk up. There was no way he could miss it.
They finally were able to make eye contact, and their feelings about the night before were impossible to hide, even though Steve's eyes were still glued to his daughter's tits. It made Eden feel nervous and self-conscious, but she loved every second of the way her father's eyes followed wobble and curve of her naked boobs.
"I think you forgot to put on a top," he pointed out with a wry smirk.
"No, Dad. I didn't forget. Besides, it's nothing you haven't seen already."
"Um, speaking of things we've both seen," he started, then paused while his daughter watched his face expectantly. "I'm sorry about last night. I never should have sent you that...ummm...picture."
Eden felt her face flush hot. Her nipples were on fire at the blatant mention of her father's cock picture. She didn't know how she could look him in the eye, but she wasn't about to let him think she felt anything but love for his big, beautiful dick.
"I'm not sorry," she managed to say. "Are you sorry I sent you that picture of my, umm, my pussy."
"Oh, baby, no. You're so beautiful. Even your, uhh, pussy. But let's just blame it on the eggnog and not let it happen again."
Steve's eyes never left his daughter's almost naked body. Eden could see that his cock was getting bigger in his briefs. She couldn't believe he could really mean what he was saying if he was getting hard for her at the same time. One thing in her mind was solid as concrete. She wanted more from her father, not less. Much more. She wanted what Sara was getting all semester, but she wanted it from him and only him. There was no one else and there never would be.
Eden decided right then to tell her father how all semester when they were texting at night her roommate was just a few feet away across the room getting her brains fucked out by different guys every time. Steve listened to his daughter's story with a shocked expression, but the bulge in his boxer briefs was getting even bigger. Then she finally came to the part she really wanted him to finally know.
"So, Dad. All those nights we texted from school? Sara was having sex in the same room, and I was...turned on."
Steve's cock finally got so hard his shaft stood up and the top of his shaft was sticking up past the band of his briefs. Eden gasped out loud when she saw it. He started to push it back inside his underwear, but his daughter pointed out that he'd sent her a picture of it only the night before.
"I like it, Dad. It's so nice," she told him, her heart racing. "It's so much nicer than anything I saw of those guys who came to fuck Sara."
Eden poured herself a cup of coffee with trembling hands. She was dying to touch her father's cock but she didn't dare. Not that she thought he'd mind. It just felt like such a big step, no matter how much she was aching for it to happen. She took her cup to the table and sat. It was easier to think being a few feet away from him, and it also gave her a better view of the impressing rod jutting up from his briefs.
"Baby, did any of them ever see you like this?" he asked, nodding at her state of near nudity.
"No, Daddy," she shook her head. "I didn't want them to see me like this."
"Are you sure?"
"Very sure. You're the only one I want to see me like this."
"Fuck," Steve whispered under his breath, bringing his hand to his cock. He began rubbing his shaft as he gazed at her thickly curved body.
"Ohh, Dad, that - fuck - looks so good," she sighed.
"Didn't you ever wish you were getting what Sara was getting?"
He pushed his briefs down past his balls, fully exposing his swollen dick. His daughter watched him wrap his fist around his shank while twirling her nipples with the tips of her fingers.
"Yes, every night, Dad. But not with any college boy."
Steve looked up at her face and gazed into her eyes with an intense glow, like something vital had changed.
"I'm glad to hear that, baby. I can't imagine anyone else enjoying those beauties," he said, dropping his eyes back down to her tits.
"Are they really beautiful, Dad?"
"Oh, baby, they're perfect. I thought so the first time you sent that picture from school."
"And you don't want guys to look at them?"
"No, sweetheart. I would hate that."
"But you're looking at them, Daddy."
"But I shouldn't be, sweetheart. This is really, really bad."
"Then why does it feel so good?" she asked.
Steve finally pushed his briefs all the way off and started boldly stroking his cock in front of the girl. He was leaning back against the counter and staring at her sensitive tits. This whole, forbidden situation was quickly breaking down whatever fears Eden still had. "I got really excited when I sent you that," she admitted. "I mean, like, the wet pussy kind of excited."
"Oh, god," her father moaned. "So did I, baby. You made me so hard."
"Did you touch yourself like you are right now, Daddy? Looking at my tits, I mean? At your daughter's tits?"
"Fuck, baby, yes I did. I know it's so bad, but I couldn't stop."
"Me, too. I fingered myself under my blanket while Sara was getting fucked."
"Fuck," her father nearly spat.
"And last night? Did you do it again? You were so hard. I made myself cum looking at your cock, Dad."



Steve just nodded and groaned as he continued stroking his hard, fully exposed cock. "Show me, baby," he said. "Take off your panties and show Daddy what you did."
Eden finally did what she'd been imagined doing forever. She lifted her ass off the chair so she could slide her panties down. They were soon lying on the kitchen floor just a few feet away from her father's briefs. After taking a deep breath, she opened her legs so he could see her pouting slit. She was already feeling hot and moist when she brought one hand between her thighs and teasingly raked her fingers along her pussy lips. The intense gaze of the man only halfway across the room made her juices flush and drip beyond her control.
No one had ever seen Eden touch her pussy before. Anytime she touched herself back in the room she shared with Sara she always had a sheet covering her. Her roommate usually knew what she was doing, but she was always too busy getting fucked to care. If anything, sometimes Sara would look over at Eden, knowing the other girl was fingering herself, and she'd smile coyly. Sara had suggested more than once that the guys she brought to the room would love to fuck her, too. It wasn't like they were boyfriends, and if Eden was so turned on why not get a nice, hard cock?
But Eden always turned them down. Her mind was always on the cock she was looking at now in her dad's kitchen. Sara had also invited her to finger herself openly, letting the guys see what she was up to while they were pumping their excited cocks into her horny roommate. "They'd love it," Sara told her more than once, but Eden couldn't imagine letting strange college boys whose names she didn't even know see her playing with her wet pussy.
But her father was different. He wasn't even in the same league. He was the one who owned her body and heart, even if he didn't know it yet. In her heart, Eden had always known she belonged to her father. All those people who said it was so wrong just didn't understand the love she had for him.
And now there was so much precum dripping from his excited cock that his whole shaft was glistening.
"Ohh, Dad, it's so nice," she sighed softly. "And so big."
Eden's pulse beat even faster while she explored her father's cock and ballsac with attentive eyes. She slouched lower in her chair, pushing her open pussy further forward and caressed her hairless slit with her fingers. Her father's rapt attention made her utter a long, throaty moan.
"This is so bad," Steve groaned, his hand moving along his painfully swollen shaft. "So wrong."
"Don't you love me, Daddy?" she said, barely breathing.
"Of course I do, baby. You know I do."
"I love you, too. So it can't be bad."
"Baby," he said forcefully. "I'm your father."
"And I'm your daughter. You own me, Daddy. I want you to own me all the way."
"Fuck," her father growled.
Then she pushed a finger deeply into her creaming sheath and all the breath rushed out of her body. The more he looked, the more she wanted him to look. The more she wanted him to see. She loved knowing he could see her finger disappearing into her frothy hole, sliding in and out as she drove the shivery sensations in her body to another level. It was beyond arousing to be naked and spread open for her father. It was like becoming a whole new person.
Eden whimpered and moaned as she fucked her drenched pussy with her hand, slipping another finger inside to pump herself with two of them now. Her father was brazenly staring between her legs, watching every gesture she made. His hand was gliding faster and harder along his cock shaft, making his balls jostle with every stroke. He was obviously breathing harder, his well defined chest rising and falling with his passionate gasps of pleasure.
She was staring at her father's cock just as intently as he was staring at her finger-filled pussy. She didn't want him to fuck her, she needed him to. And not despite his being her father, but because that's who he was. He was her whole life and always had been, and no one could ever belong to him the way his own daughter would be his forever.
Eden was beginning to squirm and writhe all over the chair while these ideas rushed through her mind as hard and fast as her fingers were pumping her slippery fuck hole. Her dad was grunting more deeply now with the eager effort of his pumping fist. She imagined him jerking himself just that desperately in his bed the night before while he gazed at pictures of his daughter's tits on his phone. The thought drove her closer and closer to a glorious explosion that would be on full display just for him.
But just as quickly as she thought of him stroking in bed, Eden found the memory of him holding her up in the woods while she peed on the forest floor. It was as if her mind was forcing these images to blot out the ones that had come just before. She cried out with the sheer excitement coursing through her body.
Eden thought she was going to explode when her father came closer and stood right between her widely planted feet. He had a closer view of her open pussy there, and his daughter was beside herself with the thought that his sperm would land on her body when he came.
"Cum on me, Daddy," she cried, amazed she could even form entire words. "Mark your daughter with your cum. Daddy, please, I want it all over me!"
"Bad. Fucking. Girl!" Steve growled as he pumped his throbbing stalk even faster.
"Bad. Fucking. Daddy!" Eden squealed in reply.
She couldn't hold that much pleasure inside anymore, and Eden's body exploded with a climax that rocked her writhing form. It felt like the circuits in her brain were shooting sparks as the pleasure overwhelmed her. Suddenly she felt sprays of gooey fluid spurting out of her pussy. The mist bursting past her pumping fingers was spraying over her father's legs and cock. She caught the wild look in his eyes as he groaned out from the center of his body and fist-pumped gush after gush of warm spunk that spattered her body all the way from her tits to her pussy.
When it was all over, the breathless father and daughter gazed at each other in awe. White dollops of sperm speckled Eden's body while the lower half of her naked father was wet from her orgasmic spritz. There was even more cum on his cock and fingers. His shaft was still swollen, even though it was slowly beginning to relax.
"Ohh, Dad," she sighed, smearing her fingers in the cream on her body, rubbing it over the soft mounds of her tits. "That was amazing."
"Baby," her father said with a long breath. "This is bad. Very, very bad."
Eden couldn't help giggling. "Yeah," she said. "That's what makes it so good."
She was relieved when her father laughed with her. He took her hand and guided her to her feet. Then he pulled her bare, cum-spattered body into his arms, pressing their wet skin together. It felt so good to feel her tits squash against his body. They were both so messy, but he was looking at her like she was the most astonishing thing he'd ever seen.
"Sweetheart, you're an amazing girl. So beautiful. You're everything a man could ever want. But we have to be very careful with each other. You're my daughter. If we let this go too far it could be very dangerous."
"I don't care, Dad. I don't want this with anyone else."
Steve sighed. "Is this why you wanted to move home, baby?" he asked.
Eden smiled deviously. "Maybe."
Her father laughed again. "When did my sweet, little daughter turn into such a naughty girl?"
He then kissed her before she had a chance to reply, taking her young mouth forcefully, his tongue sweeping between her lips. Eden kissed her father back hungrily. He fondled her ass and kissed her until she was breathless. Then he released her with a playful spank and announced they should get cleaned up and dressed for the day.
They showered in their separate bathrooms, and also dressed separately. Eden took a walk on the beach while Steve spent some time working in his home office. They ran some errands in the afternoon and ended up having dinner together in the kitchen. After that, they snuggled on the couch and watched TV. Steve never said anything about what happened in the morning, but Eden could tell he was thinking about it just as much as she was.
She went to bed early, feeling anxious for her nightly texts from her dad. It would be much easier for them talk about what happened that way. He'd be in bed, probably naked and thinking about the way he'd spurted a hot load of cum all over his daughter's body. There was no way he'd keep resisting what she knew they were both meant for.
But Eden lay naked in her bed waiting for what felt like forever, but no text came from her father. She decided to wait another half hour, and then she'd text him. However, before the half hour was up, she was fast asleep.
Sometime during the night, Eden started to dream of having the most delicious, wet sensation between her legs. It seemed so real, like there was a tongue laving her pussy slowly but steadily, sending delightful waves of warm pleasure through her body. It felt so good she moaned, and the sound of her own moaning made her realize she wasn't dreaming. She opened her eyes, and in the dimly lit room she discovered her father's head between her legs with his mouth patiently devouring her honey-coated slit.
"Ohhh, Daddy, yessss," she cooed groggily. "Yessssssssss."
Her legs were in a widely flung position she never would have slept in naturally. Her father had pushed them apart and started kissing her pussy. Now he was taking long, wet laps with his tongue, and Eden had no idea how long he'd been doing it. After every few swipes with his tongue, Steve would plant tender, loving kisses over his daughter's silky-smooth mound and along her dewy sex lips.
He didn't stop when she woke up and said his name. He simply looked up at her face and pushed his tongue back out to tease her pussy. She was barely waking up and he was dipping the tip of his tongue into her oozing hole, waking her up to the pleasure rushing through her and making her gasp for air. As she looked down at his face, the expression on his face was so full of love and hunger, everything she'd ever dreamed of seeing in her father's eyes.
Eden didn't even know what time it was. It was still dark outside, although the horizon out her bedroom window was just beginning to turn reddish. The sun would be up soon, but no matter what the clock might've said, it was time to receive the love her father had been holding back. She cried out and rocked her hips when his mouth enclosed the swollen pearl of her aching clit, sucking at her gently, swirling his tongue while he slipped a finger into her creamy sheath. She balled up two fistfuls of her sheet while he patiently suckled her sensitive nub, rhythmically pumping his finger in and out of her core.
"So good, Daddy," she moaned deeply. "Ohhh soooo good."
She could see the smile in her father's eyes, but not his mouth because it was clamped over the upper end of her pussy. His careful sucking, combined with the way his finger kept rubbing back and forth over that velvety sweet spot inside her pussy, was quickly bringing her to the edge. She anxiously clutched her own tits, squeezing them roughly and pulling hard on her excited nipples.
"Oh fuck, Dad!" she cried. "Don't stop, don't stop. You're gonna make me..."
And then she started to cum against her father's tortuously patient mouth, grinding into his lips while her fine, young body shuddered with pleasure. He sucked and fingered her all the way through her climax, then backed off just at the moment she started to feel too sensitive.
"Good morning, baby," he said with an adoring smile. His lips were shining with her juices, a vision his daughter had only dreamed of seeing until now. The reality was so much better.
"G'morning, Dad," she said, although she was so dazed from being awakened by her father eating her pussy to a mind-spinning climax the words sounded jumbled.
When he rose up from between her legs and hovered over her body, his hands holding him up on either side her, she discovered he was completely naked. His cock was thick and swollen, dragging against her bare pussy as he lowered himself down to kiss her. His tongue danced into her mouth while the underside of his cock shaft rubbed against her mound. They kissed hard and deep for a long time while Eden's pussy quickly recovered from her climax and started to ache for something more.
Steve finally moved to his daughter's side, cuddling up to her and breaking off the kiss. His cock was now pressing against her hip while he brushed the side of her face with the backs of her fingers. The way he was looking at her made her feel like she was the only girl alive. He kissed her again, briefly but just as deep as before.
"Daddy, I didn't get my text or picture last night," she pouted.
His large hand cupped one of her tits and gently massaged. "I had a lot of thinking to do, sweetheart, so it was pretty late when I texted. You were already asleep."
"What were you thinking about? Us?"
"Yes, baby."
"Were you thinking about how bad we've been?" she giggled as she ground her smooth pussy against his big, throbbing dick shaft.
"That's exactly what I was thinking about, sweetie," he told her with a grin, grinding his dick back against her pussy.
"Mmmm, so I guess you decided it's not so bad," she purred happily.
"No. I decided it's really bad. Really really bad. I just realized I want you too much and I don't care how bad it is."
"Oh, my daddy is such a bad man," she giggled.
"Because of you, naughty girl. And also, I did send you a text last night but you were already asleep."
"You did?"
Steve nodded with a mysterious smile, prompting his daughter to reach for her phone. When she opened her message she discovered a video her father had sent late in the night. It showed him stroking his aroused cock while he was groaning her name over and over again.
"Oh god, that's so hot," Eden sighed.
"I'm glad you like it, baby. But you don't need a video to watch your daddy stroke his cock."
Eden watched excitedly as her father moved up higher, planting his knees on either side of her body and dangling his swollen cock just inches in front of her face. She was spellbound, managing to peer up at her father's face, but the long, thick pole of dad flesh swaggering before her had her full attention.
"Touch it, sweetheart. Stroke your father's cock."
Eden nearly gasped aloud at her father's words. But she was smiling with excitement. Her pulse was racing and her hands were already moving to take hold of the hot, smooth stalk of man flesh in her face. Steve was shaved all around the base of his cock as well as his balls, and his daughter loved the warm, silky feeling of bare skin everywhere she touched. He let out a long, deep sigh of pleasure while she felt his cock with both of her hands.
"That's good, baby. So good," he moaned.
She felt herself blush as she realized her father was staring at her as she explored his cock. It was almost embarrassing to be so spellbound by the way it felt, the way it looked. Even the way it smelled with his gooey precum steadily oozing from the tip. She started to stroke his rod with both hands. His groans of pleasure were almost enough to make her pussy drip just on their own, but the throbbing stalk of dad cock in her hands had her completely enrapt.
Steve rocked his hips, pushing his cock in and out of his daughter's grip. Eden was mesmerized watching the hard shaft pump through her hands, imagining how it would feel thrusting into her pussy. But she stuck out her tongue and licked her father's cock head every time he thrust forward. Then she opened her lips and held him close enough so the head of his cock slid into her mouth as he thrust. As he started to rock harder, trying to pump himself deeper into his daughter's mouth, Eden pulled one hand away and kept the other around the base of his shaft while the top half kept shoving into her mouth.
The girl's father was grunting now, and she was delirious from having the taste of his cock on her tongue as he fucked her mouth. Her free hand was moving all over his ass and the backs of his thighs while her tongue rolled and swirled under his shaft as it moved in and out between her lips. She kept thinking if his precum tasted this good then his real cum must be amazing.
But Steve pulled away, obviously not intending to cum in the girl's mouth. Not this time, at least, but Eden knew it was something they both needed eventually. She almost giggled out loud around the invasion of the pumping erection in her mouth when she wondered what Sara would think if she could see her now.
Eden's dad moved back down between her wide open legs. She loved the way his eyes devoured her fully exposed body, openly taking in the sight of her tits, heaving up and down with her deep breath. And then there was her bald, widely spread pussy. He was now gazing down at it like he owned it.
"It's yours, Dad," the girl said with a deep sigh. "That pussy is all yours and you can do whatever you want to it."
Steve took his iron-hard cock shaft in hand and started to rub the tip over his daughter's sodden sex lips. He was careful to rub his knob back and forth across the girl's swollen clit. She was amazed by how big her pearl felt now. But then again, she couldn't remember ever being this turned on. Her father was touching her pussy with his big, hard cock and her heart felt like it was about to explode with excitement. Yet all she could manage to utter were whimpers and moans of such pleasure that left her weak.
The girl's father took his stiff rod and gave her pussy a few light spanks with it. The sudden pussy smacks took Eden by surprise and she couldn't believe how the gentle battering of her clit by her father's cock sent jolts of hot pleasure shooting through her body.
"Ohhh, Daddy, fuck," she mewled. "That feels so good. Do it harder. It's okay. Spank that pussy with your cock."
Steve groaned deeply and smacked the girl's pussy harder with his pole. He kept the strikes squarely centered on her clit. The hot little pearl at the top of Eden's oozing slit never felt so swollen or sensitive before. She watched her father in awe, amazed at the sight of him using his cock on her pussy like a club, stinging her pussy with pleasure. The smacks came down harder and steady, until Eden felt her body shaking with a climax that came over her almost without warning.
When she came back to reality after her peak, she saw her father grinning at her, now rubbing the dome of his aroused cock along the furrow of her pussy lips. She pulled in a sharp gasp when she felt the head of his cock plug just inside the slippery opening to her channel. But then, instead of just shoving his ravenous cock deeply into her hole, Steve paused, just holding the head where it was, flexing his cock to tease her creamy opening. Eden moaned in frustration.
"Aren't you going to fuck me, Dad?" she pleaded. "I know you want it, too."
"I do, baby, I do. I want that pussy more than I've ever wanted anything. But I need to know you're sure about this, darling. If we fuck, everything's gonna change and we'll never be able to take it back."
"I hope you mean that," she said, angling her hips to shove her pussy further onto his pulsating organ.
"I love you, sweetie," he groaned, pushing his shaft deeper.
"I love you, too, Daddy," Eden huffed between deep breaths.
The gradual invasion of her father's thick fuckstick into her butter-slick hole was making her whole body light up with pleasure. He was soon buried to his balls in the girl's hot, clasping pussy. His large, strong hands firmly caressed her tits as he began to see-saw his shank in and out of her sheath.



"Oh, oh, ohhhh, Daddy," Eden moaned. "Your cock feels amazing in me!"
Steve smiled at his daughter and teased her nipples with his fingers, twisting and rolling the sensitive nubs. A few moments later, he brought one hand to her pussy and massaged her pulsing clit with the pad of his thumb while his cock steadily pumped into her body. His breathing was starting to match hers in the way he was gasping and laboring for air. Meanwhile, the hot, wet strokes of his fat cock was stimulating every nerve inside her pussy, the ridge of his bulbous head scraping over her G spot.
Pleasure was building up in the girl's body like a warm, tingling pressure that finally burst as her pussy rippled with orgasmic shivers. She stopped breathing as the waves of joy rushed through her body. Her father grimaced as he continued pumping her girl hole full of dad cock, straining to keep from filling her up with cum. On the other side of her climax, Eden felt disappointed not getting a pussy full of her daddy's cum. But instead, Steve pulled his soaking wet pole out of her body and told her roll over, instructing her to tuck her knees under her body and lower her face to the mattress while lifting her ass as high as she could.
Her heart was racing as she realized her messy pussy and tight little asshole were now fully exposed to her father.
"Oh, fuck!" she cried out when he kissed her rimhole with his wet lips, teasing the tight bud with the tip of his tongue.
Steve licked the girl's nether hole while driving his thumb into her pussy. The sensation was delicious, and even though she missed having his cock inside her, she knew he would drive her to another climax if he kept going. But while the pressure of all that pleasure was already building again, her father rose up behind her and quickly pushed the tip of his cock back into her pussy. This time, his entire shaft thrust inside with one, good shove.
Eden felt her breath rush out as her daddy's cock rushed in. Then the sudden slap on her ass as he started to pump his shaft into her pussy made her shriek in surprise. The spank stung, and the girl was amazed to discover the elevated heat on her ass cheek lighting up her pussy with electric sensation.
"Again, Daddy, smack it again," she pleaded.
Her father didn't disappoint her. He smacked the other cheek and drove his throbbing cock into her hole with long, forceful thrusts. As he fucked his daughter, Steve's hand alternated between massaging her fully exposed rimhole with his thumb and spanking her beautifully rounded ass.
The girl was dazed, moaning again the sheet while she took her father's cock thrusts. Then he started smearing her flowing fuck honey over her rosette, finally pressing a finger into her hole. Eden could barely form a word as she felt both of her holes being fucked by the same man, her loving father. It felt like the bed was spinning end over end as the powerful crest of the most powerful climax of all overtook her body and soul. She was hardly aware of her father crying out himself until she felt the warm, creamy bursts of cum flowing from his cock deep into her welcoming core.
It seemed like a long time before Steve finally let his cock slip free of his daughter's thoroughly fucked, cum-filled pussy. He lay down beside her on the bed. The sun was getting higher as she folded her naked body into her father's warm arms.
"Oh, Dad, now you own me every which way," she said dreamily, burrowing her face against his chest.
"We own each other now, darling. That's the way it should be. Boyfriends come and go, but your daddy is forever."
Eden mewled happily, snuggling tighter against his body. "Mmm, I love that. Daddy's are forever. And daughters are for daddy."
The content coed felt happier than ever before in her life. She knew she would always be safe and loved, not to mention fucked and sucked to within an inch of her life. Her father was everything to her, and she was determined to be everything he would ever need.
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Arya had lost count of how many laps her father swam before pushing up out of the in-ground pool behind their house. But she hadn't been working too hard at keeping track. Mostly she just watched her speedo-clad father's body slice easily through the water. Wes had been a competition swimmer in college, but he still swam almost daily to keep in shape. Still in his early-forties, he was bulkier than in his college days, but much more fit and trim than most men close to his age. He didn't shave his body like when he was still competing, but kept it regularly trimmed to an even dusting over his chest and legs. But now came the part his daughter always dreaded yet could never resist, the way he'd rise up soaking wet onto the tiles at the edge of the pool with his tiny, wet suit clinging to the boldly defined shape of his cock.
It never failed. After years of being used to swimming in tight, competition style swim trunks, Wes didn't think twice about the way the wet material outlined the prominent shape of his cock. He must have been completely oblivious to the fact that his twenty year old daughter paid close attention to every detail from behind her sunglasses. It wasn't anything new that she noticed the conspicuous bulge in her father's suit, but since moving back in a few weeks ago to begin a gap year off from college, Arya's attention on her twice-divorced dad seemed to be spinning out of her control.
The large, dark-haired girl got up from her seat at the patio table and brought the man a towel. As always, she felt painfully self-conscious about her oversized body. In a thin, white, one-piece swimsuit that she didn't dare wear in the water in front of her father, it seemed like every part of the girl's body was jiggling at once, from her unwieldy D-cup tits to her impossibly thick ass and thighs. She'd misjudged the suit when she bought it, and even the few steps from the table to where her father was standing were enough to cause the back of the high cut suit to squeeze into the crease between the cheeks of her thick, round ass.
As far as the front went, the top wasn't supposed to be revealing, but between the thickness of her body and the weight of her tits, it was showing much more of her quivering cleavage than she wanted. But the way her father was smiling as she approached him made her nipples pucker into eye-catching knots. No one ever looked at her the way he did, and it made her pulse race in a way she couldn't explain. She felt embarrassed at the obvious dents her nipples made in her suit, and even more so by the camel toe that formed the moment she moved. But Wes just looked at his daughter like she was the only girl in existence. The pleasure she felt from his attention far outweighed her embarrassment, and after just a few weeks being back she barely even realized she was addicted to it.
"Thank you, baby," her father said as she handed him the dry towel. Then, as he did every morning when she did this, he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, tantalizingly close to the corner of her mouth.
Arya couldn't help being reminded she could barely remember the last time she'd been kissed by a man wearing as little as her father in his swimsuit. It didn't seem right, but it didn't seem right either that she never thought about being kissed by anyone but him anymore. Even if it was just a dad kiss on the cheek. His calling her baby was also a new development only since she'd moved back. Before going away to school, he'd always called her things like princess or sweetpea. She liked it when he called her baby. It made her feel that much more important to him. She'd never even heard him call his second wife baby.
"Of course, Daddy," she said as she stood beside him while he patted his face and head with the towel. Then he started patting down his arms and chest.
"Baby, aren't you worried about the kind of tan lines you'll get in that suit?" he asked.
"I dunno. Maybe a little," she said. "But it's no big deal. I feel weird wearing a bikini."
"You wore one a few days ago," her father pointed out.
"Yeah, and I looked like a beached whale."
"Oh my god, you know that's not true," the man frowned. "You looked beautiful in that suit. Plus it lets you tan more evenly."
"Oh, Dad, I'm much too huge for a bikini."
"That's ridiculous, baby. You have a classic shape. Sure, thick curves, but in all the right places," he said. "Besides, a lot of men like a full-figured girl like you."
"Are you one of them?" she asked without thinking. Now she felt even more ridiculous.
"Wouldn't you like to know," her father said with a playful smirk.
Oh, yes, I sure would, Arya thought silently. There were times when she could've sworn her father was checking her out, his eyes lingering too long on her wobbling boobs or her thick thighs. He even seemed like he was doing it right now after his wisecrack. But she always passed it off that he was only noticing how heavy she was. Heavier than she thought she was supposed to be.
But her father was the one man who always made her feel beautiful. She knew her face was pretty enough, and her jet-black hair was silky and long. She also had the same, rich, caramel complexion like her Cuban mother. It was one of her proudest features, and she could tell it was something her father admired. But she'd always been self-conscious about her body. It hadn't been easy going through school with so many blonde and redheaded girls who kept themselves as skinny as hockey sticks, girls who always seemed to be getting the guys' attention. College was much easier. She'd dated a few guys and even came close to having sex a few times, but it wasn't enough to keep her from taking the year off to be near her father.
"Okay, maybe I'll try it again," she finally admitted halfheartedly.
"You should," he encouraged her. "You really do look beautiful in that bikini. Maybe we should go out and get you a couple more."
Arya couldn't resist an offer from her father to take her shopping, even if it was for outfits she felt embarrassed to wear in front of him.
"I'd love that, Daddy," she smiled.
"Great. How about later this afternoon?"
"You're the best, Dad."
"That's because I have the best daughter."
He then gave her a hug that might've been appropriate if they were fully dressed, but being only in their swimsuits, Arya was painfully aware of the way her spherical melons squished into his naked upper body. And then there was the fully stuffed crotch of her father's speedo mashing against her tummy. She didn't know how he managed to make her feel like this, but every time he hugged her in only their swimwear the girl's pussy invariably swarmed with wet heat that would never leave her body until she made herself cum.
Wes kissed the very corner of his daughter's mouth again. "I think I'll rinse off inside today," he told her as he left her by the pool.
There was an outdoor shower nozzle on the back of the house, with a little stall that was only enclosed on two sides and open facing toward the pool. They usually rinsed off the chlorine there, but sometimes he went to shower in his own, en-suite bathroom. Arya was relieved and disappointed at once. She loved watching her father take a shower, even if he always left his suit on when he did so outside. She'd also caught him paying attention to her whenever she used the outdoor shower. She'd showered there naked a few times, but only when her father wasn't home.
After her father went inside, Arya lay down on one of the lounge chairs. Adjusting the back so she was half-sitting up, she surreptitiously slipped her hand up her bare thigh and under the gusset of her swimsuit. The lips of her pussy were rapidly turning slick as she rubbed the tips of her fingers over her slit and remembered the look that full, thick cock trapped in her daddy's speedo. Her clit quickly grew hard and swollen as she rubbed it while trying to imagine how much bigger that impressive organ between her father's legs would get when it was hard.
Wes started rubbing his cock as he went up the stairs to his bedroom. He needed to get away from Arya quickly or else she was going to feel her father's cock grow fat and hard against her luscious body. As it was, he was hard as a rock by the time he reached the top of the stairs, and he had his suit pushed down beneath his balls before he even reached the bathroom.
As much as Wes loved seeing his insanely curvaceous daughter in a bikini, that white one-piece had been driving him crazy from the moment she came out on the patio. The wafer-thin material stretched across her shapely tits until the shadows of her dark areolas were showing through it. And the way it was cut high over her broad, tapering hips made his heart clench. Even worse was the way her pussy slit began to show prominently in the fabric as she moved around, stretching the suit to its furthest limits.
The girl was a complete bombshell, and there was no denying it regardless of the fact that she was his daughter. Ever since she'd moved back in, Wes had been looking at her in ways he never had before. It wasn't as if she'd changed that much since the last time she'd been home, but it was as if her father was looking at a completely different girl. It might've had something to do with the way she'd pressed herself against him on the couch her first night back, explaining that she just needed a break and wanted to be closer to him, the way it was before she went off to school.
He'd asked her if she was under a lot of stress at school, but she claimed it was no more than any of her classmates were under. Her grades had been strong every semester, so that couldn't be it. But that night as he cuddled his pretty daughter, his arm around her shoulders, pulling her close to his body, he understood there was nothing more to it than what she said: that she just needed to be closer to him. At the same time, he realized how much he'd missed her, too. It was always good having her back for holidays and breaks, but then there would always be that day she'd have to go back to school, leaving her father alone in his painfully quiet house.
That night on the couch was the first time Wes felt himself getting hard for his daughter. The erection came on without warning or mercy, throbbing with heat under the loose sweatpants he'd been wearing. Making matters worse, his cock was too long and thick to be easily hidden when erect, no matter what kind of clothes he had on. He had been hoping she wouldn't spot the evidence of her father's inappropriate arousal, but at the same time he couldn't bring himself to let go of his baby girl in the midst of one of the most tender and loving moments of their lives together. He'd never felt the powerful heat of anyone's love so much in his life, and felt the same love just radiating from every cell of his body.
As Wes finally entered his bathroom, he pushed his speedo off and gripped his cock the way he'd been aching to since the moment Arya had come jiggling and swaying onto the patio during his swim. He chanced a look out the bathroom window, which overlooked a large portion of the patio and pool. He nearly gasped out loud when saw the way his daughter now had her fingers buried under the gusset of her swimsuit as she vigorously rubbed at her smooth, young pussy.
Wes's cock pulsed and oozed a flow of precum that completely wet the large, round head of his shaft. The sight below hardly seemed real as he went back in his mind over the way his daughter's eyes kept drifting over the shape of his cock in his wet speedo. He never imagined the girl felt that kind of love for her own father, for him. His hand began moving along his pole, stroking the pleasure of his love for his daughter through every nerve in his throbbing flesh. It felt so amazingly beautiful to love her so much, yet it was so wrong at the same time. But as long as she never suspected his true feelings and desire it couldn't hurt her, as much as she seemed to want the same things.
Regardless of the way either of them felt, he was still the girl's father. He had a responsibility to love and protect her. But as he watched the way she was now pushing a finger into her hole, all he could do was groan and pump his cock faster and harder. He groaned again when she pulled one of her full tits free of her suit and began kneading it while she steadily fingered her slit.
Wes only wished the girl was naked now so he could see her bare pussy in all its honey-dripping glory. His lips were aching to know her body's tangy flavor. He imagined the sounds she might make as he slipped his tongue deep in her oozing hole and drank of her sweet goodness. When her body started to shake and she lifted her ass off the chaise, grinding at the air as if she was fucking an imaginary lover, Wes grunted and felt a powerful series of spurts rip down the length of his cock, spattering the window with thick drabs of man cream.
Afterwards he felt ashamed of himself for letting his lust overtake his better judgment. What kind of man spies on his daughter masturbating in an ill-fitting swimsuit? For that matter, what kind of man would feel consumed with the stunning spectacle of the way she cums? Having his fully aroused dick firmly embedded in that luscious girl's pussy while she came the way she just did would be the sensation of a lifetime. Yet one that was not meant for him. His one consolation was that he'd managed to keep his feelings hidden from Arya for one more day.
Wes got into the shower and rinsed the chlorine and cum from his body. He missed being able to take his daily swims naked, the way he'd started doing after Arya left for college. He only put the suit back on when she was home, and now it would have to be the way things were for the foreseeable future. Yet he wished he could introduce his daughter to the pleasure of being naked outdoors or in the water. But the way his body reacted to her now that would be impossible.
Getting out of the shower to dry off and get dressed, he started to regret coming up with the idea of taking her shopping for new bikinis. But it didn't seem right to back out on her now. She'd always loved it when he took her shopping. They always had fun going to the mall together no matter what they were looking for. That part never seemed to matter very much. It was more about spending time together, making each other laugh and stopping for those too tight, too long, hugs in the parking garage. And the long, lingering meals they shared in the food court.
Those past shopping excursions often made Wes think he should take his daughter on a real date, which resulted in fancy dinners at intimate restaurants. It had been too long since the last time, and he made a mental note to take the girl out somewhere nice very soon.
After putting on a pair of shorts and a button-down, short sleeved shirt, Wes went downstairs and found Arya in the kitchen. Her hair and suit were damp now, and he assumed she must have showered after making herself cum. After what he'd just seen, it was impossible to look at her the same way. And also his guilt was making him paranoid, afraid she could read all of his dirty secrets in the look on his face.
Arya was painfully aware that her swimsuit was even easier to see through now that it was damp. He was asking her if she was still interested in going shopping, but his eyes were on the rigid nipples poking the material.
"Of course I want to go shopping," she told him, even though she felt totally awkward about getting bikinis.
She hoped they could shift gears once they got to the mall and look for something else. But before they could say anything more, Wes's phone dinged with an incoming message. He went to the counter where it was sitting and picked it up to check. He muttered something under his breath and frowned.
"Is everything okay, Dad?" the girl asked, glad for the distraction.
"Yeah, it's fine, sweetie. It's just business stuff."
"Are you sure? That message really seemed to change your mood."
"It's really nothing important, darling. Just one of the companies I do business with inviting me to one of the parties they throw a couple times a year. I'm not going, so it's no big deal."
"Why not? Wouldn't it be fun, and good business, besides?"
"It would definitely be good business, but not fun. Not for me, anyway."
"I thought you liked parties."
"Depends on the party, honey."
Her father's evasive answers were only making Arya that much more curious. "Why not this one, Dad? How bad can it be?"
"Pretty bad. This company's parties just have a reputation for being pretty wild."
"Sounds like fun," she snickered.
"For some people," he replied sarcastically. "But the last time I went to one of their parties it didn't turn out so well."
Arya was even more curious, but her father didn't want to talk about it. Not wanting to upset him, she let it drop for the moment, but her curiosity only got worse while her father put on a forced expression of cheerfulness.
"Why don't you get changed so we can go shopping and let your dad spend a bunch of money on you," he said.
Arya left the room with an excited giggle, purposely swaying her hips on her way through the door. She felt a little ridiculous wiggling an ass as big and round as hers for her own father, but it made her heart race to know he was looking. These were the times that made her feel hot and pretty without having to deal with the self-doubts she usually had. She'd caught plenty of guys checking her out back at school, but she always ended up questioning whether it because they thought big girls were hot or if they were being judgmental. With her father she never had a doubt.
Upstairs in her bedroom, Arya squeezed out of her swimsuit and finished drying her hair. She pulled on a pair of thong panties and then charcoal grey leggings. She wanted to be comfortable at the mall and didn't care if anyone thought her ass and thighs were too big for leggings. But as she inspected herself in her mirror, still topless, she couldn't help thinking that as thick as all her curves were she still had a kind of Barbie-esque hourglass shape overall. Her tits were full, large and firm -- big even for her body, but not overly so. At least her dad appreciated what she was carrying, and he was really the only man whose opinion mattered to her.
Giving her sumptuous tits a pleasurable squeeze, Arya finally put on a large, shape-concealing T shirt without bothering with a bra. The free wobble of her voluptuous tits was just something she'd have to deal for the day as she wanted to be able to change easily while trying things on at the mall.
On the way to shop, Arya chanced bringing up the subject of the party her father didn't want to go. She thought they could both use a night of fun, and she was hoping he would ask her to go with him.
"That is definitely not a party a man would take his daughter to," Wes retorted as he drove.
This piqued Arya's curiosity even more. On top of that, she was completely intrigued by the idea of going to a party with her father that a father and daughter aren't supposed to go to together. He really didn't want to tell her any more, but one thing Arya knew how to do was get her father to give her almost anything. She worked on him until he finally explained.
"The owner of the company," Wes started, cautiously, "let's just say he's a pretty free-spirited guy. And he hires a lot of people with the same attitude. So...their company parties have been known to get pretty wild."
She finally got her father to admit that the parties featured free-flowing champagne and people ending up having sex in various offices. Only a select few of their associates were ever invited, and Wes didn't know how he got invited to the last one they had six months before.
"They invited you because you're hot," his daughter giggled.



Wes rolled his eyes, but Arya caught him blushing bright red.
"But what did you mean before when you said it didn't end up well the last time?" she asked seriously.
Her father tried to wave off her question, but she kept after him until he admitted what happened.
"My supposed date," he told her, "ended up with someone else. It's not even like I went there expecting to, uh, have sex, but apparently she got a little too caught up in the excitement of what was going on."
Arya's jaw dropped. "Your date had sex with another guy at the party?"
"Well, yeah, kind of."
"Geeze, Dad, you don't kind of have sex. You either do or you don't."
"It was...oral."
"Ohhhhh."
"Yeah. I mean, I was looking for her, turned a corner and there she was right in the hallway, not even inside someone's office. She was...well, you know."
"On her knees sucking dick?"
They both laughed at Arya's brazen question.
"Basically, yes," her father finally replied.
After a few blocks of silence, Arya said, "I think you should take me as your date."
Wes just laughed, and it took another minute or two before his daughter convinced him she was being serious. He looked at her in surprise as much as he could and still keep his eye on traffic. Within a few more moments, he pulled into the mall's parking garage and found a spot. Shutting off the engine, he turned to his daughter and finally asked her why in the world she wanted to go to that sort of party.
"I'm just curious," she shrugged with a shy smile. "I've never seen anyone doing stuff like that."
Her father was surprised, but also relieved. "I'm sure there must be plenty of parties like that going on around your campus," he pointed out.
"Yeah, but I never went to any. I was invited to a couple, but I was kind of scared to go."
Wes raised an eyebrow in curiosity. "I'm glad you didn't," he said like any protective father. "But why scared?"
"I didn't have anyone I really trust to go with. And you're the one person in the world I trust with my life."
"Of course you can trust me, sweetheart. But that's not the kind of party you go to with your father. Look, if you really just want to see other people having sex, there are a bunch of websites I can..."
"Yeah, yeah, I know all about those," she rolled her eyes. "It's not the same thing."
Wes couldn't help nodding in agreement. "But sweetie, people would think it's really twisted if I took my daughter to a party like that."
"They wouldn't have to know that, Dad. I'd just be your date. Anything else is none of their business. I mean, it's not like we'd be doing anything with each other."
Both of them blushed. It gave Wes a stark reminder of how they'd both been masturbating at the same time earlier. And he'd been watching her play with herself like a shameful pervert. What would it say about the kind of man he was if he took his daughter to a party where half the people were sneaking off to have sex, many of them doing it where they could easily be seen? On the other hand, the thought made his cock prickle with heat. He also loved the idea of the idea going somewhere -- anywhere -- with Arya and no one knowing she was his daughter, assuming she was his much younger girlfriend. Of course, she was the last person he could ever admit this to, but he could tell she was just as delighted by the idea.
The hard truth was that Wes couldn't think of any girl he'd ever known who'd make as wonderful a girlfriend as his daughter. She was sweet, funny, smart, pretty and insanely voluptuous. The idea of having a few hours just to pretend Arya was really his girlfriend finally got the best of him and he agreed to take her to the party. It was a terrible idea, but he couldn't resist.
"You're the coolest dad ever," the girl exclaimed, hugging him across the console of the car. "Of course this means I need a party dress now."
Wes just laughed, and the pair finally got out of the car and went into the mall. What he wasn't expecting was to be taking a practice run at acting like they were a couple. Neither of them had anticipated feeling self-conscious about going bikini shopping as a father and daughter, especially because Wes kept urging Arya to check out the skimpiest the ones they had. She knew it was her father's way of telling her he wanted to see her wearing them but without having to come out and say the actual words.
With sales clerks and other customers all around them, Arya's pulse raced as her father picked out swimwear she never would have considered on her own. None of the suits were the type she'd ever wear in public, but her nipples went stiff as she thought about wearing them just for him. It was even more exciting when she realized the people around them probably assumed they were a couple: a fit, good-looking older man and his curvy, young lover. Meanwhile, her father was like a kid in a candy store, boldly suggesting skimpier and skimpier outfits for his daughter to wear around the pool.
Arya had never worn a thong bikini in public in her life. The fact that her father was openly encouraging her to let her big, round ass show around the pool made her pulse race. Also, the tops to the suits he was picking out would definitely leave more of her ripe boobs exposed than covered. She loved knowing her father wanted to look at her that way, and she didn't care whether any other man, either her age or his, ever bothered.
Wes bought his daughter three new bikinis that were obscenely tiny, along with another one-piece suit she could wear for more public occasions. Then they went to at least five more stores where Arya tried to decide on just the right little black party dress. She'd always had trouble finding dresses that made her feel sexy, and she was so happy her father went with her from store to store without a word of complaint.
Arya finally found a dress that rode her pronounced curves perfectly. As she looked at herself in the fitting room mirror she felt beautiful and sexy, and she was sure her father would love the way it looked. She didn't model it for him, deciding to wait until the night of the party to let him see her.
After, she picked out a pair of patterned, sheer black pantyhose that were going to look hot along with the dress. The thought of her father's reaction made the girl's heart race. She knew he was doing his best to keep from acting like a complete pervert over his daughter, but she loved the way he couldn't completely hide the way he looked at her.
Over the next few days, they didn't talk about the party, but Arya went out to sunbathe in a different bikini every morning. At first, she felt ridiculous packing her overtly curvaceous body into anything so tiny, but when her father came out for his swim and let his eyes drift over every fold and curve of her nearly naked body it made her feel like her heartbeat was coming straight from her clit.
The first couple of days, she caught sight of the rock hard erection barely contained in his speedo when he got out of the pool. The length of his shaft stretched all the way to his hip, and the big, beautifully rounded head was perfectly outlined in the snug, wet material. She pretended to be dozing behind her sunglasses, but she couldn't help the way the sight of her father's excited cock made her heart race, especially knowing she was the one who got him so excited. The very idea that her own, amazing father thought of her that way made her smooth, young slit drip like a ripe, juicy peach.
Wes would get out of the pool and hurry into the house, always making Arya wish she could get a better look at his swollen dad meat. She was sure he went upstairs and stroked himself while looking at her from his bathroom window. And after the first couple of times fingering herself under her bikini, she started to take off her top and imagined him gazing at her naked tits while they each made themselves cum.
The morning before the party they were supposed to go to, Arya made the bold move of taking off her top even before Wes came out to swim. Simply imagining the way her father must have been looking at her tits wasn't enough anymore. She wanted to see the look on his face no matter how much it made her body tremble with nerves.
When Wes walked out that morning and found his daughter sunning topless, the bottom she was still wearing barely covering more than the width of her pussy mound, he momentarily stopped in his tracks and smiled. He loved the way she'd been growing bolder since their shopping trip together. It was frustrating in some ways, knowing he could never have her, but as long as she didn't mind him looking he wasn't about to miss an opportunity. The girl's tits were absolutely luscious, and she didn't flinch when she caught him staring at them.
"You're still gonna have tan lines if you keep the bottom on," he teased her.
His tone was light and joking, but he'd been growing more and more eager to see the girl's bare pussy. To his surprise, she didn't instantly pass the idea off.
"It would be easier if I wasn't the only naked person by the pool," she said, a little shy but coy at the same time.
Wes then admitted how he always went naked when she was at school. He'd only started wearing a suit again when she came home.
"Oh," she said, taken aback. "My father, a nudist?"
Wes laughed. "Why not? There was no one else around. And it feels better to swim and sunbathe."
He could tell his daughter was intrigued, and if the way her eyes were lingering over the bulge in his speedo was any indication, she was curious to see his cock.
"I guess I've heard that," she replied. "Maybe, umm, if you go first it'll be easier for me."
Wes took a deep breath. Was he really going to convince his daughter to go nude with him? He knew she wanted to as much as he did, but the way the two of them had masturbating at the same time every day was a situation that would probably get worse. But looking at her now in nothing but the tiny thong bottom he'd bought her at the mall he was more eager than ever than see her reveal her pouty, young pussy.
"Okay, baby, that's fair. But I should warn you, sometimes when men go naked they can get a bit excited. It's perfectly natural, but I don't want you to feel shocked if it happens to me. Especially around such a beautiful, voluptuous young girl."
Arya smiled shyly at the compliment, but then cocked her head and informed her father that his speedo didn't exactly do very much to hide the evidence when he got excited. "Besides, Dad, girls get excited, too. It's just not so obvious," she giggled. "It's not like we'd be doing anything bad."
"That's true," Wes reasoned with her as he pushed his speedo off. It wasn't like he didn't know she'd been looking at the hard bulge in his suit the last couple of mornings. And it wasn't like he hadn't imagined a moment like this hundreds of times before.
The man came back upright to find his daughter staring at his exposed cock. While the rest of his body was trimmed, he was smoothly shaven all around his balls and shaft. With his pulse pumping as quickly as it was, his organ was hanging thicker than usual, and his daughter still hadn't looked away. Wes just stood there and let the girl stare. He finally cleared his throat and nodded toward her bikini bottom.
"Oh right," she said distractedly. She lifted her ass off the lounge chair to push her thong down, finally taking it all the way off.
Arya was obviously self-conscious being naked in front of her father for the first time as a ripe, fully developed woman. She was no longer the little daddy's girl who grew up under his wing. Wes was enthralled by the sight of her and his cock ached and grew thicker in response. By now he'd normally be diving into the pool for his morning laps, but he was staring at his daughter just as hard as she was still staring at his cock. He pulled a chair over to a few, short feet directly facing the foot of her lounge and sat down. Yet another in a series of bad ideas, but his fully nude daughter was rearranging her father's very soul.
Wes touched his cock under the girl's watchful gaze, slowly stroking and fondling his quickly swelling flesh.
"Why don't you spread your legs for Daddy, baby?" he said. "I know you touch it when I go back inside after my swims."
"I thought you might've been watching," she admitted as she hesitantly parted her plump, round thighs and set her feet down on either side of her lounge.
"I'm sorry, baby. I know that's really bad, but I couldn't help it."
His cock was now fully erect and his daughter was watching his fist slip up and down his shaft.
"It's okay, Dad. It's just looking, right? We can do that, can't we?"
"Mhmm, baby, yes we can. There's nothing wrong with just looking. Or even if we want to touch ourselves together. Might be a good idea to take the edge off before the party tonight."
Arya finally brought a hand between her legs and stroked the lips of her wet pussy. She let out a long moan before she could speak. "That's a really good idea, Daddy. So practical," she snickered.
Wes was completely enthralled by the sight of his nude, voluptuous daughter now openly rubbing her smoothly shaved slit in front of him. His cock was hard as marble and there was gooey precum already oozing down onto his shaft.
"Baby, you're so beautiful," he groaned.
"Really, Dad? Do you really really think so?"
"Can't you see what you do to me every day, baby girl?"
Arya mewled happily and brought her other hand between her legs. Keeping her pussy spread open with one hand, she started rubbing her clit in earnest with the other. Wes wanted his big little girl's wet pussy more than anything. He knew he could never have her, though. Never feel the intense pleasure of sinking his rock hard fuckstick into her slick hole. But if this was all he could have, it was better than going on and pretending they weren't hopelessly in love and lust.
Wes's cock was throbbing with hot desire. Arya sent his aching need through the roof when she pushed a pair of fingers into her sodden hole, pumping herself while she kept mashing the fingers of the other hand over her swollen clit. Her whole body was shaking and jiggling, her sumptuous tits squeezed between her arms as she worked her pussy over for her adoring father.
"Oh, ohhhh, Daddy, I'm gonna cum!" she cried.
Her father was pumping his cock furiously as he watched the luscious spectacle of his thickly curved daughter rocking in climax. Wes was beside himself with lust. The excitement of watching his daughter cum so hard brought him to his feet as he stood over her pounding his cock relentlessly. With a deep growl of pleasure, he felt the bolts of cum shooting through his shaft and flying through the air onto Arya's shuddering body. By the time he was finished, there was cum all over his daughter's legs.
"Baby, I'm sorry," he said, catching his breath. "I got carried away."
"I'm glad you did," she said, smearing her fingers in the creamy spunk on her skin. "It makes me feel beautiful."
"Oh, baby, you are. So beautiful."
Wes wanted to go hold his baby girl and kiss her the way he'd never kissed another girl. But he knew if he did it would only lead to something deeper. They'd end up crossing a line they could never get back over. So he just gave her quick kiss on the cheek and then went into the pool and swam. She followed him in a couple of minutes later. The two felt happier and more playful than Wes could remember as father and daughter played naked in the water.
Early that evening, Wes dressed casually for the party. Linen pants and a short sleeve button down shirt he wore untucked. He waited none too patiently for Arya to finish getting ready and join him downstairs. He was eager to see what the dress was like that she picked out the other day, but at the same time he wondered if it was such a good idea to take her there. Maybe he could talk her into going to a restaurant and blowing off the party.
But he knew she really wanted to go. She was so curious. He also didn't want her to start thinking he regretted masturbating with her that morning. It was impossible to take it any further than that, but Wes knew he wanted to do it again. And again and again after that. He knew his daughter wanted it too. He would have known even if it hadn't been for her giddy, flirty behavior toward him all day afterwards. He would have known just from the hip-shaking way she had cum. But as her father he had to keep his expectations in check. Masturbating in front of each other was already more than they ever should have done, and sooner or later, Wes would have to get used to the idea that she would meet someone to fall in love with.
Meanwhile, Arya finally came out of her room and made her way downstairs to him. Wes's breath caught in his throat the moment she walked into the living room. She blushed and smiled coyly when she saw the stunned expression on her father's face. He'd never seen his daughter in anything like the dress she'd gotten for the party.
It was, for the most part, a basic black party dress, except the hemline was wickedly short, barely reaching a few inches past the level of Arya's pussy. There was an inverted V shaped slit on one side that went up to her hip, revealing that her black pantyhose were sheer all the way up. The top was held around her neck by spaghetti straps that tied around her neck halter style, with a plunging, U shaped neckline that left the inner curves of her lush tits fully exposed. The dress hugged the girl's body tightly, perfectly showing the pneumatic hourglass shape of her body.
Wes shook his head and sighed deeply. It took a moment to find his voice. "We can relax that no one's going to think you're my daughter," he said. "No father in his right mind would ever let his daughter out of the house in a dress like that."
Arya giggled happily. "I guess you like it, Daddy."
"Baby, you are, hands down, the hottest date I've ever gone anywhere with."
The blush on her face deepened while her smile turned into a grin of satisfaction. "Dad, you have to promise to stay really close, okay? I'm really nervous going out like this."
Wes wasn't surprised, and he knew why she was doing it. But he felt proud of her. She was stunning and there were already tingles of heat swarming through his cock.
"I'll be right next to you all night, sweetheart," he promised. "If I leave you for a second you'll be surrounded by horny vultures."
His daughter snickered briefly. "Well there's only one guy I was hoping to make horny," she said none too coyly. "I hope it's working."
"Umm, maybe we should get going," her father said, avoiding her implicit question. Arya snickered, letting her father know she already knew the answer. They hadn't even left the house and his daughter was already making him horny.
Wes still had a hard time believing he was really taking his daughter to this party. The company that was hosting it produced softcore porn videos, so it wasn't a surprise their celebrations were sexually charged. For the past year, they had tried outsourcing a portion of their graphic and web design to Wes. The last party of theirs he went to was the first. He'd been surprised to see a lot of their performers there, and then wasn't actually too surprised by the sexual turn it had taken. His date for that one had been impressed. Maybe too impressed. He had no idea what to expect bringing his own daughter, but he couldn't help feeling excited about seeing her reaction.
There was a thick air of anticipation in the car on the way, and when they finally arrived, Wes introduced Arya by her name only, not bothering to mention to anyone she was his daughter. She just smiled brightly and clung to her father's arm, squashing her full tits against him as they had a few drinks and mingled with all kinds of different people.



Wes found himself liking the way everyone assumed Arya was his much younger girlfriend, and he could tell from the gleam in her eyes that she was enjoying it too. He loved the way she clung to him, growing bolder in the way she mashed her half exposed tits against him. It didn't matter who they were talking to, and Wes became more and more comfortable resting his hand on his baby girl's ass while the party went on. For that matter, the more the drinks kept flowing, the more open touching and groping the party guests were doing. This only made Wes and Arya that much more comfortable with touching each other in public.
There was a large reception area adjacent to a conference room with large windows where most of the party was taking place, but a little later on, Arya wanted to use the ladies' room and her father guided her down a corridor where there were some private offices and rest rooms.
After stripping naked and masturbating together that morning, and then letting the drinks relax them into their charade of being a couple, Wes felt the line between Arya being his daughter and girlfriend becoming too blurry to worry about anymore. They way she'd been using his name in front of other people instead of calling him Dad, as usual, gave him an added thrill he couldn't fully explain. He didn't care. Every time he looked at her sweet face he saw everything she was to him: a pretty, voluptuous younger girl that he loved and wanted more than anything and the daughter he loved and protected since the day she was born.
As they turned down the corridor, there was a couple passionately kissing and groping at each other's body. Father and daughter smiled at each other as they took in the way the young woman was rubbing a bulge in the front of the man's pants. When they came close to the door to the ladies' room, Wes stopped and held his daughter against the wall, remembering her curiosity to see other people playing sexually was their main excuse for coming to the party in the first place.
Wes felt himself feeling excited by the other couple in the hallway, but much more so because his daughter was there to see them with him. He held his body close to her, giving her room to keep watching the other pair over his shoulder. She slipped her nylon covered thigh between his, and he couldn't resist touching her hip where it was left exposed by the slit on the side of her dress. She felt so warm and slick through the nylon. His cock began to grow thick in his pants while he explored his girl's ass and hip with his hand, finally giving in to the urge to cup her warm pussy mound through her hose. Arya pulled in soft gasp of surprise when her father touched her pussy.
"Ohhh, Dad," she cooed, only loud enough for him to hear.
"Keep watching them, baby," he whispered. "Tell Daddy what they're doing."
"Oh god, Dad, she's unzipping his pants. She's pulling his dick out right there where anyone can walk by and see. He's so hard."
Their whole conversation was softly whispered, just between father and daughter.
"Do you like seeing his cock?" Wes asked, mashing his fingers firmly into her pussy mound through her hose. The damp heat emanating from her core was impossible to miss.
"Yes. It's hot watching her stroke it while they kiss. But not as much as I liked seeing yours this morning by the pool."
Wes couldn't help grinning. Whether she was his daughter or not, their status as a couple wasn't a pretense anymore.
"Mmm, I think you could see how much I loved watching you finger your pussy for me."
"Ohhhh, fuck."
Wes worked his hand into the top of his daughter's pantyhose and pushed it down to feel her bare pussy. She cooed and bit her bottom lip while his fingers explored between her thighs and dragged along the moist lips of her slit. She grew increasingly wet as he fingered her, and his cock was fully aroused and swollen by the time she reached to feel it through his pants.
"Daddy, she's stroking him now," she told him, gazing up at him with questioning eyes.
"Show me, baby," he said.
With an impish grin, Arya unzipped her father's pants and worked his excited cock out into the open. "She's doing it just like this, Dad," she said as she curled her hand around his thick shaft and began stroking his length.
"I think you're doing it better," he told her, digging his fingers deeper into her leaking pussy. He ground the tip of one finger against her clit and brought a long, low moan from deep in her throat.
Meanwhile, the other couple were moaning, and there were the sounds of sexual moans beginning to come from a couple of the open office doorways along the hallway.
Wes reached for the top of his daughter's dress with his free hand and pulled the stretchy top down below her weighty tits. It was so low cut he didn't have far to pull it down to reveal her shapely orbs. He tweezed the girl's swollen nipples and kept rubbing her clit while she continued stroking his cock.
"They can see us, Dad," she whispered extra quietly. "They're both watching just like I'm watching them."
"Then let's give them something to see," he grinned.
Wes turned Arya with him so they were still facing each other, but now they were sideways against the wall and giving the other couple a sideview. His daughter's hand was practically glued to his throbbing cock while he now fondled her exposed tits with both hands. They exchanged smiles with the other couple, and then the mature looking blonde sank down to her knees and started licking and fondling the much younger man's cock.
"Fffuck," Arya whispered. "That's so hot."
Wes gave the other couple a quick look, enough to see the way the man was looking at Arya's tits while his older playmate finally took his cock between her lips. The kneeling blonde was obviously savoring the lusty, young rod in her mouth, but she was enjoying giving Wes and his daughter a good show just as much. Wes couldn't help wondering what they'd think if they knew they were watching a father and daughter quickly shed their last inhibitions about being together.
Wes leaned against the wall and brought Arya in front of him. Her dress was so short it was easy to slide his aching cock against her nylon covered ass. He fondled her sizeable tits with one hand while he pushed the front of her pantyhose down with the other. The young man getting his cock sucked watched every move while Wes began to massage his daughter's exposed pussy.
Arya whimpered with pleasure, grinding her ass against her father's cock and setting her feet further apart to invite his fingers to play with her dripping pussy. She leaned her head back against his shoulder and cooed happily as he kissed her neck.
"See the way he's looking at you, baby?" Wes growled softly into his daughter's ear. "Because you're so hot and sexy. So beautiful. Daddy's so proud of you."
Arya whimpered and ground her ass against her dad's cock in response. He kissed her neck countless times while massaging her clit, fully aware of the way the others were watching them. The secret of their relationship only made Wes's dick throb that much more. He wanted his daughter more than anything. Leaving her tits fully exposed, Wes gripped a handful of his baby girl's hair and pulled her head so her ear was directly against his lips. Her clit was throbbing under the pads of his fingers while he whispered to her.
"I'm making you mine tonight, baby girl," he told her. "You're gonna be mine completely. No more pretending to be good. I love you more than anything and I'm making you mine forever. They can look all they want, but Daddy's never sharing you ever."
Arya uttered a breathless series of shallow gasps. "Ohhh, yes, fuck," she moaned loudly. She rocked her ass against her father's cock and gave herself over to the constant stroke of his fingers on her clit. The other man was watching everything they did while he started pumping his rod in and out of the blonde's mouth. Before long, Arya's body grew tense and then shivered all over as she climaxed on her father's persistent fingers.
It wasn't long after that the guy across the hall started gasping. It was clear to see he was pouring a load of cum into the blonde's welcoming mouth. The blonde took every drop of the younger man's spunk with ease. Then she smiled at Wes and Arya as she stood up.
"You make a gorgeous couple," she told them with a smile as she led the younger man back toward the reception area.
Wes turned his daughter around to face him and kissed her deeply. His cock was throbbing with heat as it still stuck out of his pants. Arya quickly got her hand back around his shaft and stroked him while they kisses like the most devoted lovers in history.
When they paused for breath, Arya reminded her father she still had to use the bathroom. "More than ever now," she giggled.
Wes was pleased to see how bold his daughter was feeling when she pushed the door to the ladies' room open with one hand and led him inside by his cock with the other. There was a young woman, not much older than Arya, standing at the sink touching up her makeup. She was one of the company's video performers, and Wes and Arya had been talking to her earlier. When she saw Arya leading her father into the girls' room by his long, thick erection, she winked at Arya and said, "Oh, my, what a lucky girl."
Arya and her father both giggled in response, and she practically ran to an open stall where she lowered her pantyhose to her knees and sat on the toilet. Wes stood in the stall doorway and stroked his cock under his daughter's watchful gaze while she peed. When she was done, he took a moment to lean over and take off her heels, then pull her pantyhose the rest of the way off, balling them up and slipping them into a pants pocket. She slipped her shoes back on and stood up, taking her father's dick back in her hand.
"This feels so bad," she said. "Not wearing anything under this dress makes me feel so slutty," she giggled.
"As long as you're my slut, pretty darling," her father told her."
"That girl was right. I'm lucky. The luckiest girl in the world."
"I'm the lucky one, angel.
"Oh, Dad, I love you so much."
"I love you too."
Then he kissed her again, feeling her tits which were still jutting naked over the top of her dress. Her hand was pulling on her father's rod as they kissed, and then a laughing couple came in. The woman was in a dress almost as short as Arya's, and she sat up on the counter where the bank of sinks were while a man who was older than Wes unzipped his pants and pushed his cock into the younger woman's pussy. The girl squealed excitedly as the much older man started plowing his cock between her open thighs.
Wes and Arya spent a while fondling each other and watching the other couple fuck. Unlike the couple in the hall, this pair were oblivious to anyone else.
Holding her dad's cock like a schoolgirl holding onto her father's hand at an amusement park, Arya followed Wes out of the bathroom and back into the hallway. They looked into the open office doorways and saw people on couches and on top of desks, fucking or sucking where anyone could walk by and watch. With his daughter's hand constantly on his cock, and with the way she looked in her dress with her tits hanging out in the open, the slit revealing her uncovered pussy from the right angle, Wes was throbbing with arousal.
The scene that captured his daughter's attention the most was in the large, lavish office of the company president. Wes had introduced him to Arya earlier, and now he was sitting on the sofa in his office, pants at his ankles, while one of his video performers was riding his cock reverse cowgirl style. The father and daughter had spent some time talking to the now naked starlet too. Her body was slender and fit, with a large, bouncing pair of enhanced tits.
Another man about the same age as the company president was sitting near them on the sofa, also with his pants down and his hand around his stiff cock, awaiting his turn with the starlet.
Wes and Arya watched the performer fuck the company boss from the doorway. She let out a purposely loud moan and flashed a bright grin at the father/daughter couple. Wes caught the other girl's eyes drop down to his daughter's hand on his exposed cock. It made his shaft throb with heat in Arya's hand, knowing that their true relationship was a secret from everyone there. Yet he couldn't help feeling exhilarated by being able to express his loving lust for his daughter openly. He almost wished everyone knew his curvy, younger girlfriend was really his daughter.
Between a few drinks to loosen him up, along with the free and easy atmosphere of the party, Wes was beginning to feel defiant of the usual rules. He was deeply in love with the beautifully plump girl now boldly stroking his cock in front of the three people in the office. He put his arm possessively around his daughter's shoulders, dropping his hand onto her fully exposed tit and fondled her flesh.
The other man on the couch turned his attention to Arya, obviously enjoying the sight of the girl's freely bared tits. Wes was happy that Arya could see the way the other man was appreciating her sexy beauty. It was good for her confidence, and even though the man had a lustful look for the curvy girl, Wes would never share his girl. She was his, and he needed to prove it to her.
Wes led his daughter into the office and up against the edge of the president's desk, in full view of the trio on the sofa. He kissed his daughter deeply, aggressively fondling her bare tits while she loosened his belt and finally opened his pants so they could fall to his ankles.
"Are you ready to belong to me, baby?" he whispered so only Arya could hear. "Totally mine? Forever?"
"Ohhh, Daddy, fuck yes," she sighed privately into his ear.
Arya turned around and planted her hands on the desk while her father lifted the bottom of her dress up around her hips. With his swollen rod nudging against one cheek of her ass, Wes fingered his daughter's pussy. Her clit was distended and hard and the smooth lips of her hairless pussy were saturated with nectar. Her father slipped a pair of fingers into her slick hole and rhythmically pumped them in and out while the girl cooed and purred with pleasure.
Wes's cock was throbbing with need, and his daughter was the only girl in the world who had what he needed. He finally pulled his fingers free of her sodden cunt and quickly took his shaft in hand, eagerly plugging the head of his cock into her opening.
Arya gasped loudly at the moment of contact between her father's cock and her pussy. She threw a look over her shoulder at him. Her eyes were burning with love and lust. Father and daughter shared an intense look as they acknowledged that this was the moment their lives together would change forever.
Wes pushed forward, sinking his fat cock into his daughter's slippery channel. A throaty, animalistic yowl came from the girl as her father's thick rod gradually filled her hole, inch by rock hard inch. When he finally had all of his dick inside her, he gripped her big, firm ass cheeks hard and began rocking his pole in and out of her tight sheath.
"Ohhh, yessss," the starlet called at the from the couch as she steadily rode her boss's rigid cock. "Do it. Fuck her. Give her every inch of that hot cock."
Wes knew his daughter was just as excited as he from the way the others were watching him begin to pump and pound her sloshing, wet fuckhole with all his strength. He was grunting with the effort, pulling for deep breaths as he pumped his beautiful baby's hole with every inch of his cock. The sensations of her velvet-lined cunt along his sensitive shank were intoxicating. If he'd known before how insanely perfect it felt to drive his cock in and out of his daughter's pussy he would have given up on his attempts to resist her long ago. He now knew there was nothing like a daughter's hot love.
Arya was moaning loudly, punctuating her moans with high pitched squeals. "Yes, oh fuck, yessss," she repeated as she rocked her hips against the driving thrusts of her father's dick.
Wes was so excited by now he lost all thought of where he was and what he was doing. All that mattered were the feel of his baby girl's ass under his groping hands and the hot, wet squeeze of her cunt on his shaft. Without thinking about what he was doing, his right hand rose up in the air and swiftly landed across his daughter's ass cheek with a resounding smack. Arya cried out while her pussy clenched at his stalk. Wes smacked her ass again and again, and each strike brought the intense rippling sensation of her inner walls around his rod.
The starlet on the couch even moaned in response to Wes spanking his bent over daughter. He was barely aware of the three people on the couch now, the starlet riding the company president's cock hard and fast while the other man was now pounding his cock with his fist. Arya's pussy was rippling and squeezing her father's pumping pole harder than ever. He knew his spanks were only driving her arousal to higher and higher levels. She finally started to cum around his prick, her juices spraying out around his organ in a thick mist that wet the front of his body.
"OHHHH, FUCK, DADDY YES! PUMP MEEEEEE!!!! OHHHHH DAAAAAAAD!!!" Arya screamed without thinking.
Wes didn't care that she was now revealing who they truly were to each other. If she had only called him Daddy they might have let it go, but calling him Dad left no mistake as to who they really were. Yet all that mattered now was filling his baby girl's hole with the very same cream that brought her to life. Now it was bringing her to life in a whole new and wonderful way. If anything, he just felt that much more love and pride for his bold, beautiful girl.
With deep growls, Wes rammed his raging prick deeply into Arya's hole, his shaft wracked with spasms of dizzying pleasure, his cum jolting through his solid meat deeply into his daughter's succulent hole.
Instead of the shocked disapproval that might have greeted them, the other three on the couch were all exploding with orgasms of their own. Wes knew his daughter's inadvertent revelation had set off their excitement to the boiling point.
Arya turned to face her father after he finally pulled his cock out of her pussy. She could barely look at the others on the couch now as they were looking back at the father and daughter couple with dazed looks of satisfaction. But Wes took his girl into his arms and kissed her the way he'd never kissed another girl in his life. She was his now. Completely and for always. He would never let her go no matter what anyone thought.
After their kiss broke, Arya looked at her father with a naughty twinkle in her eye, even though she still couldn't bring herself to look at the people on the couch. She then sank to the floor and proceeded to thoroughly lick her father's cock and balls clean of their mixed juices while the other three watched in amazement.
Wes just smiled at the others, then looked down at his daughter on her knees.
"I love you so much, baby," he told her so the others could hear.
"I love you too, Dad," she replied. "So much."
Arya stood up, and the naked starlet went over to them. "I wish my dad loved me the way your dad loves you," she told the much curvier girl.
The girl walked out of the office, still naked. The men on the couch started pulling their pants back up while Wes did the same thing. He put his cock away, finally zipping back up, but when Arya went to pull her dress back over her tits he stopped her.
"I love seeing you like this," he told her.
Both men on the couch expressed their approval, making Arya blush.
The father and daughter went back to the main reception area, where the party was in full swing. The starlet who'd been in the president's office was there, mingling naked with some eagerly attentive guests.



Wes and Arya made their excuses and said goodnight to a few of the people they'd met, and they finally went back to the car. Arya left her tits exposed the whole way. The production company's office building had its own parking, so there wasn't any possibility of anyone but people from the party seeing her, but her father loved the way his baby girl walked proudly to the car with her large, heaving tits on full display.
When they got in the car, they sat in silence a couple of minutes, just absorbing everything that had just happened. It was Arya who finally broke the silence.
"I'm sorry I lost it in there and called you Dad in front of everyone," she said, not really sounding very sorry.
Wes smiled at her. He cupped one of her tits in his hand and massaged the weighty sphere, rolling the still erect nipple between his fingertips. His daughter sighed and looked at him with the most intense love he'd ever seen in a girl's eyes.
"It's okay, baby. You made five people all cum at the same time," he chuckled. "I love you with all my heart, and I don't care if they know who we really are."
Arya admitted she'd never cum so hard in her life. She never even knew she could squirt the way she had while her dad was fucking her in front of three people she barely knew.
"I guess you'll want to come to the next party," Wes mused with a suggestive smirk.
"So you can fuck your daughter in public again? Oh, definitely," she giggled happily.
They spent a long time kissing in the car, Wes feeling his daughter's large, warm tits. She was soon feeling his cock as it grew back to the excited state it had been in for most of the night.
"Oh, Daddy, I love that dick so much," Arya said between kisses.
Wes finally started the car and began driving his daughter home, promising to give his baby girl as much of the dick she loved and craved as she ever wanted. Besides, he couldn't wait to show her how much he was dying to get his tongue between her plump, shapely thighs. But before they made the first traffic light, Arya had her father's cock out of his pants as she leaned over and sucked his excited rod all the way home.
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"Did you rob a bank or something?" Ellie asked as she looked around Dave's apartment for the first time. It was too big and luxurious for a guy in his tax bracket.
Dave explained to his younger sister how he got into the place through a friend of his boss. He was getting a deeply reduced rent in exchange for handling any problems from other tenants in the complex. He was the unofficial superintendent, but since the luxury development was brand new, there wasn't much for him to do. No one's plumbing or electricity had a chance to break down yet.
He'd been in his unit for six months by this time. He was doing well in his job and could afford a nice apartment, but certainly nothing as big or luxurious as he now had. It was sweet situation for him, though. The biggest problems he'd had to deal with so far were a few tenants who'd lost their keys. In the meantime, he was able to keep working at his regular job and save a lot of extra money.
But Dave wasn't thinking about his apartment. This was the first time he'd seen his little sister in the three years since he took his current job. It was twelve hundred miles south of their hometown. Ellie had only been seventeen when he first left home. Now she was just on the verge of turning twenty and had transferred here for her last two years of college. She was also moving into her brother's big, fabulous apartment.
They'd talked about it between themselves before bringing it up with their parents. It had been Dave's idea, but it made perfect sense. Why shouldn't Ellie just move in with her brother since he had more than enough room? It was much better than finding her something on her own that wouldn't have been as nice, and certainly much better than moving in to a dorm.
Dave couldn't help being impressed by his little sister. Somehow, she'd changed into a seemingly different person even though she hadn't changed all that much physically. Her dishwater blonde hair was longer than it used to be, now falling all the way to small of her back, drawing her brother's eyes to her ass, which was every bit as firm and round as ever.
The lightweight shorts she was wearing weren't especially tight, but short enough that they were constantly teasing fleeting glimpses of the crease separating the top of her thighs and the cheeks of her ass. Her tanned legs would rival those of any dancer. On top she was wearing a black tank that was tastefully cropped just above her navel. It wasn't that daringly low cut, but it was snug enough to accentuate the firm, barely handful-sized tits that rode high and proud.
Dave was impressed, to say the least. One good look was all he needed to see that his sister had obviously kept up with the dancing and athletic pursuits she'd enjoyed for years. She had a more confident air about her than before, too, making her seem a little taller in the way she carried herself. It also seemed she was more subtle and skilled with her makeup, and Ellie's naturally gorgeous face was more striking than ever.
Her luggage was still in the living room near the main entrance while Dave gave his sister a quick tour. There were almost as many rooms as the house they both grew up in, even though Ellie was still in middle school when her brother left for college. He was now twenty-six.
The six year gap between them seemed to give them an advantage over a lot of siblings they'd been through school with who were closer in age. They never had the same kinds of adversarial issues so many other brothers and sisters had growing up. Dave was always the handsome, athletic older boy that happened to live in the same house and have the same parents as Ellie. He was the guy all her friends had a crush on, which used to annoy her as much as it made her proud.
Dave had always been aware of the way his baby sister looked up to him. Even as a teenager it made him feel good. He had made himself a promise to always take good care of her and try to never disappoint her. When the time came for him to leave for college, Ellie had been nearly beside herself with grief. But he'd promised her they would text every day and talk at least once a week, a promise they'd kept to each other for the past eight years.
Regardless of the fact that Dave had hundreds of selfies Ellie had sent him, it was different seeing her in person for the first time after the longest period they'd ever been apart. The greater maturity and confidence she had now showed through in a way that selfies and phone calls couldn't reveal the way seeing her in person could. The way she carried herself made her seem so different, yet she was the same, lovely Ellie in almost every other way.
As he showed his younger sister around the apartment, Dave had a hard time keeping his eyes off Ellie's face, and whenever she was looking the other way, he kept looking at her legs like he was trying to memorize them. He knew he shouldn't be looking at her that way, but it was only his surprise at the beautiful creature she'd become. Not so different, but like she was just more of everything she'd always been. Besides, it wasn't bad for a guy to be proud of his sister being beautiful. Most brothers should be so lucky.
Ellie was overjoyed at the room Dave had cleared out for her to have as her bedroom. It had a huge closet, plenty of room to set up her desk for studying, and a large window with a view of the beach. Her brother was hoping to see the amazed look on her pretty face, and she didn't disappoint him. The only problem was that they'd have to share the bathroom in the hallway, but that would be just like it was when they still lived at home with their parents.
After that, Dave showed his sister the large, outdoor balcony, and she was even more amazed than she was with her bedroom. There was plenty of comfortable furniture, and Dave assured her she could study there and keep up her tan at the same time.
"This is amazing, Dave," she sighed. "You really know how to take care of your baby sister."
Dave gave in to a powerful urge to hug her. "Nothing's too good for my El," he told her. He was acutely aware of the way his hands were right at the small of her back, just above the pert swell of her ass, while the warmth of her body against him was causing a familiar tingling sensation between his legs. He'd never felt sensations like this for his little sister, and he was afraid it felt much better than it should.
"You're my champion, Dave," she told him, hugging him back. "I feel like a princess moving into the prince's palace."
Dave laughed. "Okay, that's a slight exaggeration, but you're as beautiful as a princess and you deserve the best."
"Well I sure have the best brother."
"Baby, you only have one brother."
"Minor technicality."
"Welcome home, Ell. I really hope you like it here."
"I love it already. It's amazing. Just like you. But I'd be happy living anywhere with you. You have no idea how much I've been looking forward to us being together again."
Dave felt himself blush, not something he ever did for anyone else. "Just like the old days," he said.
"Yeah. Except better."
Ellie then angled her pretty face upward and kissed her brother on the lips. It was a brief kiss, but not hurried. Their lips came into warm contact for a few, fleeting seconds. It was a fairly chaste kiss, but not exactly the traditional kind of kiss a brother and sister would share. It was hard for Dave to keep from thinking of pressing his tongue against his sister's supple lips. He resisted the urge, but any time he kissed a girl as pretty Ellie on the mouth it was always followed by his searching tongue. For that matter, he had a hard time thinking of any girl he'd ever been with being as pretty as his little sister.
It was a simple hug and kiss, but Dave broke out of the hug before his cock started to respond. He couldn't understand why his sister was suddenly affecting him this way, but he couldn't afford to let her feel the unchecked growth of his cock against her body.
Once the moment was past, Dave helped her move her luggage into her room. He left her to unpack and get her room set up while he went into the kitchen and started to cook something for dinner.
The next few weeks went well as Ellie settled in and started classes. Dave was surprised at how easy it was to adjust to living with his little sister again after so long. Now that she was a beautiful, almost twenty year old, it seemed like they had even more in common. She was an ideal companion, and Dave never realized how lonely he'd been living on his own until he had Ellie for company. It wasn't that he had any lack of female companionship, but he'd yet to make the kind of connection with someone that made him want to set up house with them.
Dave's current girlfriend was no exception. Nicole was a fit, pretty brunette just a couple of years older than Ellie. Dave had told her he needed some time to help his little sister get settled in so he hadn't seen her in a while. At first, he'd said a week or two, and after a couple of weeks when Nicole started texting and calling, he made an excuse that his sister needed a little more time. Maybe just another week or two. Nicole wasn't at all happy about it, but she agreed to give Dave a little more space.
The reality of the situation, however, was that Ellie fit into her new life like a hand into a glove. They had dinner together every night, and a few times Dave took her out to various restaurants he knew in the area. Even though it was just a brother and sister out for dinner, they were the best dates Dave could remember going on. Ellie dressed beautifully for all of them, usually wearing one of several sun dresses she had that were daringly short.
Dave couldn't help the way he loved being treated like a couple when he took his sister out. He never corrected anyone's assumption, and noticed Ellie didn't bother to either. A couple of times they just caught each other's eye and exchanged a knowing smile.
Another thing that started to happen during that first month was that Ellie quickly adapted to her brother's suggestion that she could study on the balcony and work on her tan at the same time. Dave had walked out to find his little sister lying on a lounge chair with a thick textbook in her hands while soaking up the sun in a bikini that left barely anything to the imagination. The first time her brother saw her get up and go inside for a drink he noticed how the back left more of Ellie's ass exposed than covered.
As the weeks went by, Ellie just seemed to grow more and more casual about hanging around the apartment in nothing but her bikini or the panties and tank tops she usually slept in. Dave wasn't complaining. The more he saw of his baby sister, the more he wanted to see. But he struggled to keep that to himself. The last thing he ever wanted was to freak the girl out and make her think he was some kind of incestuous peeping Tom. It was bad enough he privately accused himself of being one at least a hundred times.
Dave's attitude toward his sister only became more complicated when she reverted to snuggling with him on the couch at night after studying as long as she could. They had done this as kids, before he left home. But it was so different now that Ellie was a lusciously beautiful university girl. He started liking her companionship more than he should, and found himself much more eager to cuddle with his sister every night than get together with Nicole who just seemed to fill his life with complications. Their relationship was never meant to be a serious one anyway. This had been by mutual agreement, but Dave was getting the feeling Nicole was starting to think her territory was being threatened. By his sister, of all people.
Ellie was obviously settling in easily. Dave could've gotten together with Nicole any time after the first couple of days, but his sister was just much better company. The only drawback was a rapidly growing sexual frustration, which he started dealing with by jerking off more than he had in years. And he'd started imagining things about his baby sister he could never admit to anyone.
But Nicole finally gave Dave an ultimatum. She insisted Ellie had had more than enough time to get adjusted, and if he was planning to keep his relationship with Nicole going any further then it was time to either see each other or cut the cord entirely.
"Okay, you're right," Dave told her when they were talking on the phone. He was sitting in the living room while Ellie was just past the big, glass doors on the balcony. She was wearing a lemon colored bikini that was just as skimpy as the black one. The balcony went around two sides of the top floor of the building in a L shape. The side she was on now, the one outside the living room, had complete privacy.
"Besides," Nicole went on, "don't you want your sister to meet your girlfriend. I mean, if she's living there now we're going to have to coexist, right?"
Dave knew she was right, even if he didn't feel very excited about the idea. In his mind he kept going back to the idea of cutting the cord. But who in their right mind would break up with a sexy, willing girlfriend just to be able to snuggle with his baby sister on the couch every night? It almost felt like the bubble that only he and Ellie lived in was about to burst. Enter Nicole, who refused to be kept at a distance any longer. On the other hand, Ellie had been causing him to walk around with an unattended hard on more than ever before. Nicole could take care of needs his little sister couldn't, even if Ellie was the cause.
"Why don't we all go to Bare Beach this weekend?" Nicole suggested.
"You want to go to a nude beach with my sister and me?" Dave replied, thinking it was a terrible idea.
"Why not? Plenty of families go there, you know that. And it's the best way to really relax and we can all be ourselves. Or does she have a hang-up about going nude?"
Dave looked at his sister outside on the balcony, once again letting his eyes roam over her sleek body in a bikini that left her almost naked. He doubted Ellie had ever been to a nude beach before, but he didn't think she would be shy about it, either. For that matter, before she'd moved in, Dave had often gone naked on the private side of the balcony. He and Nicole had sunbathed nude out there plenty of times, and also loved it for when they had an urge for outdoor sex.
"Um, no, I don't think she'd mind about that," Dave finally replied. He was sure she wouldn't, but he couldn't deny to himself that he was dying to see his little sister naked. On the other hand, knowing Nicole, she just wanted to flaunt her relationship with Dave in front of Ellie in a way that made a statement.
"And," Nicole added with a playful tone, "it's been too long, baby. I'm sure we can find a chance to sneak away to that little spot. You know the one I mean."
There was a small area along the beach where there was a shady stand of palm trees and scattered bushes. People who knew the beach accepted it as a discreet spot for those in need of some sexual release. Dave and Nicole had played there a couple of times before, once when there was another couple playing with each other just a few feet away. This way, no one chanced doing anything sexual out on the more public and open part of the beach. Dave wasn't sure about ditching his baby sister on a nude beach so he could sneak off and fuck his girlfriend, but he knew the relief would be just what he'd been needing.
It seemed a better idea just to bring Nicole back home later on so she could spend the night. Maybe it was time to get on with the life he had going before Ellie moved in.
Dave and Nicole set a plan for Sunday, with Dave promising to call on the off-chance Ellie didn't want to go. After they disconnected the call, Dave went outside and told his sister about the plan he just talked about with Nicole. Ellie put the notes she was working on aside and sat up straighter, turning to set her feet down as she faced her brother. Dave's breath caught. His sister's legs looked amazing in this position, not to mention the thinly stretched bottom of her bikini.
"She wants to meet at a nude beach?" Ellie repeated, raising an amused brow.
"Yeah, she grew up in a nudist family, so...that's kind of normal for her. We don't have to do it if you don't want to. It's a really nice beach, though."
"So, uhh, we'd just be having a normal social gathering so your sister and girlfriend can meet. And we'd all just happen to be naked, right?"
Dave chuckled. "Yeah, that's about right."
Ellie was thoughtful for a moment. Dave couldn't help dropping his gaze to her cupcake shaped tits barely covered by her top.
"I just realized I've never seen you naked," she admitted with a wry smirk.
Dave brought his eyes back to his sister's face the second she spoke. "Why would you? I'm your brother."
"You've seen me naked, though."
"Yeah, like when you were three."
Ellie snickered. "I look different now."
"Umm, very true." Then he added: "Don't worry about it. I'll just call her back and arrange a dinner or something."
"If you want. It seems a little weird, but maybe fun, too. I guess I'd be okay with it. If you are, I mean."
"Sure, I'd be okay. As long as you are, too." Dave tried his best to sound casual.
Ellie fell into another thoughtful silence.
"I can tell you're thinking about something," her brother said. "If you're worried about something you really should say so now."
Ellie snickered briefly. "I'm just wondering what happens if you, um, get excited out in public with two naked girls."
Dave frowned at her which only made his sister laugh again.
"I happen to know for a fact that you haven't had any female companionship for at least a month now because you've been constantly doting on your little sister," she pointed out. "Don't get me wrong, big brother, I love being spoiled by the greatest guy in the world, but how are you going to deal with hanging out with two naked girls after a whole month without sex? Aren't you afraid you might have a noticeable reaction?"
His sister cast a playful glance at Dave's crotch and even winked. Dave blushed, but then he broke out laughing and shook his head.
"First of all, not all nudity is about sex, baby sis," he said, his tone not even convincing to himself. And he wasn't about to mention the little secluded area where he and Nicole had snuck off to relieve their tensions more than once in the past. "And second, when one of the girls is going to be my little sister then getting excited that way won't be a problem."
His tone was just as unconvincing on the second point, too, and Ellie had a skeptical smirk on her face. He wondered if she was aware of the daily erections he was getting for her. At the same time, her brother sensed that she was nervous about the idea, but obviously not so much as to put a stop to the plan. She seemed lost in thought for a minute while he took a chance to let his eyes travel over her amazing body, which was as close to naked as she could be in the scant bikini she studied and sunbathed in.
"Maybe we could sort of try it first, just to see if we can get used to being naked in front of each other," she finally suggested. "There's four days until Sunday. It would give us a chance to really get used to it. But you've been there already so maybe you don't need the practice."
"I go there a lot, so it's not weird being naked. It's just weird being naked with my sister. Who would also be naked."
Ellie laughed. Dave could never get enough of that beautiful sound.
"I'm sure we can handle it," she said. "I mean, we're all grown up now, right?"
Dave noticed a telltale gleam in his sister's eyes that made her look both nervous and eager to let her big brother see her naked. He just shrugged in response as if it was not big deal, though he couldn't imagine ever being used to being naked with a girl as perfect as Ellie. And then there was that small detail that she did happen to be his sister. The fact that she seemed just as interested in seeing him naked as he was in seeing her made it both the best and worst idea he'd heard in a long time.



"Yeah, sure," he finally agreed after studying his sister's expression for too long. "When would you want to try it?"
"We're here now. I'm just here studying. And no one can see us from here."
That felt awfully sudden to her brother, who never expected they'd just suddenly strip to get used to being naked together so Ellie could meet his flaky sometimes girlfriend on a nude beach. There was an awkward moment, but before Dave had a chance to think of a reply, his sister reached for the back of her neck and started untying the top of her bikini. Within a few seconds, Ellie stripped off her bikini and stood completely naked in front of her brother.
Her tits stood out like inverted teacups, with coral colored nipples and areolas that were a little bigger than half dollars. Her pussy was so smooth and bald it could only be waxed. It was the sweetest looking, most perfectly formed girl mound her brother had ever seen. Ellie took his breath away and left him with his jaw gaping open. Until now, he thought his sister's bikini had been almost as good as naked, but removing those scant triangles of fabric was enough to turn his world upside down.
"Uhhh, Dave. If you're not gonna take off your clothes pretty soon I'm gonna start feeling really weird."
"Oh, sorry, Ell. I was just...geezus, fuck you look amazing," he blurted.
Ellie laughed and even started to blush. Her brother was happy to see how pleased she was with his reaction, but he started to take off his clothes before she changed her mind and put her bikini back on. He caught his younger sister surveying his fully exposed body. Her eyes lingered for too long on his cock and he was straining to keep from getting hard. When her eyes finally rose back up to his face she was smiling.
"Looking good, big brother," she said. "Really good."
"Thanks, Ell," he muttered.
Despite the few awkward moments at first, Dave felt good being naked out on his deck again, catching the air and sun in all those places that never saw it otherwise. It felt even better to nude in front of his gorgeous little sister and to see the way she appreciated what she saw. He decided to stay outside a while and lay out on a chaise not far from where his nude sister was sitting at the table concentrating on her studies.
They sat out quietly a while, with Ellie's face buried in her notebooks except for the occasional glance she cast over at her nude brother. Just when Dave was starting to think about how good it felt to take advantage of the privacy of the deck for going nude, his sister spoke up as if she were reading his mind.
"You used to do this a lot before I moved in, didn't you?" she asked.
Her brother admitted she was right. She smiled.
"So. My big brother is a nudist," she laughed. "I'm sorry you thought you had to change that for me. You didn't have to."
"I didn't want to freak you out," he told her. "Not everyone takes to it so easily."
"You thought I might freak out seeing you nude?"
"Some sisters would."
"True. Too bad for them. But I guess you can see that your little sis is all grown up now and I can handle adult things, like hanging out naked with my brother."
They both laughed. "Yeah, well, I did kind of notice that. Hard not to."
"I notice things, too, Dave," she said suggestively.
"Oh yeah? Such as?"
"Such as the fact that my big brother is really my big brother."
"Oh my god, Ell, you don't know that!"
Ellie snickered more deviously than her brother had ever heard. "I don't need to see you hard to know, Dave. I've seen plenty of average guys and you are definitely above that. Not that I'd mind seeing you hard."
"Yeah, well I don't want to scar you for life," he told her, making her laugh.
Dave got up and went inside before Ellie's teasing got any worse. He was just beginning to feel good about the way he had successfully willed himself to keep from getting hard in front of her. Lasting an hour or so wasn't bad, he thought. But her attention and teasing about his cock was the end of the battle for him. The moment he got inside and out of his sister's sight he gave his growing rod a badly needed stroke. He was rock hard by the time he reached the bathroom. With the sight of his naked baby sister in mind, Dave stroked his throbbing pole in front of the sink until he came.
He took a minute to wash up with a wet cloth, and then went to his home office setup and checked up on some things for work. He and Ellie both stayed naked the rest of the day. It was good to see how easily she was adapting to going nude at home, and after rubbing one out in the bathroom, Dave found it was easier to relax around the most beautiful nude girl he'd ever seen. The siblings even ate dinner together nude.
Later on, Dave was relaxing on the couch with the TV on. Ellie came out from her room as she usually did and snuggled up to him the way she'd been doing the whole month she'd been there.
"Anything good to watch?" she asked, nestling up to his side.
"Ell? What are you doing?"
"The same thing we do every night."
"Well, it's not exactly the same," he pointed out.
"So am I not supposed to snuggle with my big brother just because we're naked? I'd rather put my clothes back on. But I'd really rather not. I like the way this feels."
"Ell, brothers and sisters don't really snuggle like we do. And they definitely don't snuggle naked."
"Well, apparently we do," she said, squirming up even tighter.
Dave just sighed and then laughed, and then put his arm around naked sister's shoulders the way he always did when they watched TV together.
"Tell me you don't like this," Ellie said.
"I can't," he admitted.
They went quiet a little while, pretending they were both paying attention to a movie, but Dave was acutely aware of his sister's smooth, warm boob pressing against his side. He loved holding her close even more when she was naked, and he couldn't stop letting his eyes drift over her flawless skin. He thought about how nice it was going to be to get her to Bare Beach and see her nude on the sand and in the water, but he was wishing it could only be the two of them. Maybe he'd think of an excuse to break the date with Nicole and go with Ellie, just the two of them.
Yet there was now the danger of getting hard in front of his sister. With her cheek resting against his shoulder and her hand on his leg, merely inches away from his cock, it was feeling more and more impossible to keep his member from growing. The way she was breathing on his skin was only making it worse. Ever so gradually, Dave's cock started to grow thicker and longer. He didn't want to get hard in front of Ellie, but the last thing he wanted to do was let go of her now. Her body felt so warm and silky against him, and he loved having her close. He didn't ever want to let go of her.
Dave thought back on how he'd never found a girl he could just spend time with like this with Ellie. No stress. No games. Just being themselves and feeling his heart beat with affection and love. Nicole was definitely not the one. But since Ellie moved in he'd felt happy. He stopped fighting against the erection that was forming in front of his sister. His flesh continued to get bigger and harder. Dave sighed and kissed the top of his sister's head.
"I love you, Ell," he told her.
"I love you, too, big brother."
He reached for her cheek and turned her face up to his.
"Did I ever tell you how beautiful you are?"
Ellie smiled and blushed. "Not like you did just now."
"If I ever find a girlfriend as sweet and beautiful as you I'm never gonna let her go."
"What about me?" she asked, her eyes searching his.
Dave's cock pulsed in response. He was hard as a rock and fully swollen within a few more seconds. His sister's suggestion was loud and clear, but he could swear his ears were playing tricks on him.
"But...you're my sister," he protested weakly.
"That doesn't stop you from getting hard for me," she said, keeping her eyes on his face and curling her hand around his cock at the same time.
"Can't help it," Dave groaned, savoring the way his sister was now slowly stroking his shaft. "You just...do this to me."
Ellie turned to look at her brother's cock, seeing it fully aroused for the first time as her small hand skimmed up and down the long, thick shaft.
"I knew it," she giggled. "Waaay above average."
"Oh god, this is so bad," her brother groaned.
"That's part of what makes it so good, my beautiful big brother. I'm tired of wasting time with other guys who'll never love me like you do, baby."
"Ellie, are you sure about this?"
"More than anything."
"Fuck," he groaned. "I love you so much."
Dave then kissed his sister. She kissed him back without hesitation, opening her lips and letting their tongues swirl and lick between each other's mouth. Her grip grew tighter on his cock while he finally let his hands explore her perfectly smooth body the way he'd been dreaming of since the moment she walked in the door. Ellie was moaning passionately into her brother's mouth while he felt her body, running his hands down her sides to feel her legs and then back up until he was caressing each of her bare tits in his hands.
Ellie's nipples were hard and sensitive, and when Dave pinched and rolled the delectable nubs between his fingers it made his sister moan even more deeply into his mouth.
"Suck them for me, baby," she pleaded, pulling back from the kiss. "Suck your baby sister's tits."
Dave suddenly forgot why he ever thought he could resist this hot, sexy, passionate girl. He pushed her backward, laying her back against the couch and squeezed her tits in his hands while he moved back and forth from one to the other, sucking and licking each of her nipples. Ellie's lithe body was squirming beneath him as he suckled her perfect breasts. His cock was against her inner thigh now as she raked her fingers through his hair. But he soon began kissing lower on her body, moving onto the floor by the couch while he kissed a trail all the way to her bald pussy mound.
"Ohhhh, Daaaave," she sighed the moment he kissed her silken pussy.
She pulled her legs open wider and gave him all the room he needed to slide his tongue up the length of her slit. She moaned her approval as he licked her. Then Dave began kissing and licking his little sister's hairless pussy like he was devouring a sweet piece of candy. Her fuck honey began flowing free and steady as he lapped at her slit and stabbed his tongue into her hole.
"Oh, oh, Dave, fuck, yessss," she purred. "Suck your little sister's pussy. Fuck it with your tongue, baby. Fuck!"
Ellie ground her dripping cunt against her brother's mouth while he trapped her clit between his lips and slipped a pair of fingers into her hole. Sliding his fingers in and out of her slippery sheath, he sucked on her clit with gentle insistence, pulling her toward a climax that made her entire body shudder with pleasure.
After her climax, Dave eased up to let her recover, but his fingers were still gently massaging her G spot. He knew it wouldn't take long to bring her to another orgasm, and he wanted to give her as many as her luscious, young body could handle.
Ellie lifted her legs high and wide enough to expose her delectably cute asshole. Dave's cock lurched and pulsed at the sight of his sister's tight little starbud. He didn't want to simply make love to his sister, or even just to fuck her like a hot little ragdoll. He wanted to own her lock, stock and barrel. If there were consequences to fucking your sister then Dave didn't care anymore.
Smearing Ellie's dripping honey from her slit onto her asshole, Dave began licking her rim, teasing the tight ring with his tongue, lapping her juices off the little wrinkle of flesh. The girl gasped when her brother licked her asshole, her body squirming and deep, throaty moans rising out of her. Once Dave had Ellie's rimhole soaked with saliva and pussy nectar, he slid the tip of his finger into her hole.
"Oh Dave, fuck, I can't believe you're fingering my ass," his sister moaned. "No one ever even licked me there."
She was breathless, and Dave slid his finger another knuckle deeper into her ass.
"Are you okay, baby sister?" he asked. "Can you take more?"
"Fuck, yes, please, baby, it feels so good."
Dave slowly pushed deeper into his sister's asshole, watching her delicate ring of muscle stretch around his finger. Ellie was moaning heatedly. She gasped and begged him not to stop as he began sliding his finger in and out of her ass while took her clit back between his lips and suckled her sweet little pearl until she was shivering with overlapping orgasms.
When Dave rose back up, he looked at his sister with pride and amazement. And more love than he'd ever felt for anyone. The only time he tried to lick Nicole's asshole she told him it was filthy and made him feel like a pervert for wanting to please her that way. As Dave crawled up onto the couch, over his sister's body, he knew Nicole was his past and Ellie was his future. His entire future.
She was looking up at him still a bit dazed from cumming so hard, but she took hold of his big, throbbing cock and stroked him.
"No one ever made me feel like my brother makes me feel," she told him softly, already pulling his cock toward her open pussy. She brought the head to entrance, tucking his dome just inside between her warm, wet sex lips.
"Baby," Dave said, fighting against the need to breathe, "are you absolutely sure? If we do this, I don't think I could ever deal with you not being mine. I couldn't handle seeing you with anyone else."
"Why do you think I'm here, baby? Why do you think I transferred to your city? Moved into your apartment? I'm already yours, big brother. I always have been. Just shove that fucking cock in me take me forever."
"Ellie! Baby, oh fuck!"
Dave pushed the full length of his thick, meaty rod into his sister's fuckhole. She took him inside with a husky rush of breath and then a mewling coo of pleasure. Her eyes were wide with excitement and lust as she stared at her brother's face.
Dave was gazing right back at his sister. The joined siblings shared a look of ecstatic disbelief as Dave began slipping his aching dick in and out of his beautiful sister's pussy.
"Baby, baby, your cock feels so fucking good!" Ellie cried.
Both siblings spent a while just watching in amazement as Dave's cock pumped into his sister's hole. It was almost surreal, but it was what they both wanted more than anything. Dave finally lowered himself enough to kiss Ellie while he continued grinding his marble stiff pole in and out of her sodden pussy. Her juices were flowing so hard that his balls were as wet as his cock.
If Dave hadn't jerked off earlier he would never have lasted this long. As it was, every time his beautiful sister orgasmed her inner walls rippled and clamped around his thrusting rod. He was soon pumping and pounding into her channel harder than ever, with his mouth on her neck, licking and kissing her throat. That was when Ellie started to cum so hard that her brother could feel her pussy squirting around his thrusting cock and spraying his lunging body.
"Baby sister!" he cried. "I'm gonna cum."
"Do it inside me, baby," Ellie squealed, rocking her hips to milk every drop from her brother's fat cock. "Cum in baby sister's fuckhole, my love!"
With a deep, throaty growl, Dave's cum rushed up the length of his cock and splashed into his loving sister's cavern. He fucked and pumped and squirted spunk until his head was spinning and he was gasping for breath. The pair held onto each other until they could breathe again.
"Holy fuck," Ellie sighed. She wrapped her legs around Dave's body even though his cock had already relaxed enough to slip free of her cream-filled hole. "Do you always fuck like that?"
"Only my sister," he said, kissing her neck.
"Lucky me."
"I guess you're just special."
"As long as you think so that's all I care about."
"Um, Ell, you realize you just let your own brother cum in your pussy, right?"
Ellie snickered. "Have you already forgotten your baby sister was practically begging you to fill her up with cum?"
"Maybe we should've talked about this before, but are you..."
"Yes, my protective big brother. I'm on the pill. For now. But maybe...someday..."
Dave felt his cock tingle at the idea of putting a baby into his baby sister's womb. But that would be well off into the future. But for now it was enough to know they had a future.
They finally got up off the couch and went to bed together in Dave's room. In the morning, he'd call Nicole and break it off, knowing she'd only get upset for a little while for show. There was no doubt in his mind she'd be moving on to someone new before the end of the day.
Meanwhile, he had everything he would ever need, and her name was Ellie.
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It was just another Friday night and Dani was in her room, fresh from the shower. She took a few minutes to blow dry her long, blondish-brown hair, and after brushing it, she went into her adjacent bedroom to look at herself in the full-length mirror on her closet door. Still several months before her twentieth birthday, Dani was a slightly chubby girl, but as she viewed her fully bared form in the mirror she approved of what she saw. Yet she had not come by this level of comfort with her natural curves easily.
For so many years she had hated her thick, chunky body. Everything she had was too thick and rounded. She'd thought her ass, thighs and arms were too fat, and her boobs were too small for the rest of her size. Why couldn't she be one of those chubby girls with huge, chubby tits instead of the pert teacup type boobs she had? At least they were firm and pushed out nicely. But all that anguish and doubt was behind her now. She had finally begun to see what Henry saw and her heart overflowed with love for the one man who had spent all these years teaching her how beautiful she was.
It was early in the summer break following her first year at the local community college, and she was already tanned a deep bronze, with her body showing the tan lines left behind by the skimpy bikinis she never dared wearing in the past, not even in front of Henry, her incredibly patient and loving father. But now, at least when there was no one else around, Dani could wear the daringly sexy outfits all the skinny girls got away with. The same ones who had teased her so badly most of her life she just wanted to crawl under a rock and die of shame. She had ended up in tears in her father's warm, loving arms so many times while he soothed her wounded heart and kept telling her how beautiful she was until she finally started to believe him.
As she inspected her naked body in her mirror, Dani had to admit her deeply tanned skin was smooth and supple. Her tits stood out proud and perky, with areolas that were practically the same shade as the rest of her with her tan. Her smoothly waxed pussy mound had a pouty, impudent shape. She started making regular visits to the spa for waxing ever since she caught her dad sneaking peeks at her camel toe out by the pool.
All in all, Dani felt good about the inflated hour glass shape that nature endowed her with, despite the slight roll at her belly, and her oversized thighs and ass. Her father loved what she had and that was all that counted. Being early on a Friday evening, he would be relaxing on the couch waiting for her to come downstairs, already dressed for bed, even though they would spend the night watching romantic movies and cuddling. Snuggling with her daddy had been a tradition for them since she was just a little girl, and no matter how big and curvy Dani got, she would always be her daddy's little girl. Sometimes she even felt butterflies in her tummy when she smiled to herself over the way her dad always made her feel like something special and beautiful.
She caught sight of the way her nipples grew swollen at the thought of being next to her tall, handsome and muscular daddy. More often than not, it made her pussy tingle with warm sensations. This had started a while ago, and only became worse with time. Sometimes, the mere sound of her father's rich voice was enough to send a rush of warmth between her big, smooth, chunky thighs.
As always, wanting to look pretty for her dad, Dani tried on at least six different sleep shirts, comparing the way they draped over the inflated buds of her tits and hung at just the right length around her ass. Tonight she was feeling bold, so she chose the white, tank top style one with large openings for the arms that showed off a hint of side boob when she turned the right way. She didn't bother with panties or a bra, which she hardly ever wore when she was at home anyway. It hung low in the front too. She didn't know if the wide space between her boobs could be called cleavage, but it gave a good idea of their proudly defiant shape.
Giving her long, luxurious hair a final fluff, Dani left her room and went downstairs to find her father right where she was counting on him to be. She caught the way his eyes lit up when he saw her. As usual, he tried to be subtle about the way he took in the sight of her smooth, bronze legs and the nipple erections that were prominently displayed in her top. He was wearing his usual elastic banded shorts and a T shirt that hugged his hard shoulders and chest.
There were snacks on the coffee table, and two glasses of white wine already poured. The way her dad always showed how much he looked forward to their evenings together never failed to make her heart race as she took a seat beside him on the couch. Tonight, she pulled her pudgy legs up onto the cushion and wedged herself under Henry's arm while he held the remote control in his other hand.
Henry turned his head and kissed his loving daughter delicately on the lips. Her nipples ached and she was already wishing for a deeper kiss, but it was still early, and her father always tried so hard to be so proper. She loved that about him but it drove her crazy at the same time. She never saw any of her friends' fathers kiss them on the lips, even if Henry's kisses were quick and chaste. But just the brief touch of his lips on hers was enough to raise her body temperature. It made her feel like he loved her more than her friends' fathers loved them, and that always made her feel special.
"You look especially beautiful tonight, Dani girl," he told her with a smile. He said the same thing every night. Then: "That sleep shirt's a little revealing, though, don't you think?"
"It's comfy, Daddy. And I like how it shows off my tan. Do you like it?"
"Well, you do look adorable in it. But you look adorable in anything."
"You always say that, Daddy," she giggled.
"That's because it's always true."
Most girls might have reason to doubt their fathers' sincerity in telling them they were adorable, but Dani had her own reasons to trust her dad was different and that he meant what he said. It wasn't every girl who got kisses from her dad the way Henry kissed Dani, and the way he would gently stroke her face and hair and gaze into her eyes with so much longing.
Dani's parents had split up when she was five. It had been just her and Daddy on their own ever since. He would date women briefly once in a while, but never for very long. He said it only made him feel distracted and irritable when he missed cuddling his baby girl at home. Dani knew he deserved to be happy and find a woman again, but she couldn't help feeling overjoyed when he chose to be at home with her instead. She didn't trust any other woman to love him as much as she did. If only she could give him everything a man needed. Given half a chance, she knew she would let her dad have anything and everything he ever desired.
They spent some time just talking about their respective days for a while. Henry talked a little about work, most of which he did from home. And he asked Dani about her day, as always. Since she was out of school until September, her day had mainly consisted of trying on different outfits, sunning by the pool in her newest bikini, and a long bout of texting with her friend, René, a new friend from college that Henry hadn't met.
"It's nice you're making new friends at school," Henry said.
"Not like a lot," Dani explained. "But René is awesome. She's like my new best friend."
"That's fabulous, honey."
Dani smiled. Then she explained to her father how she and René hit it off like kindred spirits. They were the same age, and René was a big girl like Dani, and she grew up being teased about it the same way, too. They understood each other and had formed a fast friendship.
"She's even bigger than me, Daddy," Dani went on. "But she's so pretty, and honestly really sexy."
"Sexy?" Henry raised an amused brow.
Dani snickered. "Don't make it sound so naughty, Daddy," she giggled. "She's just a normal friend. But a really good one."
"I'm just happy you can find a good friend you can relate to," Henry said, giving the girl a one-armed hug with the arm around her shoulders.
Dani knew just what her dad really meant by saying a friend she could "relate to". All her life, her closest friends had been girls who were like her, usually built large and chunky, or sometimes just the nerdy, bespectacled "booky" girls who weren't popular with boys. A few of them also grew up with single dads like Henry who did their best to compensate for their mothers being absent.
"I can relate to you, Daddy," Dani told him with a playfully girlish voice.
Henry chuckled. "I hope so, sweetpea. Since you happen to actually be related to me."
Dani snickered. "Of course. You're my man," she said, back to her girlish voice.
Henry sighed wistfully. He turned to look at his daughter's face and brushed the backs of his fingers along her cheek. "I'm going to miss you more than you can imagine when you meet some guy who really appreciates and loves you...and then takes you away from me."
Dani's nipples ached with heat whenever her father looked at her the way he was looking at her now. "Yeah, sure, like that's about to happen," she said. "Besides, we're happy, aren't we, Daddy? I don't want anyone to take me away from you. I wanna be your little girl forever."
"Sweetie, you make me the happiest man in the world, but someday you're really going to be surprised when some young guy sweeps you off your feet."
"Hmpf," Dani snorted skeptically.
"It's bound to happen eventually, sweetheart. Just look at what a sweet, beautiful girl you are."
Henry smiled at his girl and then gave her another kiss on her willing lips. This one was longer and a little more intense than the first one. Dani's nipples went stiff as little rocks and she brushed them against her father's side while they kissed. And just when she thought he was going to slip his tongue into her mouth, he broke off the kiss and stroked her face a little more.
"You know I'll always love you more than anything, right, baby?" he said.
"I know, Daddy. I love you, too."
Henry then sighed deeply and awkwardly brought up the topic of what Dani felt like watching on TV that night. He always gave her the choice, even though he preferred action and mystery movies to the romantic ones his daughter consumed as much as she could. But she sometimes tried her best to pick out movies he would like, too. But tonight her favorite streaming service had a new romantic drama with her and Henry's favorite plus-sized actress so they started watching it as they cuddled, drank wine and enjoyed a few snacks.
Dani had neglected to tell her father that the advance reviews of the movie said it featured the actress's most erotic scene of her career, and that she appeared fully nude. Dani didn't know when the scene would come on, but she almost forgot about it as she became absorbed in the story. The plot was both dramatic and intensely romantic, which only made Dani snuggle up as tightly as she could to her father's large, solid body. She left her hand resting on his thigh, which was a common enough thing for her to do that neither of them noticed anymore. It wasn't the most appropriate way for a girl to touch her dad, but the way they'd started kissing each other the past few months wasn't exactly typical either. Not in the least.
The male lead in the movie was a handsome, fit, older man a lot like Henry, and so far this was making the movie Dani's favorite of this actress. It was in the later half of the story that the sex scene Dani had read about finally came on, and it was everything she expected but more. The scene was so explicit it surprised both the father and daughter watching. The actress's tits and bald pussy were generously featured, along with briefly teasing glimpses of her male counterpart's cock. The actor's large hands became a prominent focus as he groped and fondled the actress's big, lush body.
Dani snuck peeks at her father's face as he gazed at the scene in silence. A glance down at his lap confirmed that he was getting an erection, which always made the girl's heart race. Her hand was still on his leg, so close to his growing cock.
So close and yet so far, she thought, distracted from the movie as she watched the large shaft in her father's boxer briefs swell to a size that never failed to take the girl's breath away. She longed to touch that beautiful organ with a burning passion, but she didn't dare. Henry would only move away and try to pretend it never happened. He was always so proper and respectful toward his baby girl. The only thing keeping her from sliding her hand onto her father's cock was the fear that he would be horrified and change his whole opinion of her. Would he hate her for wanting something so scandalous? So forbidden? Would he end up seeing his baby girl as some kind of freak?
As usual, Henry didn't try to hide his erection from his daughter, and he didn't make a move to push her hand off his leg as it rested those agonizing inches away from his bulging shaft. She knew it had to be so frustrating for him, and yet he fought to control himself for her sake. If only he knew he didn't have to. After everything he'd given up for her, he should've known his chubby little girl would give him anything his heart or big, hard body desired. Couldn't he tell how much she wanted him? When she thought about it, she realized he did know. He was just always trying to be so proper and protective.
The scene in the movie wasn't as explicit as the sex videos Dani watched on the internet, but it was surprisingly hot for a movie that would otherwise be considered mainstream. Even so, she spent as much time looking at the long, thick bulge in her father's briefs as the TV. The shape of his shaft and deeply ridged dome was clearly displayed in the clingy fabric. The girl's heart raced as she yearned to simply run her fingers over that impressively manly organ. She could feel herself getting wet, and it felt like her pulse was centered in that silky smooth girl slit between her pudgy thighs.
While Dani had seen more than her share of big, naked cocks in her internet porn videos, in her real life she had experience with exactly six of them. The first two were boys from her senior year of high school, right after they'd all turned eighteen. They were both boys who'd teased her because of her chunky body in years past, but they were much nicer to her when she was giving them hand jobs and letting them feel her tits. But after, they acted like it never happened and kept chasing after the skinny girls in their class. It hurt, but she had to admit she didn't really like either of those boys. She had just needed a warm, hard dick to play with and they were merely convenient.
Things got better when Dani started college, where she found four more guys who eagerly offered their swollen dicks to play with and explore. This was when she experimented with sucking dick the way she'd studied it being done in the dozens and dozens of porn videos she enjoyed fingering her smooth, wet pussy to. She had sucked all four of those college boys until they filled her mouth with their cum.
Maybe it was from the hours of internet porn "research" she'd done, but she discovered she was a natural at sucking hard dick. She also discovered that she loved having a hot, throbbing dick in her mouth, sliding across her tongue and then feeling that tangy cream spurt into her mouth to tease her hungry taste buds before sliding the gooey reward down her throat. It was kind of a weird feeling, though, since she didn't really like any of those guys all that much, but she loved sucking them off. All four of those guys had come back for second and third blow jobs, and Dani knew she was getting better at it every time. What they never imagined was that she was enjoying those blowjobs at least as much as they were.
None of the college boys ever pressured Dani to fuck, and she realized that being so good at sucking cock kept them plenty satisfied. As eager as she was to feel a big, hard cock shoving deeply into her wet, smoothly waxed pussy, there was only one man, and one cock, she had any intention of going that far with, and they were both right on the couch beside her. Not only that, but none of the boys she'd played with had anything between their legs that could compare with the astonishing pole her father had. She'd seen him get excited under his boxer briefs enough to have a very good idea of how much he had to offer a loving girl like her.
Dani had no idea how her father could control himself the way he did. Sometimes she thought she would just explode from the hot need building inside her.
When the sex scene was over, it was a long time before Henry's cock started to relax and soften. Maybe it was because Dani kept her hand on his leg merely inches away. At least she liked to think so.
The movie's closing credits started to roll in another twenty minutes. Henry turned to his daughter and asked if she liked it.
"I loved it, Daddy," she sighed wistfully. "It makes me wanna cry, though."
"Why, honey? It had a happy ending."
"Yeah, but I want to have someone like those two in the movie have each other. Can you imagine having somebody love you like that?"
As she said it, she knew she loved her dad more than any character in a movie. She knew he loved her back just the same way, always making her feel precious and beautiful.
"You know I love you more than anything in the world, right, baby?" he said, touching the side of her face.
"I know, Daddy. That makes me so happy, and I love you, too. I just..."
"What, honey?"
"You should be my boyfriend. Or even my husband," she said.
Henry stared at his daughter in surprise for a moment before he could speak. "I should be so lucky to have an amazing girl like you. But I guess we're stuck being father and daughter, so we have to live with what we have."
Henry kissed her mouth lightly, but held his lips to hers for a long time. Dani felt her nipples heat up and throb.
"Ohhh, Daddy," she whispered against his lips.
Henry then kissed his daughter more deeply, brushing his tongue against her lips just as she opened them and let his tongue into her mouth. In response, she slipped her tongue into his mouth and they swirled together as the pair kissed each other deeply. Dani whimpered softly, as always. She loved being kissed by her father with so much love.
They'd been kissing each other this way for several months now. Her father had been kissing her lips chastely for years, but one night after watching one of her love stories together it progressed to the way they were kissing now. They would stay on the couch making out for up to an hour sometimes, neither of them wanting it to end, but Henry would always break it off and make the excuse it was time to go to bed. He was steadfast in not letting it go any further than kissing, no matter how deep, loving and passionate their kisses became.
Dani had no idea how her father could just stop and not go further. He would end up hard as a rock in his underwear every time, but instead of putting it on his daughter to release his forbidden desire, he would go to his bedroom where Dani could hear him masturbating furiously until he moaned heatedly and came.
Dani was wet as she kissed her dad, keeping her hand on his leg where it had been resting through most of the movie. The only reason she never reached for his cock was that she was afraid it would freak him out and cause him to cut off their expression of love too soon. Henry always kissed his pudgy baby girl so heatedly, so hungrily. She knew his passion was all for her.
At the first break for air, Henry looked at his girl with burning eyes. "You're so beautiful, Dani," he told her. "No one could ever be good enough for my pretty little angel."



"Oh, Daddy. You are," she sighed. "You're the one I want."
"If only we could, baby. If only."
Then he kissed her again and they were immediately sliding their tongues into each other's mouth. As always, Henry stroked his daughter's silky hair as they kissed. He slid his hands inside the extra wide arm holes of her tank top and rubbed her shoulders, feeling the smooth warmth of her fine skin. Dani cooed in response, feeling the heavy trickle of warm girl honey dribbling along her slit. She knew her father's dick had to be throbbing hard by now yet she dared not break the spell by trying to look. She was dying to feel him in her hand, but she knew he would never allow it to go that far.
Yet tonight, with the extra room for his hands inside the top she was wearing, Henry slid his hands from Dani's shoulders, and for the first time ever, cupped her perky tits in each of his hands. She nearly screamed from the excitement into his mouth. The feel of his big, strong hands on her firm tits was electrifying. He squeezed and kneaded the small yet prominent young mounds of flesh while the trickle from Dani's pussy quickly turned into a steaming flow. She could only imagine how it would feel to have those big, thick fingers spreading her bald pussy lips and pushing inside her creamy hole.
When her father kissed her even harder and deeper, he began tweezing and twisting her rigid nipples, sending an electrical pulse straight to the wet core of her needful pussy. She lost control of her breath and gasped into her father's mouth. At long last, she began to move her hand up his leg, finally taking the chance of touching his cock. Within seconds, Dani felt the pulsating shape of her father's enormously swollen cock under her fingers. It was the biggest she'd ever touched, and he felt so hot, even through the fabric of his boxer briefs.
Dani ran her fingers along the shaft until she felt the spongier ridge of his cock head on her finger tips. The cloth covering the tip was wet with precum. It felt like a dream to feel the wetness against her fingers. The very juice of her own father's desire for her. She pressed her hand firmly against his marble hard shaft and stroked it through its covering. Henry groaned into her mouth, kissing her so hard now it was pushing her head back against the couch.
It wasn't long before Dani started to pull the waistband of her father's briefs down. He shifted his weight so she could pull the top of them down below his cock to liberate that red hot, enormous pole. Instantly, the girl gripped his rod and explored the silken texture of his throbbing member. She could feel he was shaved all around the base and his balls as she felt smooth, bare skin everywhere she touched. Her heart was on the verge of exploding while she took hold of his shaft and started jacking him slowly.
Henry soon broke away from their kiss and gazed in surprise at his daughter's face. Then he looked down and watched her hand making well practiced strokes up and down his rod.
"Oh, Daddy, what a beautiful cock," she mewled girlishly as she stroked him. "You have no idea how many times I've imagined this."
The man watched his daughter stroke his shank in silence, as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing was real. Yet all too soon, Henry broke away from her and stood up. He was staring at his girl in near shock, yet not bothering to pack his unwieldy cock back inside his briefs.
"Baby, I'm so sorry. We...we...we can't. It would be incest, my love. It would be so wrong. You deserve so much better."
"Daddy, you're all I ever wanted. There's nobody better than you," she pouted unhappily, her pussy quivering with the heat of her intense need.
Dani didn't know where to look. She was trying to hold eye contact, but the sight of her father's exposed erection kept drawing her gaze back to below his waist. The tip was completely wet with precum. It was glistening in the light from the TV and making Dani's mouth water to be filled with her father's pulsing man flesh. At least he wasn't rushing to cover that long stalk of throbbing desire. That was enough to give Dani the courage to lie back on the couch and pull the bottom of her sleep shirt up around her wide hips.
Keeping one foot on the couch and setting the other on the floor, she exposed her bald, wet slit to her father for the first time. She was pleased to see the way his eyes immediately darted to the sight of the glistening petals of her girl flower. Pushing just a little further, Dani brought her hand between her thick thighs and stroked her slit with her fingers, then spreading her lips apart to give her father a glimpse of the slippery hole that was fully available to him anytime he wanted it.
"Dani," he started, then halted to breathe a deep breath. "My darling. You should...cover your...yourself."
His daughter almost giggled at the way he avoided saying pussy. "You don't really want that, do you, Daddy? Don't you like your baby girl's pussy?"
"Baby girl...it's beautiful," he confessed softly.
Her entire body was nearly shaking with the excitement of exposing herself to most important man in her life. No one had ever seen this much of her except her friend, René. The longer her father gazed at her fingers playing over the slick lips of her pussy, the more courage she felt. She openly rubbed her bulging clit and moaned with daughterly passion.
"It's okay to look, Daddy. I've wanted you to see me forever. I want you to see how much I love you."
"Baby, this is so wrong," he said again, despite the fact that his hand was wrapping around his fat cock shaft and beginning to stroke.
"I love you, Daddy. And I know you love me. How can love ever be wrong?" She punctuated the question by slipping a finger quickly but deeply into her hole and uttering a moan of erotic need.
"Baby," he groaned, stroking a little faster, "incest is bad. So bad."
"Ohhh, Daddy, no. Incest is so good." Then she pushed her finger back inside her pussy and pumped herself a few times, making herself moan and grind her hips as her father watched in awe. "At least for you and me. But how can it be incest if we're not even touching?"
"If we keep going like this we're going to want to touch, baby. So much we won't be able to resist. And if we cross that line we can never go back."
Dani kept rubbing and probing her pussy under her father's attentive stare. "I wouldn't want to go back. I want you to touch me, Daddy," she cooed. "And I know you want to. I know you get so hard when you kiss me the way dads aren't supposed to kiss their daughters. But it makes me so happy. You make me happy. I'd be even happier with that big rod going inside me right now."
Henry groaned in response to his daughter's words. "Fuck," he stammered.
With her father standing so close, stroking his raging dick faster by the moment, Dani sat up long enough to pull her flimsy top over her head with one hand, quickly putting the other back on her burning hot pussy. As she lay back again she started rubbing her tits while she kept the other hand busy with her slit. She couldn't believe she was totally naked in front of her father. Even better was that he was looking at her like she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen, that big, raging cock in his stroking fist.
Dani's tanned body was so big and thick, yet her skin was a deep, flawless bronze except for the tan lines left behind by the skimpy micro bikini she used for sunbathing at home.
"Daddy? Do you think my titties are too small? I mean for a girl my size?"
"No, baby. They're just perfect," he groaned.
"Don't you wanna suck on 'em, Daddy?"
"Fuck, yes, baby, I do. I've always wanted that."
"I wish you would. I wish you'd just grab 'em and feel 'em nice and rough. And then just suck my nipples deep and hard as you want."
"Oh fuck," the man growled in a voice husky with lust. "Baby, oh god, my sweet little baby girl...this is so bad."
"It's not bad to just watch me, Daddy," she cooed. "I love the way you look at me. Don't look away, please?"
Dani started playing roughly with her nipples, showing her father how she loved to feel them being twisted and pinched hard. Her skin was burning up with desire and she just wanted the man to pounce on her plump body and claim her as his own forever. But her pussy was broiling with yet another, more immediate need. The girl's body was screaming for orgasmic release. Right there, in full view of her father, her chubby yet shapely legs flung open wide, she plunged a pair of fingers into her pussy and started pumping herself so fast and hard that the sloshing thrusts made obscenely loud slicking sounds.
Henry tore off his T shirt and pushed his briefs all the way off, but much to his daughter's dismay he didn't make a move to replace her fingers with his enormous cock. He only let himself go as far as kneeling on the couch in the open space between widely spread thighs and continued pounding his cock as he stared at her.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh, Daddy, I need to cum so bad!" she cried while the hand mauling her tits quickly moved to her clit.
Dani pumped her fingers into her hole as hard and fast as her hand could go while she furiously battered her throbbing clit with the other hand. There was a ball of fire inside her body that was spreading and growing, taking her closer and closer to the peak of her body's desperate need. At least having her father finally witness her overpowering need for him was a small consolation. If nothing else, at least she would finally let him see her cum, and for him she would cum like she never had before. She would cum the way she could only ever cum for him.
The girl's chest was heaving as her breath went deep and ragged. Her hips started rocking spasmodically while her fingers thrust and pumped, her flowing juices making a glistening mess of her big, upper thighs.
"Cum for Daddy, baby," Henry groaned. "Be a good girl and cum for me."
Dani exploded the second her father told her to cum for him. Her body was rocking under his gaze as a pulsing spray of girl juice squirted out in a mist past her fingers. Henry gazed in astonishment, pounding his cock more furiously than ever. Dani's orgasm went on for what seemed like forever while her father finally lost control of his seed and began spurting that frothy dad cream all over his baby girl's luscious thighs.
Feeling her skin being spattered with her father's warm, viscous cum set Dani off on a second climax that overlapped with the first. She squirted even more, this time wetting her father's exposed cock with her spray. Her mind seemed to go blank as the delirious waves of pleasure ripped through her body. When she finally came to her senses she discovered a large dollop of her father's cum dripping down one of her nipples as well as the copious spatters now dripping down her cutely chubby thighs.
Dani was stunned to come out of her glorious daze of ecstasy to realize she had so much of her father's cum on her body. It made her smile at him happily as he was staring back at her in shock. As much as she still wished he had fucked her, it felt like he'd marked her with his seed like some kind of primitive animal. It made her feel like she belonged to him.
"Ohhhhhh, Daddy," she sighed breathlessly. "Your cum is all over me now."
"Oh god, baby, I'm so sorry," Henry sputtered. "Will you ever forgive me?"
"Daddy, I feel so happy right now. I love you so much."
"I love you, too, darling. Which is why I never should have...should have...."
"Cum all over your naked daughter?"
Henry looked down, ashamed of himself for losing control. Dani felt like his kitten yet she wanted to cry at the same time.
"Yes," her father admitted quietly. "Um, that."
Dani sat up and her father took a seat beside her. They hugged and cuddled just like they would if they were wearing something, even just their underwear. It was so normal for them she figured her father just forgot about them both being naked now, and with half of her body still wet with his cum. He kissed and cuddled her more desperately than ever, as if he'd done something terribly wrong and needed her forgiveness. But the only thing she wasn't going to forgive him for was not ramming his huge cock all the way into her pussy.
He finally broke from her and mumbled it was time for bed. He got up and practically staggered up the stairs to his bedroom. With a frustrated sigh, Dani went upstairs and got into bed. She often took a shower at night, but tonight she just lay on her bed naked and relished the feeling of her father's cum on her skin. She fingered her pussy again, dreaming of the day he would finally fuck her and make her his forever. After tonight, she knew it was only a matter of time.
But the next couple of nights when father and daughter sat on the couch to watch TV, Henry sat at a safe distance from her. When she tried to cuddle him as they had since she was a girl, he would only slip away and change seats, claiming they shouldn't be snuggling like a couple.
"But we are a couple, Daddy. We always snuggle. And we always kiss, too," she protested.
He only told her it wasn't a good idea. They had let things get too far out of hand, and they never should have started that habit of kissing like a husband and wife kiss.
Dani's response was to start dressing for him in the sluttiest looking outfits she owned, coming downstairs in just a lacy thong and crop-top. At least she caught her father looking at her chunky charms, so she knew he couldn't completely hide his desire for her.
But the first couple of nights stretched into a whole week without kissing and cuddling with her man. Dani was growing frustrated and even beginning to feel angry with him. The only one she could talk to about her feelings was René, so she texted her new best friend and invited her over to hang around the pool while her father was out making work related errands.
Dani was happy when René showed up that early Friday afternoon. They hadn't seen each other since classes ended, and there was so much to catch up on. The girls hugged each other warmly when Dani let her friend into her house for her first visit there. She was already wearing her skimpiest micro bikini for sunbathing, and René snickered when she took in the sight of her friend.
Dani brought her friend up to her bedroom so she could change for the pool, too.
"I'm glad we didn't have to go all summer without hanging out," René said, stripping off her tank top and denim shorts to reveal that she was already wearing a bright yellow bikini that was almost as skimpy as Dani's.
René was built almost identically to Dani, with a few noticeable exceptions. René was a little thicker around the hips and thighs while Dani had thicker arms and broader shoulders. But the most noticeable difference was that René had a shapely pair of D cup sized tits that flowed with her prominent curves like a pneumatically pumped Barbie. Dani had often admired her friend's striking body, and thought if she were to ever play with another girl, René would definitely be the one. She was the only other girl Dani had ever trusted that way, even if the two had never broached the topic of playing with other girls.
"Yeah, me too," Dani agreed. "I didn't want to go all summer without my BFF. Not with everything that's been going on."
René, who was naturally dark haired but had most of her long locks highlighted blonde, raise a curious brow to her friend. Dani didn't have to tell her how she felt about her father. The curvy pair of coeds had those special daddy issues in common so Dani knew she could speak freely about being so frustrated after the amazing step forward she and Henry had taken the week before.
Dani brought René back downstairs, stopping in the kitchen for a couple of cold drinks before they went out to the pool and lay out on lounge chairs in the sun.
"Do you wear that suit around your dad?" René asked, giving her friend's nearly naked form a long look.
"As often as possible," Dani snickered deviously.
"No wonder he's always getting a hard on for you." They both giggled. "It's private here, though," René added. "You could tan naked if you wanted."
"I do sometimes, but Daddy's home so much I usually wear something like this," Dani explained.
"I don't think he'd mind you being naked," her friend pointed out, based on how much she already knew.
"Well, I guess we could go nude," Dani said thoughtfully. "Daddy won't be home for a couple more hours. We could darken up our tan lines pretty good."
On that, the pair of full figured beauties both stripped off their suits and spent a few minutes smearing sunblock on the scant pale areas on their bodies. This was the first time Dani had ever seen her voluptuous friend completely naked. She was impressed, to say the least, and fascinated by the sight of René's outlandishly full tits.
"Your dad must be crazy about those tits," Dani snickered, teasing her friend.
"Ugh! I wish they were more like yours," the slightly bigger girl complained. But then her frown turned into a coy grin. "But...since you brought it up, yeah, my dad loves his baby girl's big melons."
Both girls laughed heartily. They settled back on their lounge chairs and sipped their drinks. Then Dani told René about what happened with her father a week ago, even admitting to the way she'd actually cum so hard she squirted twice. The blonde girl even touched her pussy as she listened intently to the way Henry had exploded and squirted so much cum on his daughter's lush body.
"Holy fuck," René exclaimed. "That's so hot, D. But I can't believe your dad could keep his hands off of you after that."
"I know, right? And it's driving me crazy."
"Don't worry. He won't be able to hold out forever. Just keep him looking. He won't be able to resist you sooner or later."
"I sure hope you're right."
René then took a few minutes to update Dani on recent developments with her own father. She'd been working on teasing and seducing her father the same way Dani had been, but René's dad was breaking down faster than Henry. The blonde confessed that her own dad had actually let her stroke his cock and make him cum twice over the past couple of weeks. Dani was stunned and so envious. But then René also explained how each time she went down to lick her father's cock and take him in her mouth he pushed her away, claiming it was going too far.
"Oh god, that's gotta be so frustrating!" Dani said.
"Well, it was," René told her with a coy smile.
Dani realized her friend was holding back something major. The blonde went on to say that she knew no man could resist waking up to a nice, wet mouth sucking his morning wood.
"You didn't!" Dani cried.
"I did," René admitted with a giggle. "Just this morning, in fact."
René had gone into her father's room and carefully pulled the sheet off his body, only to find him nude with a cock that was already semi-erect. She took him into her mouth and his organ had swelled up hard and throbbing before he even woke up. When he did finally open his eyes, his daughter was already bobbing her head up and down his rock hard shaft. He didn't even try to protest and lay there watching his baby girl please his cock until she eagerly took his hot, creamy load into her mouth.
"Fuck, you're so lucky," Dani told her.
"Yeah, definitely," her friend agreed. "But everything just makes me need him to fuck even more. I guess it's just a matter of time now, though. I mean, after cumming in his daughter's mouth, what else could be next?"
Dani's pussy was leaking heavily. René's story had set her body on fire as she imagined having the same, amazing luck with her own dad.
"Ya know, I'm really glad we can talk to each other like this," Dani said. "But fuck if this conversation isn't making me horny."



René giggled and agreed. Without another word, both girls opened their legs wider and fingered their aroused pussies. It felt so good to do it outside in the sun beside the pool. Dani couldn't resist watching René's fingers playing with her hairless slit, and she caught her friend staring between her legs the same way. Within a few more minutes, both girls were moaning with pleasure as they openly pleasured themselves in front of each other for the first time.
They were so involved in making themselves feel good that they never heard Henry's car pull into the driveway in front of the house an hour earlier than expected. He was glad to be back home. He couldn't avoid going into the office at least once or twice a week, but over the past week his mind constantly on his beautiful, curvy daughter. After what happened last week, Henry couldn't help wanting so much more. He loved his baby girl like nothing else. He'd wanted to fuck her so much that night, but he was her father. It was up to him to be strong enough for both of them.
Henry let himself into the house, remembering that Dani told him her new friend from college was coming to visit that day. Maybe having someone new around would help take his mind off the way his precious Dani had looked with her thick legs open wide on the couch and her sweet, young pussy spraying her juices all over his cock and hand. He was also eager to meet this girl who his daughter thought so highly of.
Since the house was completely silent, Henry assumed the girls had gone out to hang out by the pool as Dani said they were planning. He went upstairs with the idea to pull on a pair of swimming trunks and joining them. Maybe he'd offer to cook them an early dinner. But the sight that greeted his unbelieving eyes as he peered out his bedroom window made him stop in his tracks. There were two, lusciously naked big girls with their legs open and their fingers pumping their naked pussies. One of them was his own daughter.
"Fuck," Henry muttered, unable to look away. Dani's friend was almost as hot as she was, the single father thought, suspecting he was probably biased. She certainly had an impressively huge pair of tits, but they weren't nearly as perky or shapely as his own baby girl's. She was also pretty, but Henry realized he'd never seen a girl that impressed him as being prettier than Dani. But as the pair of curvy nude girls fingered themselves, Henry's cock was soon rock hard and straining against the front of his pants.
He wished he could watch his baby girl finger herself from as close as he'd been on the couch last week. But with René there he couldn't let them know he was even in the house already. He couldn't imagine what had made the pair of coeds start masturbating in front of each other right there in the open by the pool. At least there were no close neighbors to worry about seeing them. But René was obviously a much better friend than Henry even thought.
He carefully opened his pants and unzipped, sending them down to his ankles along with his briefs. Then he took hold of his swollen cock and began stroking as he watched his daughter and her sexy friend finger themselves. René looked so hot and sexy, but Henry had never seen a girl in his life who managed to look so angelic yet so hot, horny and sexy at the same time. His cock throbbed as he listened to the gasps and moans of pleasure coming from the two girls as they drove themselves toward a climax they only thought each other could see.
Henry found himself pumping his cock hard and fast. He shouldn't even be seeing this, but his daughter had steadily been eating away at his resistance to her intense, incestuous charms. She was a thick, curvy little fuckdoll and he wasn't so far gone to misunderstand how much she wanted her own father's cock. He wondered if her horny friend suspected Dani's taboo urges. He knew girls could talk to each other much more easily than guys.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Dani cried. She started to squirt from her pussy when she came, making her friend cry out in amazement.
Henry wondered if his daughter always squirted when she came or if he'd only happened to see her having extra hard orgasms. But when the cum began rising up from his balls he didn't care. His fatherly sperm began spurting out of his cock before his baby girl had even finished spraying her juices all over her inner thighs and the lounge chair in between them. Then René cried out that she was cumming too.
Dazed, Henry stepped back from the window before either of the girls could spot him standing there watching them like a dirty old man. He went into his bathroom and took off his shirt. Then he wiped up the cum on his hand and cock. Back in his room, he pulled on a swimsuit, but instead of going down to the pool right away he sat and gave it some time. If he went out too soon, the girls would know he was in the house while they were masturbating.
The twenty minutes or so he tried to kill in his room felt like hours. He lost count of how many times he went back to the window to find the girls now talking and laughing, still just as naked as before.
He went downstairs and decided to make a noisy exit from the house out to the pool in case the girls wanted to cover themselves. Against his better judgment, he found himself hoping they wouldn't. When he went out, Dani only froze for a second when she saw him, then she relaxed as if it was perfectly normal for her and a friend to be naked in front of him. Henry noticed René blush, but she didn't try to cover herself. Taking her cue from Dani, René smiled and shook hands with Henry when he introduced himself.
"I'm so glad to meet you," Henry told her, fighting to maintain eye contact with the naked nineteen year old. "Dani has told me so much about you."
"She's told me a lot about you, too, sir," the voluptuous blonde replied with a coy smile she couldn't suppress.
Henry realized his daughter must have told René about the unusual nature of their relationship. At least part of it, if not everything. She obviously didn't think it was anything bad enough to stop being friends, and for that matter, the fact that they were comfortable sunbathing nude and even masturbating together meant they were obviously closer than average.
Henry made polite small talk with René, just as if they'd been sitting in the living room sipping tea and fully clothed. At the same time, it was impossible not to keep from letting his eyes roam over the naked girls with both of their bald, nineteen year old pussies casually exposed. Their bodies looked so young, so plump and curvy, so gorgeous, he thought. René was quite a spectacular girl, but Henry had never seen anything that could ever compare to the vision of own, deeply tanned and strikingly nude daughter. Despite cumming not so long before, he had to be careful to keep from getting hard all over again.
Just as Henry was starting to think he should jump in the pool and give his body a chance to cool down, Dani dropped a bold and precocious little bomb, something she was incredibly good at.
"Daddy," she finally cut into the conversation. "You don't mind me and René being naked out here, do you?"
"Oh, uhh, of course not, sweetheart. Lots of people, errrrr, enjoy nature like that."
"Okay, well cool," his daughter replied. "But the thing is, it's a little awkward for me and René if you're wearing something but we aren't."
Dani grinned at her father defiantly, as if she'd just won some philosophically complicated debate.
"But sweetpea, I don't think you and René really want to have a naked old man hanging around the pool with you," Henry tried to evade his daughter's suggestion. The fact, however, was that he was excited by the thought of the sexy, young college girls seeing him naked.
"You're not old, Daddy. Besides, I've already seen you naked and René really doesn't mind."
Henry's pulse beat a little harder at the thought of dropping his swimsuit in front of the girls. And he hadn't forgotten the way his daughter had gazed at his aroused cock with so much hungry desire in her eyes just a week ago. After all the self-restraint he'd been exercising day after day ever since, he was almost ready to just give in to his precociously horny daughter's tease. On the other hand, with René there, how much could really happen? And on top of that, all three of them had masturbated to a climax barely more than a half hour ago.
"I don't mind, really," René added her two cents after Dani. "Me and my dad go naked at home a lot. There's nothing weird about it."
"Well, if it will keep you girls from feeling uncomfortable..."
On that, Henry stood up from his lounge chair and pushed his swimsuit off. He was aware of both girls watching him closely, and his daughter was openly ogling his cock. He sat back down and tried to continue his conversation with René. It wasn't long before he was feeling more relaxed and comfortable. The way both girls kept stealing appreciative glances at his fully exposed cock made him feel bolder. But there was no way to keep sitting there with two voluptuous nudes without having an effect on the man's cock. As good as it felt, Henry didn't want to end up with a full blown hard on in front of Dani and her friend, no matter what she might've said about their relationship.
Henry got up and made the excuse of wanting to cool off. He dove into the pool and swam a few laps back and forth. By the time he swam over to the side of the pool to lean his arms up on the edge, he found Dani and René leaning close to each other talking under their breath. He couldn't hear everything, but enough to tell that René was urging his daughter to get in the pool while her father was still in the water.
"Okay, okay," Dani finally relented loudly.
She got up and walked over to the shallow end of the pool where she went down the steps into the water. Henry couldn't take his eyes off her. Her pert tits were just large enough to show the most enticing little bounce as she moved. Her nipples were boldly erect, and her father couldn't stop imagining them in his mouth. As she went slowly down the steps into the water, her father's eyes were magnetically drawn to her pouty, hairless pussy. His cock finally began to swell as he remembered how close he'd gotten to his baby girl's slit last week on the couch.
Dani dove under the water just long enough to wet herself completely. Coming back up, she fingered her wet hair back while the droplets shimmered in the sun and ran down over her beautifully naked tits. Her father was stunned. She looked like a naked vision out of some slick, glossy porn video as she waded through the water toward him with a shy yet devious smile on her sweet lips. Henry's cock was fully engorged beneath the water. He knew his daughter could see it. At least it was hidden from her friend who was doing her best to try looking like she wasn't watching their every move.
Even though René couldn't see Henry's cock, she probably knew he was getting hard, and he couldn't help feeling even more excited by the idea that she was aware of what was happening between him and his luscious daughter. Was he a pervert or just a man in love with a girl he wasn't supposed to desire the way he really did? At the moment, he didn't care anymore. Dani was walking closer, and when she spotted the size of her father's erection under the water her smile went wider and brighter.
Dani came close enough to her dad that his unwieldy cock had to brush against her cute, tanned belly.
"I'm really glad you decided to join us, Daddy," she said, deliberately brushing herself against his cock again.
Henry frowned at his daughter's audacity in front of her friend, but he wasn't about to pull away. The touch of her succulent body felt too good to ignore. Besides, how much farther could they really go with René sitting barely twelve feet away?
"Of course, baby girl," he replied. "I always love to spend time with my princess."
Dani made a happy cooing sound and rubbed herself against her father's cock again.
"Umm, baby," Henry said in a whisper, "maybe we should be careful with our behavior with René here."
"Oh, that's okay, Dad," she replied in a normal tone, easily clear enough for her friend to hear. "I told René all about what happened last week."
Henry had already suspected as much, and despite feeling even more aroused by it, he wasn't sure it was a good idea for someone outside their private little family of two to know about it. Before he had a chance to think about it, Dani reached for his cock underwater, curling her hand around her father's rock solid shaft.
"God, Daddy, I've been dying to touch it ever since we played last week, but you've been trying so hard to be good. I just wish you'd be bad instead. Be bad for your bad daughter."
Henry knew he should push the precocious girl away from him. He shouldn't be letting her touch his swollen cock with her naked friend sitting so close, even if she couldn't see Dani's hand or Henry's cock.
"This is bad, baby doll," he groaned. "So, so bad."
"But it feels so good, doesn't it, Daddy?" she said as she started to move her hand back and forth along the length of his throbbing pole.
"Yes, baby. It feels amazing. But, aren't you afraid of making René feel weird?"
"Since she already knows all about us what's the big deal? Besides, she's just like me. She really loves her dad. I mean like the way I love you."
Henry looked at René, who was smiling but blushing. She seemed completely oblivious to the fact that she was also absently playing with her erect nipples. It was obvious that something had already happened between René and her father, and Henry couldn't help feeling curious to know more. But he was too distracted by his daughter to keep thinking straight for very long. Dani's grip on his cock was growing tighter and more confident as she stroked him.
"I love you, too, darling. So much. You know that. But you know how wrong this is."
"Daddy? Do you really think the way we felt together last week was wrong?"
Henry reached for his daughter's perky, wet tits and fondled them as he thought about her question. Her flesh felt so firm and soft as silk. Her nipples were pebble hard under his fingers and she moaned softly when her tweezed them firmly.
"Yes, baby," he sighed. "It was so wrong. No matter how good it made us feel."
"Is love ever wrong, Daddy?"
That left Henry at a loss. How could he ever say no to a question like that? He couldn't, and he didn't. He just sighed, as if defeated, and leaned over to kiss his baby girl's supple mouth while he continued feeling her pert little tits. He might've forgotten that René was sitting nearby watching everything they did except for the soft moan that came from her direction. She could easily see Henry fondling his daughter's tits, but not Dani's hand on his cock. She was paying close attention, seemingly just as eager as Dani to hear the man's reply to her question.
"No, baby. Love is never wrong. It's just...I'm your father."
Henry couldn't help letting out a small groan as his daughter's hand slipped back and forth along his hard shaft.
"Yes, you are. You're my father, and you want me just as bad as I want you. And who would ever love me more than you, Daddy? Some jerk from school?"
Henry sighed, almost in defeat, except for the exquisite pleasure of the girl's stroking hand, not to mention the silky warmth of her perky tits. And the moment Dani mentioned "some jerk from school" he felt a surge of jealousy. He couldn't imagine anyone else ever loving or pleasing his shapely baby girl.
"No, baby. No one will ever love you as much as I do."
Then he kissed her, instantly kissing the girl with all the passion of the most devoted lover. Dani whimpered in response, opening her lips to her father's searching tongue. The two worked themselves into a close hug, with Henry's cock nestled between his baby girl's thick thighs. Even under water, Dani's pussy slit felt slick and hot against the topside of her father's cock shaft. Her precious tits felt so perfect as they squished against his bare body.
The father/daughter kiss only grew hotter and went on forever while Henry explored the rest of her body with his hands, finally coming to rest on the big, supple cheeks of her ass. His strong fingers kneaded deeply into the moaning girl's ass flesh while her hips arched and she rubbed her pussy along his throbbing shaft.
A long, low moan from René drew Henry and Dani's attention to her, breaking up their kiss for the moment. The father and daughter both looked over to see the other with her legs widely parted and her fingers playing over her glistening wet slit. Henry's cock pulsed with arousal between his daughter's legs. Dani giggled, gazing at her handsome father with a wicked smile.
"You like René seeing us, don't you, Daddy?"
Henry avoided answering, instead just giving his daughter a coy smile as he directed her to sit up on the edge of the pool and let her feet dangle in the water. He began kissing her again, but this time he felt her slippery pussy. His fingers stroked her hot, slippery sex lips, making her moan heatedly into his mouth. His other hand explored her lusciously substantial body, always returning to her impossibly firm tits. But he was soon kissing lower, stopping along the way to pay attention to her swollen nipples, licking and sucking them while his finger rolled across her clit.
Dani lay backward, leaning up only partway as her father kissed his way down her belly until his lips were in contact with her hairless sex mound. She lifted her legs and planted her feet on her father's shoulders, breathlessly moaning in anticipation of his wet, slip-sliding tongue. Henry didn't disappoint his beautiful daughter and began eagerly lapping up along the crease of her oozing wet slit. His baby girl's pussy was so tangy and sweet, and he licked at her hungrily, savoring every drip and dribble of her young sex nectar.
"Oh, ohhhhh, Daddy, yes it's so good. Don't stop licking me. Never stop licking your baby girl," she moaned.
Henry pushed his tongue into the girl's creamy hole, plunging in and out of her while he glanced up to find her staring at him in awe. With a glance over her shoulder he could see René watching just as intently. Her fingers were now plunging deep and hard into her openly displayed pussy. Henry's cock ached with need. Seeing René's reaction made him that much hungrier for his daughter's pussy. He loved his baby girl like nothing else in the world, and it pleased him to think he could express his love openly in front of her understanding friend.
When Henry began suckling his daughter's swollen clit, he slipped a pair of fingers into her wet hole and began massaging her G spot.
"Oh. My. Fucking. God. Daddy. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I'm cumming!" Dani cried out.
Her sweetly plump body began rocking and shuddering. Her fuck honey flowed over her father's hand in dainty spurts as he made her cum, patiently guiding his baby girl through at least three explosions before he came up for air. René was staring at them, amazed, and with her fingers pumping wildly into her pussy.
Henry pushed himself out of the pool and stood beside Dani, who was still sitting. His cock was nearly level with her face and she reached for it with her hand. She snuck a glance at her masturbating friend as she began stroking her father's cock, then looked up at his face. She still looked a little dazed from her round of orgasms, but her eyes were steady on her father's face as she held his long, thick cock toward her mouth and began licking his shaft.
"I love you, Daddy," she said between slurps.
"I love you, too, angel," he sighed, watching her in awe as she began kissing and licking his rock hard tool. She soon had the tip of his shaft between her lips. She sucked the head, rolling her tongue as she began stroking the lower part of his shaft. Just as he started groaning with pleasure, she took more of him into her mouth, until her mouth and hand were sliding in tandem along his achingly hard manhood.



"Oh fuck, my baby, that feels so good," Henry groaned, amazed at how effortlessly his loving daughter pleased his cock.
René kept moaning with excitement as she watched and fingered herself. Henry couldn't resist watching the other girl finger banging her pussy, causing her full tits to heave and shake. But the sight of his own, beautiful daughter sucking his cock always drew his eyes back to her. He never imagined his own baby girl would be so good at sucking a hard rod of man flesh, but she was amazing and he couldn't resist pumping back into the bobbing suction of his sweet little baby's wet mouth.
The single dad could hardly believe everything he was seeing and feeling. The hot, wet suck of his loving daughter's cock-filled mouth. The adoring look in her eyes as she looked up at him with her lips encircling his swollen shaft. Her naked best friend, just a few feet away, witnessing their forbidden love fest as she ravaged her own pussy. Henry liked that she watching and getting herself off again and again.
Dani was now caressing her father's balls with her free hand, and he was teetering very close to the edge of an intense eruption. But he didn't want to cum yet. He would love to cum in his beautiful baby girl's mouth, but not this time. He wanted René to see their first father/daughter fuck. As much as he didn't want to, he pushed his girl back from his throbbing dick. She took a deep gasp of air and looked up at her father in surprise.
Henry smiled at his baby girl. "Baby, Daddy would love so much to just let go and cum in your mouth," he told her. "But we can do that anytime. Today is special, and Daddy's gonna fuck you nice and deep in that sweet, delicious pussy of yours, and René is going to be right there with us."
"Oh, Daddy, yes finally," the girl cooed happily.
"Fuck," René whispered loudly.
Henry took both girls by the hand and led them back into the house. They followed him upstairs to his bedroom. The importance of what was about to happen wasn't lost on him despite the painful ache of need in his pulsing cock. The fact that René was there to see everything only made his rod pulse even harder. He had finally accepted the fact that he was going to fuck his only daughter, his only child. The only girl who could make him feel the way he felt every day when she was close to him.
Ever the gentleman, Henry stood by and let the naked pair of curvy girls enter his bedroom first. Dani lay down just to right of the center of the bed. René lay down in the space to her left while her father squeezed up to his daughter from the right, bringing his rigid cock up against her side. He looked at his daughter and felt like his heart was about to explode, not to even mention his cock. He smiled at her and stroked the side of her face affectionately.
"Who's Daddy's beautiful girl?" he asked her softly.
Dani smiled happily. "I am, Daddy."
"That's right, baby angel," he said, lazily exploring the pert, upward jut of her tits. "Did you know you're about to ruin your Daddy forever?"
"What do you mean, Dad?"
"I mean that once I'm inside you, my precious baby girl, I'll never be able to be with anyone else. It means you're going to be Daddy's woman always. Just Daddy's."
"Ohhhh, yes please, Dad," she purred.
"Are you sure this is what you want, baby?"
Dani reached for the man's sap-oozing dick and stroked him lovingly. "Yes, Daddy. I've never been so sure of anything."
"That's my girl," he said, giving her a long, deep kiss.
As they kissed, Henry continued fondling his baby's diminutive titties while she stroked his imposing dad-cock tighter and faster. His own hand gradually moved down the girl's body until he was cupping her smooth, bald pussy mound. About this time, René started whimpering again and Henry knew she was fingering her pussy again. He was learning almost as much about Dani's best friend as he was about Dani.
After the father and daughter's long kiss broke apart, Henry moved over his naked baby girl. She instantly opened her legs in anticipation. Her father held himself upright, just letting the tip of his long cock rub against the girl's waiting slit.
"Daddy, you're teasing me," Dani complained with a pout.
"Tell Daddy what you want, sweetheart. I wanna hear you say it."
"Ohhh, Daddy, I want you to fuck me with that big, beautiful cock. I want you to make me all yours."
"Mmmmm, good girl," the man growled softly. "Would you like it if René puts Daddy's cock inside you, baby?"
Dani gasped in surprise. The look on her face was pure jealousy mixed with pure excitement. She nodded to her friend, as if giving René permission to touch her father's cock.
René reached for Henry's cock and held the head right at Dani's incredibly wet entrance. Dani mewled and rocked her hips, eager to get her father's fat rod deep inside her. René pushed Henry's cock further into her best friend's pussy, bringing a low moan of pleasure from Dani. René kept her hand on Henry's rod longer than necessary. He waited a moment, just savoring the feeling of his daughter's friend squeezing his cock while the first inch was embedded in his baby girl's fuckhole.
His baby girl's fuckhole? Was this really happening. The throbbing pulse along his overheated cock shaft was proof enough. He finally began pushing his cock deeper into Dani's slit and René moved her hand out of the way. Dani held her breath as her father's rod slowly sank to the root in her plump body.
"Ohhh, Daddy, it feels so good," the girl mewled weakly.
Henry gave his daughter's pussy a couple of strokes before he stopped again. "Come closer, René," he told the other girl. "Come get a really good look at Dani's little pussy being stretched open by her father's cock."
"Ohhh, fuck," René groaned, shifting around so her face was close to Dani's meat-filled pussy. "God, I want my dad to fuck me just like that."
"He will," Henry said, beginning to slide his raging hard dick in and out of Dani's sheath. "Ohhh fuck. He'll see there's nothing better than being inside your own baby angel."
René whimpered and shoved a pair of fingers into her pussy as she watched Henry's fat rod pumping in and out of Dani's slick hole. Within a few minutes, he was pumping harder and faster while she was rocking her hips harder to meet her father's thrusts. Her tits gave the most delectable little jiggle in response to every forceful pump of her daddy's pole.
"Fuck, Daaaaaaaad," Dani cried. "I love you so much. I love your cock! Just fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuuck meeeeee!"
Henry kept his body suspended above his daughter so her friend could catch a good view of his cock pounding harder and harder into her tight hole. The slick sounds of his meat squishing in and out of the girl's hot cunt pushed him closer and closer to his peak.
Dani was already cumming. She didn't announce it, except with hot, breathless gasps and the wobbling shiver of her juicy, plump, young body.
"Oh, fuck, Daddy loves you so much, baby. Daddy loves that tight, beautiful pussy," Henry snarled as he began pounding into his baby girl with all the strength in his muscular body.
"Cum in me, Daddy!" the girl cried out. "I wanna feel that juice! Pump your little girl nice and full!"
Henry couldn't hold back another second after hearing his own daughter practically beg him to fill her supple, young pussy with cum. With a hard series of desperate thrusts, Dani started to cum again while her father's cock erupted with a head spinning burst of cum. Jolt after jolt of gooey, incestuous spunk ripped along the man's cock and spurted deep in his baby girl's womb. Seconds later, René started to squeal with excitement as she had yet another orgasm too.
All three of them took their time to relax and catch their breath. It was a long time before anyone said anything. It was as if the reality of what just happened was finally settling in to everyone's brain.
Once his cock slipped free of Dani's clasping pussy, Henry sidled up beside his daughter again and kissed her deeply but tenderly. He had never cum so hard in his life. Nor had he ever felt so much love for any one person. Dani was completely his now, and having René as a witness somehow made it feel that much more "official".
Dani grew thoughtful for a moment. Henry could tell his daughter was considering whether or not to invite him to fuck René, too. It hardly seemed fair to leave the other girl without a good, satisfying fuck, but Dani never said anything and Henry knew she wasn't going to share him, not even with her best friend in life. He didn't mind. René was so plump and beautiful, and he would have loved fucking her to the end of time except now he had the most important girl he could ever have.
"I have to go home," René announced. "I think I need to have a long talk with my dad. But hopefully not too long," she giggled.
Dani and Henry laughed along with her.
"Would it be okay if I tell him what we all did today?" René asked tentatively. "I think it'll make him take the final step."
Dani and Henry both assured her they trusted her. She was practically like family now. She gave the father and daughter each a grateful kiss, and then she got up to retrieve her clothes from Dani's room, leaving the new couple to bask in the afterglow of their incestuous love.
"Daddy? Did you mean what you said about only being yours from now on?" she asked once they were alone.
"Every word, baby angel," her father insisted.
"Good. I hope you're gonna like living with the happiest girl in the world."
Henry smile and kissed her until his cock started getting hard again. He got back into position between her legs and rubbed his still growing cock against her slit.
"Hmm, anything in particular I can do to keep my beautiful baby happy?" he asked, teasing her clit with the head of his cock.
"Mmmm, yes, Daddy. You can shove that huge cock right back inside me and fuck your baby girl until she can't breathe."
Henry told her he loved her, and with a sudden lunge of his hips, gave his little girl just what she wanted.
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Joe finally woke to the sound of his cell phone vibrating on the table next to his bed. It was past two in the morning and he was annoyed anyone would ring his number at that hour. He reached for it to shut it off and go back to sleep, but then he saw Liza's name on the screen. He'd hadn't heard more than a brief text from his younger sister in nearly three years, but now she was calling his number in the middle of the night. Something had to wrong.
Joe carefully slipped out from under the warm, naked thigh that was resting across his cock. It was Olivia's thigh, the woman he'd been seeing only the past three weeks. Fortunately, the vibration of the phone hadn't woken her up, but he was even more annoyed at having to pull himself away from the thick, shapely thigh lying across him as well as the warm, D cup sized tits pressing up against his side. It was the first time the blonde was spending the whole night at Joe's place, and he didn't want to disturb her even though he know there had to be something serious going on with his sister.
He gently got out of bed, still naked, and took his phone into the bathroom to answer the call without waking up Olivia.
"Liza," he said, simply saying his sister's name instead of hello.
"Joe, I'm sorry it's so late." She sounded stressed, almost in tears. "I don't have anyone else to call."
"Hey, slow down. Take a deep breath and tell me what's wrong." It had to be serious for her to suddenly call at this hour after all this time.
"Milo," she said, then went silent.
Joe could hear her breathing. Milo was Liza's husband, a man her brother had never liked. It was only a matter of time before something happened.
"I'm here, sis," Joe said, keeping his voice calm despite his lizard brain stirring with protective instincts.
"We broke up," she admitted. "It was...it was nasty."
Joe wasn't surprised, but he wasn't happy either, as much as her getting away from Milo was actually good news.
"It's about time," Joe said, not bothering to hide his dislike for Milo. "But I'm sorry, sis. I know it's gotta be hard. Do you want to talk about it?"
"That'd be really good. But, not on the phone."
"Okay, no problem. We can talk about whatever. I'm here for you."
"I hope you mean that, Joe."
"Of course I do."
"Yeah, well, the thing is...I'm here. In town. Kinda need a place to go. There's no way I could stay with Milo. You're the first person I thought of when I needed a place to go."
"Where are you, Liza?"
"At the bus station. It's creepy here at this hour."
"I'll be there in twenty-five minutes."
Liza sighed with relief. "Thank you, Joe. You don't know how much this means to me."
Joe did his best to stay quiet while Olivia was sleeping, but he didn't waste any time, either, as he threw on a pair of shorts and a T shirt to go out and pick up his sister. He got dressed so fast he ended up going commando, leaving the blonde in his bed. She'd probably still be sleeping when he got back, and being the first night she'd spent at his place he hoped she'd sleep through his leaving her there on her own to go pick up his distraught sister.
The top sheet of the bed was going across Olivia's torso, leaving her large tits fully exposed. Joe took a quick moment to stop and look at the beautiful girl he was now leaving alone in his bed. If it weren't for his sister he wouldn't dream of leaving a gorgeously hot girl like her on her own in the middle of the night. Then he realized how he really barely knew Olivia after going out with her a few times over a few short weeks. There was barely the beginning of an emotional connection between them even after filling her luxurious body with cum in a mutual climax that had left them both dazed. Still, it was the beginning of something. At least it seemed like it could be, but the pull to get to the bus station and to Liza overpowered everything else.
When Joe pulled his car up in front of the station he spotted Liza standing in front, obviously not knowing what kind of vehicle to be looking for. He stopped directly in front of her and felt his breath catch in his throat when he looked at her. Her dark hair was cut shorter now, just above her shoulders, and despite the strain showing through her classically beautiful features she still looked like a teenager.
Liza was thirty now, and yet her body looked every bit as youthful as her face. Her skirt was too short for traveling by bus, a ruffled style that merely suggested the pert roundness of her small ass. Her white top had low V neck and was cropped just about at the level of the waist of her skirt. Joe could tell she was braless and her attention-getting, teacup sized tits were every bit as pert and shapely as they'd been years ago. Joe took a deep breath and got out of the car.
Liza had a large suitcase on each side of where she stood. When Joe came around the car they hugged and she instantly collapsed inside his arms. Her body shuddered briefly with sobs and her brother decided he wouldn't both pushing her to find out what went wrong with Milo until she chose to bring it up. All he could do now was comfort and make her feel safe, the way he'd been doing since she was born.
Joe was five years older than his sister. Just enough to keep them from being overly competitive when they were growing up, and Joe was always her champion and protector. He stayed in good shape, but he knew he'd aged more than she had. Holding her now, even with her in the midst of a life crisis, Joe felt better than he had in years. Simply hugging his beautiful Liza made his heart beat faster than fucking Olivia earlier. It brought back memories they hadn't talked about in years. He almost wondered if Liza even remembered. How could she not, though? Joe would never forget the night he'd fingered her smooth, wet pussy until she climaxed all over his hand. Nor the way she'd been stroking his cock at the same time, making him spurt so hard he felt weak.
But that was so long ago. A different life. Liza had been on summer break after second year of college while Joe was in a phase of his life where he wanted to travel as much as he could while he was still young. He'd gone home from Europe to spend time with his sister while she was on a break. Alone in their parents' house one night, the siblings had gotten tipsy on wine he brought back from overseas.
Joe remembered thinking that night how much he missed his sister while the two of them had somehow gotten involved living separate lives. It didn't seem natural to be separated from the sweet, pretty girl it was his mission in life to love and protect.
"Oh, Joe," Liza had said that night, as if reading his mind, "I think I miss you too much when you go away."
When he looked at her, there was something in the way she was looking back at him that burned at the edges of his soul. Her eyes were bright and filled with so much love he didn't know what else to do. He took her face in his hands and claimed her supple mouth in a deep, passion-filled kiss. There was no hesitation between them. Their lips parted and their tongues twisted in a dance of desire.
Joe remembered the way her precious tits had felt through her T shirt that night. Braless and so firm and supple. She'd boldly reached for the bulge in his pants, confirming a brother's deep desire for his own baby sister. It seemed as if getting his pants unzipped and open, then taking his intensely aroused cock out of them had been far too easy for her. Her hand had felt so sure, even skilled, in the way she stroked his flaming shank. But he didn't care. Her touch was electrifying, and he reached under the skirt she'd been wearing, one that was almost as short as the one she was wearing there in the bus station. He hadn't even bothered pulling her panties down that night, simply yanking the crotch aside to finger that hairless pussy that was already sodden and dripping with need for her brother.
"I love you so much, Liza," he'd told her as he massaged her G spot. He was sure she came twice, and the second time he went with her, coating her stroking fist with a cascade of incestuous cum.
After, they spent half the night just talking and making out on their parents' couch. But with their mother and father coming home at some point, they eventually went to their separate bedrooms.
Joe had barely slept that night, and when the light of day came harshly through the window he was wracked with guilt, believing he'd don't something unforgiveable to his sweet baby sister. If there was the slightest possibility she would look at him with hatred in her eyes he didn't want to be there to see it. He would have felt destroyed. So he got up, snuck out of the house and stayed with a friend the next day until he could get a flight back to Europe.
Over the next few days, Joe had written and rewritten an old-fashioned snail-mail letter to his sister, apologizing for his horrible behavior and insisting that he loved her like no one in the world, and that he would never do anything again to hurt her. She had never replied to her brother's letter, but then again, Joe wouldn't have a fixed address for another year. From Europe, he traveled to Asia, picking up odd jobs here and there to finance his travels. It would be a year before he saw his sister in person again, and by then she was dating guys from college.
That was ten years ago, and they hadn't spoken of that night ever since. Liza was still always happy to see him whenever they had the chance, but she was living a normal life and dating guys she wasn't related to by blood. Her brother hated that more than a little, but he felt relieved that maybe she eventually forgot about what happened, or if she remembered, maybe she just blamed it on the wine. By the time she was twenty-five, she got married to Milo, who no one in the family liked or trusted, most of all her brother.
Now, hugging his sister in front of the bus station in the wee hours of the morning, Joe realized her body felt exactly as it had ten years before. Still lithe and firm and every bit as slender despite her now being thirty. He broke the hug before his body had a chance to respond to her. But then Liza looked at him with a sweet smile that gradually turned into an expression of pain and she threw herself against him in another, even tighter embrace. She started sobbing against his shirt while he put his arms back around her and gently rubbed her back.
"I can't believe you're really here," she said. "I needed you and you're here in the middle of the night. I could tell I woke you up when I called."
"Don't worry about that, Liz," he told her. "Everything's okay. You know your big brother will always come for you anytime, anywhere."
"I wouldn't have bothered you like this but I didn't know where else to go."
"I'd be upset if you called anyone but me. You know that, sis."
Her sobbing quickly stopped and she even laughed a little. "Yeah. I know."
Joe was anything but insensitive to his sister's plight, but at the same time he couldn't ignore the feel of her braless tits pressing into him through two, thin layers of T shirt material. Despite the enormous load of cum he'd deposited in Olivia's pussy not too long before, Joe felt his cock swarm with tingles at the closeness of his beautiful sister. He broke from the hug and picked up her luggage, setting it in the trunk while she got into the car.
On the way back to his apartment, Liza confessed to her brother about the years of cheating and emotional abuse she'd been through with Milo. None of this surprised him in the least, but he merely told his sister how happy he was that she finally made the break. Fortunately, there was only so much to be said about Milo. Liza knew what her brother thought of her soon to be ex-husband. Besides, that kind of catching up didn't need to be done over a twenty-five minute ride home in the middle of the night.
Joe found himself glancing at his sister's legs every chance he had. Her skirt became even shorter as she sat in the car, and they were every bit as slender and smooth as they were ten years ago. She caught him looking more than once and just smiled without saying anything about it. He was relieved when they finally pulled into the parking garage of his building. When they got Liza's luggage up to the apartment in the elevator, they went inside and Joe started whispering.
"Why are we whispering?" his sister asked. But then a look of recognition came over her face. "Ohhhh," she said. "Big brother has company."
"Exactly."
"Ooohh, sorry, Joe. I didn't mean to mess up your night."
"You didn't. It'll be fine."
"Is it anyone serious?"
"Not really," her brother shrugged. "Too soon to know."
"Hmmm, serious enough to play sleepover," she teased.
Joe went into his bedroom to get some sheets and a spare blanket so Liza could make up the couch. Olivia was still sleeping sounding. The sheet was even lower across her body than when he left. Her tits and now her pussy were exposed. He looked over at the doorway to find his sister standing there peeking into the room. She took a long, appraising look at the slumbering Olivia. Joe half expected his sister to make some kind of teasing gesture, but she was frowning unhappily. He crossed the room and quietly closed the door behind him, then took his sister back to the living room.
"Joe, she looks even younger than me," Liza said while her brother poured a couple of glasses of wine.
"So?"
"Nothing. Just sayin'."
He handed her a glass and took a seat on the couch. She sat close to him and they both drank. He finally asked what he'd been wondering since she first called.
"So is this just a temporary getaway? A chance to reboot? Or something more permanent?"
"This is permanent this time," she said. "I'm done. I had to get out while there was still some of me left inside."
Joe moved closer to her and put his arm around her. "You did the right thing. Just think of this as your home for as long as you want. I've got the extra room with my computer and a half-assed office. We'll just change that over to a bedroom for you."
"I can't ask you to do that."
"Of course you can. But you don't have to. I'm asking you. I don't want you going anywhere else."
"Ohhh, Joe," she sighed.
He leaned back against the couch and she went with him, resting the back of her head against his shoulder. She put her leg over his, letting foot dangle over the other side. If anyone had been standing across from them her panties would've been completely exposed. Joe tried to ignore her legs. He tried to ignore the way her shirt fell low across her chest, revealing the pert swells of her tits. He could never understand how they still stood up the way they did without a bra.
Joe swore at himself while his sister cried and he was looking at her body like he'd never seen a pretty girl before. He put his arm around her and held her close. After a while, Liza stopped crying and they drank their wine in silence. Joe was dangerously close to getting hard. The way his sister's bare leg looked and felt on top of his own was getting to him. He could never forget how hard he'd gotten that time they made each other cum, but he was sure his sister probably barely ever thought about it. Could she have even forgotten it ever happened? It would make sense if she blocked something like that from her mind.
"It's nice to feel safe again," Liza finally said. "I haven't felt safe like this since..."
"Since when, sis?"
"You already know when."
He knew exactly when she was talking about. The serious gaze she was leveling at him left no doubt in his mind. With the way she was sitting with her leg over his and his arm holding her body so close, he almost felt like they being shot back in time. Except for the knowledge of everything that happened in the decade since.
"That was wrong, Liza. I shouldn't have taken advantage of you. I'm just glad you didn't end up hating me."
"Well, I did. For a little while. I mean, of course I could never hate you. But you broke my heart, Joe. You just took off and sent me that letter. I thought I was more important to you than that."
"No one has ever been more important than you, and you better know that."
"Yeah, so important you left me," she said unhappily, though she squeezed in closer to her brother.
"Liza, brothers and sisters aren't meant to fall in love. Not to mention want each other the way we did."
"So it was better to end up in relationships with guys who weren't you? Who could never love me like you do? And end up with an asshole like Milo?"
Joe sighed in defeat as he brought his other hand to his sister's bare, slender thigh, gently kneading her skin. His cock started to respond.
"I was wrong," he admitted. "So fucking wrong."
"Ohh, babe, do you really mean that?"
"You know I do, sis."
Liza nearly leapt out of her position and then straddled her brother's lap, facing him. The ecstatic look on her face was the complete opposite of the stressed looking waif he picked up at the bus station.
"I love you sooooo much," she said, placing her hands on his shoulders.
"I love you, too. It's my fault you ended up with Milo, but never again. I just can't see you with anyone else. Never again."
"Ohhh, Joe," his sister sighed.
Liza's skirt was now around her hips as she straddled her big brother's lap. His cock was fully hardened and straining against his pants while his sister's panty clad pussy mound rubbed teasingly against his bulge. He pulled her face to his and kissed her the way he'd always wanted yet never imagined being able to. She kissed him back fiercely, their lips opening together to unleash their searching tongues. He slid his hands up along the outside of her thighs and pushed under her skirt to clutch at the cheeks of her ass.
Joe and Liza kissed for a long time, her hips rocking again his cock bulge while he massaged her ass firmly. Their mouths separated just long enough for Liza to pull off her top, exposing her pert tits to her brother's face. Joe's hands slipped from under his sister's skirt and ran up along her sides and then in front to cover her perfect tits with his large hands. They were just stunning, a pair of inflated cones with puffy areolas and hard, protruding nipples that drew his mouth like a magnet.
"Ohhhh, yes, fuuuuck," Liza sighed loudly as her brother began sucking the delectable tips of her succulent tits. Her fingers laced into his dark hair as she pulled his face tightly to her chest.
But then: "What the fuck," suddenly came from the end of the short hallway toward Joe's bedroom. Olivia was obviously awake and understandably shocked to find the man she'd fucked and fallen asleep with a couple of hours ago now on his couch sucking on the naked tits of some woman who was eagerly grinding on his lap in a skirt shorter than a cheerleader's uniform.
Joe and Liza broke out of their trance turned to face the naked blonde. Joe caught the proudly defiant look on his sister's face while he tried to think of something to say. "Olivia, this really isn't what it looks like," is what finally came out of his mouth. Liza actually giggled, which only made the blonde look angrier.
"That's good," Olivia said. "Because it looks like you're sitting on your couch sucking some bitch's tits right after you fucked me and left me alone in your bed."
It wasn't like things had gotten serious with Olivia, and Joe was mainly sorry about the timing. It never would've happened this way with anyone but Liza, and only because this happened to be the night she finally left her husband. So many things were running through Joe's mind he could barely think straight, especially with his sister's pussy pressed hard against the bulge of his cock. Instead of losing his hard on, his pole only throbbed as hard as ever for the feel of his precious Liza's body. But he also found himself getting mad that Olivia had just called his sister a bitch.



"She's not a bitch," he retorted. "She's my sister."
Joe didn't realize what he was saying until he saw the horrified look on Olivia's face. Liza merely laughed and made a conspicuous point of dragging her mound along her brother's cock.
"Holy fuck," Olivia muttered, shaking her head in disbelief.
The blonde then just turned and went back into Joe's bedroom, slamming the door behind her. The compromised siblings on the couch could hear her shuffling around for her clothes. Liza grinned at her brother and reached down to unbutton his pants, then lifted herself high enough to get his zipper. She giggled when she found his rigid cock free of underwear. Then she got off his lap and pulled his pants down his legs and off. She unzipped the side of her skirt and wiggled out of it along with her panties.
Her brother sighed and gripped his huge, throbbing cock when he saw her fully naked. She was perfect, and her pussy was so smooth it had to be waxed.
"You only felt it that one time," Liza pointed out. "You never saw it. Do you like your sister's pussy, big brother?"
"It's perfect," Joe told her. "Just like the rest of you."
"Let's see how we fit together," she said, floating back onto his lap, straddling him like before.
She took his cock into her hands and pressed his shaft against the smoothest, silkiest pussy Joe had ever felt. Liza rubbed her slit along her brother's shaft, smearing her warm, slick ooze over his rigid flesh. She finally pushed the domed tip of his rod into her hole.
"Liza, we can never uncross this line."
"That's what I'm counting on."
Then she lowered herself onto his thick pole with a husky moan as his rock hard brother flesh filled her body. Joe groaned, wondering if he'd been dreaming this entire night. But then Liza began slowly riding up and down his cock, pushing her dainty tits close to his face, inviting his lips and tongue to explore her jutting nipples. At the same time, his hands were moving over his little sister's thighs, reaching behind to clutch and squeeze the tautly rounded globes of her gyrating ass.
"I knew it," Liza cooed. "A perfect fit. Like a brother and sister are just made to go together."
Joe growled softly and started rocking his hips against the steady motion of Liza's, grinding his cock into the dripping hot velvet of her channel. She was right, her brother thought, her hole was perfectly matched to the size and shape of his cock. She felt so tight, making the friction of their incestuous union the most intense he'd ever felt. Yet at the same time she felt so wet and slick, making for an easy, slippery glide between cock and pussy, her sisterly ooze trickling down his shaft and over his ballsac.
Gazing in wonder into each other's eyes, Joe didn't realize Olivia had come back into the room until he saw Liza look over at the blonde. She was dressed now, again wearing the same little party dress she'd started out in hours earlier. Joe craned his neck and saw her staring at him and his sister with a mixture of awe and disgust.
"Fucking perverts," the blonde muttered spitefully.
"Jealous bitch," Liza retorted. Then the slinky, raven-haired beauty leaned her head back and moaned loudly in pleasure while she started riding her brother's cock faster.
Joe caught the flash of Olivia's middle finger as she flipped off the rutting sibling couple on her way out of the apartment. Liza snickered and then moaned at the pleasure of her brother's cock inside her. With the sound of the door closing behind Olivia, it was as if a new chapter in the siblings' lives had finally started in earnest. Joe supported his sister's body by the ass and he rose up off the couch, keeping his cock embedded in her pussy. She felt so light.
When Joe turned toward his bedroom, Liza stopped him.
"Not in there, darling. Not yet. Not while your bed still smells like her."
Joe couldn't help but understand his sister's feelings. He changed direction and walked her into the kitchen where he set her ass onto the kitchen table. His cock slipped out of her pussy in the process, but he moved in close between her open legs and nudged the end of his cock back against her slit. The head was tucked in just far enough to splay open the lips of Liza's pussy.
"Joe, I need you to shove that cock back inside me," she mewled. "I'm dying to suck it for you, too, but I've been waiting for this for more than ten years."
"More than ten?" Joe was puzzled. "You mean you wanted this even before that night?"
"There was never a time that your little sister didn't want you. Your love. Your cock. Your arms around me."
"I love you, Liza. So fucking much," he groaned as he pushed his cock shaft back into the tight channel that had turned his life upside down.
"Oh, Joe, my brother, my love, yessssss, fuck me."
Joe's shaft was fully buried back in his beautiful sister's hot pussy in just another second. He kissed her ravenously as he started pumping his fat rod in and out of her gripping hole. As hard as Joe kissed his little sister she kissed him back with matching fervor. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he pumped his rod into her body steady and hard.
"Fuck, baby, you feel amazing," Joe groaned, finally disengaging from his sister's mouth.
Liza leaned back on her hands against the table, pushing her pussy toward her lunging brother and dropping her knees so they could both see his marble rod plunging in and out of her syrupy core.
"That's your pussy, Joe. Your sister's pussy and it's all yours," she cooed. "You even told your girlfriend I'm your sister. She saw us fucking."
Liza's words only made Joe increase the force of his thrusts. "I don't care who knows," he growled. "You're mine now. Fuck 'em all!"
"No, baby, fuck me. Fuck your sister. Oh god, I'm gonna cum!"
Joe slid his hand between their bodies and ground the pad of his thumb over his baby sister's clit while he pumped his shaft into her pleasure-clenched pussy. Liza gasped and cried out nonsensical syllables as the wave of love drenched ecstasy overwhelmed her body. The orgasmic clench of her slick sheath was more than Joe could take. His cock began to pulse with the pumping jets of cum racing up his shaft and deeply into his sister's hole.
"I...love...you!" he cried, each word coming along with yet another splash of cum into his lover's womb.
As their intense, mutual peak began to subside, Liza leaned up and plastered herself to her brother's much larger body, throwing her arms around him possessively, clinging to him for dear life.
"I love you, too, Joe. Ohhh, I love you so much."
After, they made up the couch as a bed. Joe would wash the sheets on his bed in the morning that still smelled of his sex with Olivia. From now on, there would only be the scent of one woman on his sheets, and she was now spooned in front of him as they lay naked together on his couch.
"I'm sorry, baby," he told Liza just moments before they both fell asleep. "I never should have left you behind. It should have been us together all along."
"That's all in the past, my love," she said. "We're together right now, and we'll have right now forever."
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Arlene arched her graceful spine, forcing her firm, DD tits to thrust forward and slightly to the sides while her long, slender legs fanned out wide. She was straddling the sides of the chaise she was lying on to deepen her tan. Her son, Bradley, was out on a weekly supply run to stock up on whatever they needed during this time of semi-quarantine. The forty year old blonde was thankful for a chance to lie out nude and keep her tan lines at bay. Since her twenty year old son had decided to ride out the pandemic with his mother at her late parents' old lake house, she didn't have the same freedom she was used to whenever she stayed there on her own in the past.
Bradley would be out for a couple of hours at least, giving his beautiful, sexy mother this welcome chance to spread her legs, run her hands sensuously up her smooth, slender thighs and rake her fingers over her shaven pussy. Until the lockdowns started, the striking blonde would get regular salon waxes, but she started performing that ritual on her own when having to spend most of her days in quarantine.
With the strong, late summer sun shining on her fully naked body, Arlene stroked her rapidly moistening sex lips with a deep sigh of relief. Before Bradley arrived, she could do this at least once a day, usually more. It was the main reason she had decided ride out the pandemic here instead of the large, suburban house she'd lived in the last fifteen years. At the lake house she could be much more open and free, not to mention enjoying the comfort of special memories.
At her main house, Arlene had too many neighbors to enjoy her long-standing love of being naked and indulging her sensuous pleasures outdoors. She also thought the lake house would be safer, being more isolated and the nearby town being small and not so densely populated. This was where the erotically hot blonde had discovered her love of being nude in the open air and sunshine. It was a bittersweet pleasure to think back on the days she spent long, sunny hours indulging all kinds of naked pleasures with her late father, the man who had loved her more than anyone before Bradley came along, and had revealed to her the delectable pleasures of nudism and fatherly love.
Soon after Arlene turned eighteen, her father started bringing her to spend weekends at the lake. By this time, it was always just the two of them while her mother stayed at home. And it was from her loving daddy that Arlene learned so much about pleasing a man, as well as how to expect a man to please her in return. She thought her mother probably knew about the amazing changes in her relationship with her father, but the woman had never said anything about it in Arlene's presence. It was mostly in the different looks her mother gave her. Back then, the young blonde wondered if the subject ever came up between her parents in private since her father never said anything about it one way or the other.
Now, Arlene circled the pad of one finger around her growing clit as she remembered the way her father's much longer and thicker fingers used to feel massaging her wet pussy. She rubbed her clit for a long time, first thinking about his fingers going inside her the first time, then his tongue, and then his long, thick cock as he fucked her with hot, sweeping thrusts that made her cum until she was breathless. Most of the time it was the way her dad would let himself go as he came inside that set her off the most. His grunts and groans would become so raw and guttural, and he would thrust his raging cock into her hole so hard and deep. No man had ever lost himself to the pleasure of filling her slick pussy with cum the way her father had.
Arlene slipped a pair of fingers into her slippery hole, daydreaming of those delicious days with daddy. She was tempted to run inside and go upstairs to retrieve one of her toys, but she was already well on her way to making herself cum. Her left hand came into play as she grasped and clutched at her outsized yet shapely tits. Her nipples were hard, swollen and so sensitive.
"Daddy, oh yes, Daddy, give it to me," she moaned passionately, reminiscing on the man she missed so deeply, imaging he was still there to give her the cock she had always craved more than any other. Ever since, other men were nothing more than temporary relief from boredom and the frustrating ache of desire in her glorious body. Oh, how she needed her father still. If only he hadn't been taken from her all too soon, Bradley would surely have a younger brother or sister now.
Arlene anxiously pulled and twisted on each of her nipples in turn while the other hand was alternating between battering her clit and shoving a pair of fingers deeply into her dripping hole. "Yes, yes, Daddy, fuck me!" the voluptuous mother cried, indulging in her privacy. A hot, powerful climax began to rip through her body, making her limbs shake with the pleasure. By the time she was nearing the end of her peak, she found herself crying, "Oh yessss, Bradley, fuck me like a good son. Give Mommy that hot cum, baby!"
The blonde tensed and shivered all the way to the end of a breathtaking climax. As she sucked the tangy juices from her fingers and relaxed on her chaise, she only then realized how she started to cum calling out for her sorely missed father, only to end up calling out for her handsome, beautifully built son. It had given her a climax that left her dazed, but she wasn't too surprised. Bradley bore a striking resemblance to his grandfather.
After that first summer of taking their father/daughter love to a whole new level, Arlene had gone to college in the fall. She went back home as many weekends as she could to be in her loving father's arms, but in her second year, her need for hard cock had overpowered her resolve to wait until she could see him again. Consequently, she had a brief relationship with a senior on campus. She had liked him well enough, but he was no match for the mature man she loved with all her heart. They'd had sex several times over a period of a few weeks, and she later discovered she was pregnant. She finished that semester but then took a year-long leave of absence from college.
Arlene's parents helped her with Bradley in the beginning, allowing her to go back to college and finish, and then later as she worked to establish herself in her career. Arlene's father had never expressed any kind of jealousy or anger over the pregnancy, although he had told her a number of times that he wished he could have been not only her father, but the father of her baby. That only made the loving blonde wish the same thing, and she hoped that one day it would happen. But by the time Bradley was eight, both of her parents were taken from her in a terrible car accident.
Now it was Bradley in college, yet he was staying with his mother at the lake house as he kept up with his courses online. Even though Arlene missed the freedom to go nude without thinking twice about it, or being able to finger her pussy whenever and wherever she pleased, she was happy to have Bradley with her. She didn't have to worry about where he was or if he was being safe, and he kept her from feeling lonely.
Another thing Arlene had to be more cautious about was her video chat sessions with the few men she bothered keeping up with after the quarantine started. Before Bradley came, she could be as loud and open as she pleased as she watched the men masturbate and cum while she spread her legs for them and fingered herself. Yet the longer her son was in the house, the more she found herself losing interest in her online fuckbuddies. It was like having a young version of her father in the house, and she couldn't resist the warm tingles she felt seeing her son around the house and yard in nothing but a pair of shorts.
Arlene reached for the towel beside her chaise and carefully wiped up the excess juice left in the wake of her climax. It had been such a strong one, yet she could feel that she'd be yearning for another one before long. When Bradley got home the feeling would only get worse. That's just the way it had been going for weeks now, since the day he arrived.
The blonde spent another half hour lying in the sun, taking a few nude selfies before picking up the bikini she had on when Bradley left and going inside. With a few agile thumb swipes on her phone, she sent her selfies to a couple of the men in her contact list. She then went upstairs to her room and took the rubber cock she sometimes fucked herself with out of her vanity drawer and held it up to her mouth. She propped her phone against the mirror, and with her big, bare tits in the frame, she licked and sucked the realistic looking toy.
She thought of the days gone by in that very room with her father and all the times she had sucked his cock with passion and hunger. She missed him so badly, and she missed his cock just as much. Her pussy began to moisten with arousal all over again, and after she stopped the video, she leaned back in her seat and fingered her pussy again. She started out thinking of her son, but by the time her climax came on it was Bradley once again in her mind.
Arlene put her dildo away and thought about whether or not to send the video to her men friends after the pictures she'd sent. She knew they'd like it and respond with a small flood of cock pictures and stroking videos, but these wouldn't satisfy her. She hadn't seen any of them in person since the lockdown started, and she hadn't realized how bored she'd been growing with them until the past few weeks. She sent the video to two of them anyway. She just wanted someone to know how badly she was aching. It wasn't like she could express these things to Bradley, even though every day that passed she wanted him to know more and more. Besides, if things kept going the way they were, she didn't know how she would ever be able to hide the strong feelings of love and desire brewing inside her.
In the meantime, she put the same bikini back on that she was wearing when her son left and went downstairs to make a couple of sandwiches for lunch. It always made Bradley happy when he came home to find that his mother had thought enough to have something waiting for him. Arlene smiled to herself, knowing her son appreciated it even more when she made him something to eat while wearing something far skimpier than any of his friends' mothers would ever dare to be seen in. But then most of them didn't maintain their bodies well enough to pull off wearing a thong at their ages. Arlene was a striking exception and she knew it.
Bradley pulled up to the house in his mother's minivan at long last. He had to make three trips back and forth to carry everything inside, but he wouldn't allow Arlene to lift a finger to help.
The sight of the sandwich and lemonade waiting for him on the kitchen table made him smile. She had another glass and plate for herself set on the other side of the table, and once the new stash of groceries and supplies were put away they sat down to eat together. Bradley was obviously very hungry, but there was another kind of hunger in his eyes whenever he stole a look at his mother's barely covered tits hovering just at the edge of the table. His eager gaze had only been growing more and more intense over the past few weeks, and he was doing less and less to hide his interest in her body.
The more attention Arlene got from Bradley the more she craved. Watching him from across the table only made her think of how she'd already made herself cum while thinking about him twice that day. But now it seemed so different to have him sitting right there while she wondered how his virile, young cock would taste and feel. And from the way he couldn't stop gazing at his mother's big, full tits, she knew he must be thinking the same kinds of things. Before she knew it, her nipples were hard and swollen, making prominent bumps in the well stretched material of her bikini.
Arlene wondered what Bradley would think if he knew that his grandfather had been the love of his mother's life, or that there had never been a man who could make her cum as hard. For that matter, only Bradley could make his mother's pussy drip as hard as her father had, and he hadn't even touched her.
But would her son be willing to go as far in loving Arlene as her father had? Fantasies were one thing, but acting on them was another. She wanted so much to confess everything about her relationship with her father to her son, but she would probably never be able to tell him that much. What would he think of his happily incestuous mother?
On the other hand, it probably wouldn't be so bad to diplomatically let him know how much she preferred being able to sunbathe naked. That shouldn't shock him too much. Besides, he would probably jump at the chance to see his sexy MILF of a mother going nude around the house and yard. Maybe he would even join her. After all, just being naked together wasn't incest. Plenty of families enjoyed nudism together.
Bradley's admiration felt like a reward for the effort Arlene put into keeping her tall, slender body in such good shape. Her legs were long and thin but still shapely, while her ass was as small and spherically curved as it had been ten years ago. Her skin was tanned a flawless golden brown, and spending so much time in the sun she was careful to hydrate frequently and keep her flesh supple by moisturizing with lotion at least twice a day.
She was wondering how to broach the subject of nudity when Bradley suddenly made it easier.
"So, Mom, I guess you're planning to go out and do some more sunbathing instead of work this afternoon, right?" he asked.
Arlene snickered and squared off her shoulders, pushing her scantily clad tits out. "I guess you could tell."
"Actually, I was just guessing," her son said with his eyes directed at the bulging orbs of tit flesh threatening to burst free of her bikini top. "I mean, since you work in a bikini half the time anyway."
"Oh my, sweetie, I didn't think you noticed."
"Mom, who wouldn't notice you in the bikinis you wear? Even I notice and I'm your son so I'm not supposed to."
Arlene felt her face flush with pleasure at her son's compliment, also at his inadvertent confession of looking at her in her daring choice of swimwear. The woman already knew she was red hot, but she'd never received a compliment she didn't totally enjoy. But coming from her son it meant so much more to her. She was used to getting them from other men, but her gorgeous son was the first man since her father who could make her actually blush like a little girl.
"Well, um, you're a handsome, virile young man," she pointed out. "It's only natural you'd notice, I guess. Sometimes nature doesn't care if two attractive people are related."
This time, it was Bradley's turn to blush. The sight pleased his mother immensely. It proved he was looking at her as more than just a son looks at a mother. Now she could only wonder if his thoughts of her were as vividly erotic as hers were of him.
"Yeah, I guess," he agreed with her.
Arlene could tell her handsome, well-built son was anything but shy with females, but he was obviously choosing his words much more carefully with his own mother.
"But the thing I'm curious about," he went on, "is why you always wear a bikini, but you obviously don't have any tan lines."
His eyes drifted over his mother's nearly naked body in a way that gave her chills. Being seated at the table, her tits were all he could see in the scant strips of material covering her nipples. Then Arlene's nipples started to throb as she thought of how to respond. He was a strapping young man now, so there was no reason to keep her personal habits a secret anymore. At least not all of them. She was dying to see his reaction to the fact that his mother was an avid nudist.
"I don't have any tan lines, darling, because I sunbathe nude when you're not here," she told him, trying to sound as calm as she would if she were offering him a cup of coffee.
"Oh, well that definitely makes sense."
He was smiling just a little bit wickedly as his eyes took another good trip over his mother's buttery bronze skin. Her father used to get the same look in his eye when he was thinking about fucking his busty little girl. Back then, when she was eighteen, that look brought on an automatic response between her legs. Her pussy would begin to flush with heat as she realized her father's special look meant she would have his beautiful cock pumping her tight hole the second they were alone. Now, Arlene was feeling the same response to the way her son was looking at her. He had the same hungry gleam in his eyes that his grandfather had.
"Back when your grandfather took me here we were nudists the whole time until we had to go home," she explained, curious to see Bradley's reaction. He was visibly surprised.
"Really, Mom? You and Grandpa were nudists? Was Grandma a nudist too?"
"Oh my, no," Arlene laughed. "She would've had a heart attack. That was only a fun little secret just between Daddy and me."
She thought about telling him about the other, dirtier secrets she shared with her father but decided he probably wasn't ready to hear about that. She needed to know much more about what was going through Bradley's mind before admitting to anything more scandalous than sharing a taste for nudism with her father.
"So if you went nude here with Grandpa, then why not with me? Why only when I'm out?"
"Well, your grandfather was nude, too, of course. It was all his idea. And I didn't know if you'd feel comfortable with your mother going around naked."
"Mom, the bikinis you wear leave you practically naked already," he pointed out with a sly smile. "Besides, I bet you look amazing naked."
A lot of men had told the lusciously built blonde the same thing, but hearing it from her son was completely different. Arlene's skin felt hot and tingly as she imagined finally stripping down to absolutely nothing for her beautiful son. "Awww, that's so sweet, baby. But I have to admit it's not the same unless you're nude, too, just like Daddy was. It's just nicer that way. And much more comfortable for both of us. Being naked together always made me feel so close to him."
"Sounds good to me, Mom," he replied confidently. Now it was Arlene's turn to be surprised. "I've been to nude beaches before," he continued. "I love going nude. And with all the privacy we have here, why not? Maybe you'll feel closer to me like you did with Grandpa."
"That does sound logical, doesn't it, sweetheart?" The blonde was smiling, but still trying to hold in her excitement at the prospect of seeing her luscious son completely naked. And equally exciting was the anticipation of seeing his reaction to her. She had to admit she hadn't felt this excited about showing off her body to a man since her father was still alive. If anything, Arlene's son was even more exciting. She knew it probably made her a wicked person and a bad mother, but she didn't care. If it was what they both wanted then it was no one else's business.
"There's something else I'm curious about, Mom," said Bradley. "If you and Grandpa were naked together all the time you were here, he must have gotten, umm, excited once in a while, right?"
Arlene's smooth pussy quivered with delicious memories of her father proudly walking outside with his big, glorious boner swaggering before him. It made her smile to remember the way she always took good care of his needs, eagerly letting the man satisfy his need to cum in any of her holes he desired at the moment. When Arlene saw the way Bradley was now grinning back at her she realized her expression was giving her away.
"So he did," her son exclaimed. "I'm not surprised, though."
"Oh really," Arlene said skeptically. "And what makes you so sure?"



"Seriously, Mom? You're a fucking sex goddess, and you know it."
"Bradley! Watch that language!"
Arlene felt like she had to say something motherly under the circumstances, even though her son's obscene compliment pleased her immensely.
"Just stating the facts, Mother Dear."
"Well...thank you. I suppose," she said coyly. Her nipples were hopelessly erect now and it was so obvious her son noticed and was enjoying the sight. "What in the world made you ask such a question?"
Bradley paused. He was thinking but still smiling. "I just wanted to know if it was something that would bother you, since the same thing is probably going to happen to me."
"You mean you might get...excited."
"Yes, Mom, you can pretty much count on it."
"Oh honey, that's perfectly natural. It's just the two of us here so I'm sure we're mature enough to deal with an erection now and then."
"That's good, because I wouldn't want to make things weird getting hard around you."
Arlene's pussy was aching over the thought of seeing her son naked and hard. She resolved to give it her best effort to make sure he got a nice, throbbing hard on for Mommy. It would be much better than the pictures she'd be getting from her online men, but then again, just because her son got a boner in front of his mother didn't necessarily mean he'd be willing to do anything about it. He was an amazing young man, but expecting him to have the same tastes as his grandfather wasn't necessarily a foregone conclusion. Still, a mother could always dream.
"It wouldn't be weird at all, sweetie. I might even take it as a compliment," she told him with sly grin. "Maybe we should just jump right in and get any awkwardness out of the way."
"Good idea," Bradley agreed. "Let's do some sunbathing after lunch. Maybe later we can go skinny dipping."
"Mmmm, that's a fabulous idea."
They finished their lunch soon after, and Arlene went back outside to sunbathe some more while Bradley went upstairs to his room. She thought about taking off her bikini after the talk they just had, but she wanted to wait and let her son see her take it off. It probably wouldn't be long before he joined her, and even though there was hardly anything to it, the idea of stripping naked in front of him made her pussy ripple with warmth.
Arlene's pulse jacked up a notch as she waited, wondering if he'd be so bold as to just walk out nude or if he'd be wearing his shorts and have to take them off in front of her. Either way was perfectly alright with her, but the anticipation was making her pussy ache. Feeling bold and wicked, she reached between her legs and slid a finger under her thong to tease her pussy lips. She couldn't help wondering what the look on her son's face would be when he saw his mother peel that tiny thong off a visibly wet pussy.
The luscious blonde wasn't even thinking about her online fuck buddies anymore. Compared to her son and memories of her father they were nothing but a way to fill the empty time. She ached for the same kind of relationship with her son that she had with his grandfather. Yes, it was forbidden. Yes, it was purely sordid incest. And yes, it was everything she could want. And it was so close she could taste it. Bradley was the only boy alive she loved as much as she had always loved her father, if not even more. She loved him the way her father had loved her.
Even though she had always appreciated Bradley's qualities, it was only this quarantine that brought her deeper desires to the surface. And now, almost all she could think about was the way her boy would look and sound as he poured his greatest ecstasy in jets of hot man cream between his own mother's wide open thighs.
It was only a few more minutes before Bradly walked out from the back of the house as naked as the day he was born. Arlene's breath caught in her throat as she admired the firmly built specimen of young manhood walking toward her across the patio with the most impressive looking cock swinging between his muscular thighs. He seemed to walk with an extra proud swagger as his mother's gaze locked onto his gorgeous body.
"Mom, I don't want to be the only naked one here. I thought you were going to strip off too," he said, taking a seat on the lounger next to hers.
"I was just waiting for you, darling. I don't want to make you uncomfortable so I'll just take off my suit now."
Arlene took her time standing up, conscious of the steady gaze of her son. She flashed him a loving smile as she reached behind her neck and untied the top of her bikini. Even though the suit was covering little more than her areolas, it made her heart race as she let the little strips of material fall away from her tits to expose her nipples and globes in their fully tanned glory. She then reached behind her back and untied the lower string and tossed her top aside.
Bradley stared intently at his mother's naked melons with a broad grin. Arlene's face felt hot when she saw how much he liked what he saw. She giggled and flashed him a smile as she waggled her shoulders and briefly shook her heavy tits for him.
"Like Mommy's titties, baby?"
"They're perfect, Mom. I've never seen such an amazing pair anywhere."
"Thank you, honey. You're so sweet. I hope you like the rest just as much."
Arlene then turned her back to her son and hooked her fingers under the string of her thong. As slowly as her trembling fingers allowed, she lowered her thong down her long, smooth legs. As she bent down, she could feel the air touching her asshole and pussy slit, and she knew both of her holes were now on full display to her son. The lips of her slit were so hot and flushed by now that she knew she was treating her big boy to a generous view of his mother's drippy love nest.
Then, just as slowly, she lifted each foot one at a time to step out of her thong. She gave him a sensuous roll of her hips before standing back up and turning around to face him.
Bradley's eyes were already on his mother's blatantly bald pussy when she turned around. He didn't even try to pretend he wasn't looking, and his cock was noticeably thicker than it was when Arlene turned her back to strip off her thong. Her nipples were as swollen as they ever got and buzzing with sensation. If her son had suddenly pounced on her and grabbed her big, luscious boobs to suckle she would have been powerless to stop him.
"Holy fuck," the boy said, his eyes rising up to his mother's tits again while his cock steadily grew thicker.
"Language, baby." It sounded more like a purr of approval than an admonishment.
"Now I know why Grandpa couldn't help getting a hard on around you."
"Oh, baby, you always know how to make Mommy feel good." Arlene couldn't help staring at her son's cock as it continued growing to a size that made her heart skip. She was barely even aware of her fingers toying with her distended nipples.
"I know lots of ways to make you feel good, Mom," he said, brazenly reaching for his cock and stroking it as she watched his column of flesh grow to a full, rock hard erection.
Bradley's confident boast made the woman's pussy quiver with wet heat. "But darling," she countered weakly, growing weaker by the second. "Are you talking about what I think you're talking about? That's incest, baby."
"Yes, Mom, it is. Because I'm talking about you and your only son fucking. Just the way you and Grandpa were fucking. Don't try to deny it."
"But, sweetie, we were...we...were in love."
"I know, Mom, but it was still wrong, wasn't it?"
"Y-y-yes, it was. But baby it was so good. So beautiful."
"And now you have me, and you know I love you just as much as Grandpa ever did. Maybe even more. And I know you love me, too."
"Oh, baby, yes I do. I love you so much."
Bradley took a couple of steps closer to his mother. Close enough that the tip of his huge cock was touching her. He put his hands on her hips and slid them behind her, easily cupping the small cheeks of her ass in his large hands. He kneaded her flesh and pulled her tight so her body was trapping his cock between them and her tits were now smooshed against him. The burning gleam in his eyes was enough to make his mother's pussy drip.
"Mommy, your boy needs to fuck you," he told her in a husky, lust-filled voice.
Arlene melted against his big, hard, naked body. He hadn't called her Mommy in over ten years, but she now knew there was no way she could ever deny him whatever he wanted.
"Mommy's pussy is all yours, baby," she moaned softly, gazing up at him. Her hand slipped between their bodies and she wrapped it around the hot, throbbing shaft of his cock.
Bradley then took his mother's supple mouth in a deep, hard lover's kiss that took her breath away. Their tongues churned in an erotic dance between their open lips. Arlene was stroking his cock now, amazed by how thick and sturdy it felt. He spent more time kneading her ass cheeks but finally brought his hands to the tits he could never stop wanting, squeezing and kneading her flesh, fingers forcefully turning her nipples. While playing with his mother's tender nipples, he began kissing his way down her neck toward them, finally taking each of the aching nubs into his mouth in turn.
While suckling his mother's nipples, Bradley thrust one hand between her legs and stroked her honey-coated slit, massaging all around her hole as she moaned. Her son was her everything, and there was nothing she wouldn't give him.
After some time, Bradley pulled his fingers from his mother's pussy and sucked her tangy juices from his fingers right in front her startled face. Before she had a chance to react, he took her hand and led her from the patio onto the grass between the back of the house and the edge of the lake. He brought her with him down to the ground.
Arlene was now lying in the grass with her son beside her. His cock was rubbing against her hip while he massaged the mounds of her bare tits and stared intently into her eyes. His hand felt so strong and sure as he handled such a large pair of tits. She fondled his cock with one hand and touched his face with the other.
"Baby your mother loves you so much. I can't wait to show you how much."
"I love you, too, Mom," Bradley replied. "And I know you like playing around with a lot of different men, but that's going to change. I'm not going to share my mother with other men."
Arlene's pussy flushed. She could feel the smear on her upper thighs. Her son's possessive pronouncement only made her want to give him everything. The last man who wanted her that much was her father.
"I bet Grandpa didn't share you, either," Bradley added.
"No, baby. He was like you. He wanted his little girl all to himself. I was his baby girl and except my first year in college, just before I got pregnant with you, I didn't touch another man until your grandfather was gone."
Bradley slipped his hand down his mother's body and felt along her smooth, tanned thighs before bringing his fingers to her sodden slit. He began massaging her pussy, making it hard for her to concentrate on anything else.
"But you love cock, don't you, Mommy?" he said, teasing her hole with the tip of a finger.
"Ohhh, yes, baby. I can't help it. Your mommy needs to fuck. Mommy needs cock. Am I a bad Mommy?"
"You're a hot Mommy. It's a good thing you have me now, because I'll be giving you all the cock you need."
Arlene giggled, her mind doing cartwheels over the prospect of her virile, young son fucking her every day. Then Bradley slid one of his fingers into her creamy hole and made her gasp. He stroked it in and out, fucking her a few strokes before adding another and fucking her with two. The pads of his fingers rubbed against her G spot and forced her ass to lift up off the grass as she purred with pleasure.
Bradley kept fingering his mother until he started sucking the tips of her heaving tits again and she was soon cumming hard on his thrusting fingers. After a moment to catch her breath, Arlene was moving out of her position and pushing Bradley onto his back as she knelt beside him and took his ragingly stiff prick into both of her loving mother's hands.
"Oh baby, that's such a big, beautiful cock," the blonde sighed, gazing with love at the long, girthy stalk of man flesh in her hands. "Mommy's gonna love it with her mouth and make you feel like none of those girls at your college even know how."
"Mmmm, suck it, Mommy. Suck your son's cock. You're so much hotter than those girls at school. You're the one I want. Oh fuck, suck it, Mom, suck it now!"
Arlene could only giggle happily at her son's eagerness. She stroked his cock and massaged his heavy balls and watched him lie back and savor the pleasure of his mother's skilled hands. When his head was covered in precum, Arlene repositioned herself on her knees and leaned down to lick around the flared ridge of her son's cock head. Her agile tongue explored every inch of Bradley's fat pole, including the smoothly shaved balls at the base. She gently suckled each of his balls and then moved up to take the tip of his long shaft into her mouth.
"Holy fuck," Bradley groaned. His mother glanced at her son's face to find an expression of sheer pleasure and astonishment as he watched her suckle his cock head, rolling her tongue in wet swirls around the spongy, distended flesh. Precum flushed onto her tongue, the faint tang of his flavor sending jolts of need through her pussy, now overflowing with her mom dew.
As the blonde took more of her son's pulsating rod into her mouth, she felt his hand on the back of one thigh, caressing her hot skin up and down until he clutched one sphere of her ass and gave her a desperately firm squeeze. She moaned around his delicious cock and took him deeper, moaning around his hot flesh while his fingers found her perfectly smooth, slick pussy lips. Arlene nearly climaxed on the spot, and Bradley hadn't even touched her clit yet. But no one else had touched her pussy since the beginning of this accursed lockdown.
Spreading her long legs in front of her webcam and rapidly pounding a dildo into her sloshing wet pussy while her various online fuck buddies stroked their cocks wasn't enough. Sure, it was exciting and she always managed to cum -- and she did enjoy seeing how she excited those men enough to make them cum on camera for her -- but nothing could compare to glorious feeling of her gorgeous son's rock solid man flesh pulsing with need between her moist, supple lips.
Arlene dipped her head lower, taking more of Bradley's hot shaft into her mouth. She began rocking her head up and down, using her hand in tandem with her mouth to milk his fat, delicious pole. She had her young stud groaning with need as his fingers searched through the slippery folds of her pussy and two of them shoved deeply into her pussy. He began fucking his fingers into and out of his mother's hole skillfully, proving he was no stranger to pleasing a girl's tender love sheath. His thumb was mashing against her clit with just the right amount of pressure, and she finally had to release his cock from her mouth to gulp in deep gasps of breath.
"Baby, baby! Oh fuck! You're making Mommy cum!" she cried out without the slightest concern for the shrieking volume of her tone.
Arlene's luscious body shuddered with pleasure as her son's fingers stroked her through a magnificent orgasm. Her large, heavy tits shook with the writhing squirms of her body, the sight of her making the boy's eyes light up in amazement. His attentive gaze only made his mother's climax go longer and harder as she flashed back on the memory of the way her son used to love watching his baby girl cum.
The blonde had wanted to spend more time sucking Bradley's beautiful cock. It was something she loved doing, and having her son's flesh pulsing in her mouth with the forbidden desires of incestuous love made her pussy quiver and flush with a need she hadn't felt in years. Not since Daddy. But her son's fingers were driving her wild. There would be time for all the other delightful fun and games a man and woman could tantalize each other with later. For now, all Arlene knew was that her body was crying out to filled with cock. Yet not just any cock would do. It had to be her son -- the only one who could love and need her the way her father had.
Arlene quickly moved on top of the prone, naked college stud lying beneath her in the grass. Straddling him, she reached between her legs to take his throbbing prick back in her hand, angling his amazingly long shaft and nestling the bulbous head between her sodden cunt lips. Both mother and son let out moans of anticipation as the tip of Bradley's cock came into contact with the lips of her pussy. Arlene felt like there was an electrical current running through her body, and it was still only the very tip of her son's cock just beginning to split the petals of her fuckhole apart.
Meanwhile, Bradley's hands were already exploring his mother's body, caressing her legs and ass, then moving around to roughly cup her tits, making her flesh flow out around his grasp as he squeezed them so tightly.
"Bradley, oh baby," she purred in heat. "Are we really doing this?"
"Yes, Mom. We need it. I know you need me as bad as I need you."
He was rocking his hips, nudging the end of his cock deeper into his mother's creaming core. Arlene gasped and began lowering herself onto the huge, unyielding pole underneath her. She felt her eyes water as the solid column of man flesh started to fill her needful sex hole. She almost felt like a virgin all over again. Maybe because it had been so long since anything but plastic had filled that slick channel. Or maybe because this was Bradley's cock. Her son's cock.
Not since the first time her father had thrust his aroused pole into his daughter's welcoming hole had Arlene felt anything close to the level of joyful ecstasy she was getting from Bradley's cock. There was amazement and pleasure plastered across his handsome face as his mother's broiling sheath enveloped his rod. The sensation of the wet scrape of his hard flesh along her inner walls was exquisite. In the few moments it took as she slowly ground her pussy onto her son's shaft, Arlene's mind was filled with pleasure, yet also the thought she was a wicked, sinful, hedonistic slut who had not only fucked her own father for years, but was now about to fuck her son.
What kind of woman did such things? And for that matter, what kind of woman not only did them but craved them as much as she craved life itself? Bradley's cock was big, beautiful and so very hard, yet it was much more than simply a cock to fill her hungry body. It was sin and pleasure and the deepest love a woman could ever know. She was made for this, made for her son -- to fuck him and suck him with love and longing as much as his gorgeous body demanded.
Arlene finally ground her dripping slit all the way down to her son's sperm filled balls.
"Ohhh, baby, you're all the way inside your mommy now. Oh god, there's so much of you. Do you love it, darling?"
Bradley groaned and tweezed his mother's nipples harder than ever. "I love it, Mom," he growled lustfully. "You feel so fucking good."
"Ohhhhhhh baby," she moaned as she began rocking her body up and down the long, thick stalk plugging her pussy. There was so much cock inside her it made her eyes water as she rocked her body back and forth and milked it with her hole. Not even the boy's grandfather ever made her feel this full.
Bradley released his strong hold on his mother's tits and brought his hands to her ass, roughly kneading the small spheres of flesh while she plunged herself onto his hard love again and again. The cheeks of Arlene's ass weren't all that much bigger than her tits, and the fingers digging into the meat of her ass felt invigorating, making her ride that man cock harder and faster. And the harder she rocked up and down that luscious cock, the more violently her oversized tits heaved and shook. Bradley was spellbound by them.



Arlene was breathless and already starting to cum. "Oh, baby, fuck, that cock feels so good inside Mommy. You're making me cum, baby boy. Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!"
The spectacular blonde's body shivered with pleasure but she kept riding Bradley's cock, eager to milk every drop of his steaming man seed from the fabulous organ stretching her hole. Then the fingers of one hand began digging along the crease between his mother ass cheeks, until he found the bud of her anus. Arlene let out a howl of lust as her son began teasing her asshole with the tip of a thick finger. He was testing the resilience of her tiny ring. The flowing nectar from her pussy was everywhere, and Bradley began rubbing it over his mother's rimhole, smearing her gooey sweetness all around her bud.
In the excitement of feeling Bradley's finger tease her tiny wrinkle, Arlene was huffing for air and rolling her hips to milk and wrench that strong, sturdy cock for all her body was worth. Then he pushed his finger into his mother's chute, filling her tighter, tinier hole with the whole length.
"Fuck, baby, yes!" the blonde cried out. "Such a dirty boy pushing your finger up Mommy's asshole!"
Bradley grunted and slid his finger in and out of his mother's ass while she relished the feeling of having her man-boy in both of her holes at the same time. She exploded with a climax that made her body shake while Bradley thrust his cock upwards, hard enough to make his mother lose her balance while his cock pulsed with the jets of spurting cum firing up his shaft.
Arlene ground even harder onto his dick while another climax, faster than the one before, rippled through her body, leaving her spent and breathless as she felt the frothy mess of their combined cum all over their tightly joined pussy and cock. She fell against her naked son and they both took a minute to catch their breath. Then Bradley rolled his mother onto her back and covered her naked body with his. He kissed her deeply and held her tight, not holding her like a son but like a man claiming his woman for life.
"Baby, I love you more than words can say," she sighed.
"I love you too, Mom. More than you know."
"Mmmm, well I didn't know before, but I think I do now," she giggled playfully. Her son was making her feel like a giddy schoolgirl.
The loving mother and son kissed and snuggled in the grass for a long time. They finally got up and held hands as they walked all the way into the water and swam. After swimming a while, they went inside and showered together.
They spent the rest of the day nude, and both mother and son were giddy with the freedom to hug and kiss or touch each other whenever and wherever they pleased. Arlene hadn't been this happy since her father was alive. She couldn't get enough of the way her son openly consumed her sleek, busty form with his eyes. Skinny dipping with her son in the lake took on a whole new meaning as the pair frolicked in the water and couldn't keep away from each other. Arlene loved the way Bradley would grab and hug her, crushing her outsized tits against his chest while his cock surged with excitement between her legs.
So much had changed in the space of a day, but Arlene was one, happily satisfied mom who wouldn't have it any other way. As far as she was concerned, this silly lockdown could last forever.
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* Couldn't resist taking a shot at the old road trip with Mom theme, just because I always enjoy reading them. *
Monica's face went hot when she caught Avery staring at her tits. When he saw that he'd been busted he looked down at his half-eaten plate of food. Monica was used to catching men staring at her tits. They were huge and still shapely and so appealing, and at forty years old they were the biggest they'd ever been thanks to the extra weight she'd put on the last few years. However, Avery was her nineteen year old son, and his latest stepfather was also sitting at the table taking his time over his own plate of breakfast.
As always, Marvin, Monica's third husband, was barely aware of his wife and stepson as he calmly ate his scrambled eggs and bacon. The last thing Monica thought to do was admonish her son in front of Marvin. Certainly not for something as hard to explain as checking out his mother's tits. But when she didn't say anything, she caught him doing it again, only this time his eyes lingered and then made contact with his mother's after she caught him. She glared at him, still not saying anything, and he just blushed, smiled and looked down at his food again.
Monica started to question her choice of attire for the long day ahead. They were driving Avery to the coast for his second year of college. It was a two day trip, and the minivan was filled with everything Avery needed for his new apartment off campus. He'd lived on campus his first year, but this year he had a place of his own and he was taking almost everything he owned. Monica wasn't looking forward to being crammed into the vehicle for two full days with two other people and all of Avery's things, so she decided to dress for comfort.
The voluptuous mom had picked out a summer weight, wrap around dress that cinched around the front just under her barely manageable, D cup melons. The dress left an impressive amount of her cleavage exposed, along with the upper edge of the lacy tube top she wore underneath in lieu of a bra. She thought about changing into something else before they left on their trip, but then she caught her son gazing at her tits for yet a third time. This time she just heaved a sigh of resignation and laughed inwardly. By not saying anything -- mainly because Marvin was sitting right there, oblivious to the fact that a much younger man was staring at his wife's tits -- Monica was doing nothing to discourage her son.
If anything, her deep sigh only pushed her glorious mounds forward, making them bulge against the confines of her dress and tube top. Avery's eyes went as wide as they could, and his mother could see him silently mouth "fuck". She found it impossible to keep from smiling while she avoided making eye contact with him again. He was gazing at his pretty mother's luscious jugs like he had the right to, and Monica couldn't help feeling flattered. She very nearly blushed when she thought her body could still be that appealing to a college age boy despite the extra weight she'd been trying to shed. If her son's attention was anything to go by, then maybe that extra weight had settled in all the right places.
Monica's nipples were tingling by the time Marvin finished his breakfast and got up to take his plate to the sink. Then he clapped his hands once and announced it was time to get on the road.
"But Avery and I are still eating," Monica pointed out.
Marvin sighed with exasperation. "We have a schedule to keep, remember? We need to get Avery to school in two days so you and I can take the scenic way home the way we planned."
"A few extra minutes to finish our breakfast isn't going to ruin your schedule," Monica said.
"We talked about this," Marvin frowned disapprovingly. "It's not "my" schedule. It's "our" schedule, remember?"
"Marvin, will you please just give my mother a break?" Avery cut in. "Seriously, we're just talking about five minutes."
"Someday you'll learn the value of sticking to a schedule."
Marvin then lumbered out of the room with the scowl still on his face. As soon as he was gone, Avery rolled his eyes dramatically and his mother almost laughed out loud. He could always make her feel better in an awkward situation. He'd had this ability ever since he was little, and he just seemed to get better at it the older he grew. She'd almost forgotten catching him looking at her tits just a few minutes, until she caught his eyes dropping down to boob level again.
"Avery!" she protested in a dramatic whisper, still not wanting Marvin to know what her son was doing. "You shouldn't be looking at...well, you know."
"You're right. I really shouldn't," her son whispered back. "But it's not my fault you look amazing in that dress. This is gonna be a great trip. Except for Mr. Schedule-keeper."
Monica finally giggled out loud. It was no secret how her son had never liked her latest husband, and the feeling was apparently mutual. They had gotten married eight months ago, while Avery was still in his first year of college. Monica sold the house she and her son had lived in during his high school years and then moved in to Marvin's house.
Husband number three had merely tolerated Avery coming to stay for the summer, especially when it quickly became clear that the younger man in her life was less than impressed by his mother's latest choice. The two males settled into a chilly routine of mutual acceptance for Monica's sake. Avery wanted his mother to be happy, but he knew Marvin wasn't the man for that task. At the same time, Marvin didn't appreciate the college boy's smug attitude. He was the oldest of Monica's husbands by a good fifteen years, and he resented Avery's unspoken attitude that this one wasn't going to last any longer than the others.
Monica was just glad her husband and son kept away from each other for the most part. Marvin would complain to her a few times in private, but she reminded him that she only had her son for the summer, and she wasn't going to let their marriage get in the way of her relationship with her very own flesh and blood. As it was, this trip was originally supposed to be just Monica and Avery, but Marvin had inserted himself, convincing his wife they could treat the trip home like the honeymoon they never took in the first place.
Mother and son finished breakfast, and Avery volunteered to wash the dishes so they wouldn't have to come back to them in another week. Marvin was already outside, trying to rearrange what Avery had in the minivan. Whatever he was doing just seemed to make it worse. The middle seat was full of boxes and an upended office chair. The far rear seat that faced out the back of the vehicle was also full.
Avery rolled his eyes at Marvin's futile attempts while Monica looked over the interior of the car and wondered aloud where everyone was going to sit. There were only the driver's and passenger's seat available.
"There's a spot for Avery in the far back," Marvin explained, as if it was simple.
But the mother and son both looked and there was no way anyone could spend two days riding in the tiny spot that Marvin had provided. Monica and Avery both recognized that they could move one of the boxes to the front seat to make it possible for someone to ride without being crunched.
"Then where is your mother going to sit?" Marvin said.
"We can move another box up front and then two can ride in back while the other drives," Monica said. That would leave the two of them sharing half the seat with a couple of boxes piled on the side.
Marvin scowled.
"This is really putting us off schedule," Avery said with snarky grin.
Marvin's face turned red but he finally relented. Avery moved the boxes to the front and got in back with his mother. Marvin got in front to drive and they finally got going.
As it was, the space in back was barely enough room for two people. Monica and her son were squeezed in tightly together. The front of her wrap around dress refused to stay closed in a sitting position and her thick, shapely legs were more exposed than she liked. She could tell Avery liked the view and caught him looking at her thighs almost as much as he'd been looking at her tits in the kitchen during breakfast.
He was wearing a T shirt and gym shorts. It was mid-August and the AC didn't cool down the far back as much as it did the front. Since her dress wasn't doing much to keep her legs covered, Monica just pulled the lower part open as far as she could without exposing her panties. It helped make for a cooler ride, and she had to admit she didn't mind the way her and Avery's bare legs kept rubbing together in their close quarters.
Of course the far back was the bounciest part of the vehicle, and before Marvin got onto the highway Monica was painfully aware of the way her heaving tits kept bouncing to the motion of the car. She caught Avery watching her generous jugs nearly jump out of her dress with an expectant look on his face, like he was just waiting for them burst out in the open. She just sighed dramatically while he grinned and then looked innocently out the back window.
Marvin finally reached the highway and the vehicle started riding more smoothly. Monica realized she was starting to miss the way her son had been watching her large orbs bounce and sway. He looked at her the way no other man ever had, including her current husband. She found it thrilling but more than a little unsettling, too. This was her son, not some young man passing by in the mall taking a sidelong glance at her big, full MILF tits. Maybe it was alright to tease him a little the first day out, but another day of this would be over the top. She decided to wear something less revealing the following day no matter what the weather was like.
Monica was losing track of how long they'd been driving when she caught her son just staring at her face. He wasn't even looking at her boobs this time. It was almost disappointing except there was such an adoring look in his eyes. She tilted her head and looking back at him questioningly.
Avery shot a look toward the front, checking on Marvin, and then spoke to his mother in a low voice. "I'm gonna miss you all year," he said. "So I'm just trying to make up for it now."
"Oh, baby, that's the sweetest thing you could say," his mother replied, briefly touching his face.
"You're really beautiful, Mom," he added. "I hope the schedule master tells you that a lot."
Monica sighed. She couldn't remember the last time Marvin had told her she was beautiful, or if he ever had at all. She finally shrugged. "He's...reliable," she said, trying to think of his best quality.
Avery laughed, and his mother couldn't help joining in. Monica was getting more and more comfortable being squeezed into that tight space next to her son. She knew how much she was going to miss him all year, so the feeling of being so close felt good and she was determined to enjoy it as much as she could between today and tomorrow. But between Avery's leg rubbing against hers and the way his eyes kept taking in longer and longer looks at her tits and legs, her nipples started to swell and poke through both layers of thin, summery covering.
"Looks like you're enjoying the ride," Avery teased her, too quietly for Marvin to hear now that he had the radio on. The college boy looked at his mother's obviously erect nipples and waggled his eyebrows playfully.
Monica laughed and playfully swatted his hand. "You're a very naughty boy," she quipped playfully. "Not to mention perverted."
"Hey, I'm just a normal guy here," her son pleaded. "How can a guy not look? They're fucking amazing, Mom."
"Oh my god, watch that naughty mouth, mister," she winked.
"I need to see more," he said, smiling but obviously serious.
Monica was shocked but didn't say anything to refuse him.
"Everything okay back there?" Marvin called from the front.
"Oh yeah, we're good, Marv," Avery called back. Marvin hated it when the boy called him Marv. "It's really good you decided to set us up this way. It's really comfortable."
While Avery was talking to his mother's husband, he reached for the top of his mother's dress with one hand and pulled the sides open until the swells of her melons were exposed within the semi-sheer tube top underneath. Monica looked at him in shock over his audacious actions, but she did nothing to stop him. He seemed to take his mother's lack of a negative response to then hook his finger into the upper edge of her tube top and pull it down to fully expose her prominent mounds.
"What do you think you're doing, young man?" she glared at him.
"Getting a better look at the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
Avery was gazing at his mother's fully naked tits for the first time, at least as far as Monica knew, and it looked like he was afraid to blink. There was a glimmer of lust in his eyes, but then something else that made her pulse race. It was love. Her son adored her in ways that broke all the rules in the world, but at that very moment, all the blonde could do was relish that special look in her baby boy's burning eyes. If it made him so happy to look at his mother's tits, then why not let him? She'd never say so out loud, but it was making her happy too.
With a quick glance over the top of their seat, checking on Marvin at the wheel, Avery reached over with one hand and started exploring the heft and feel of his mother's gorgeous boobs. Monica was shocked by his touch, but a warm fire began spreading through her body. She was ashamed to feel the hot rush of moisture trickle against her pussy, but it was a feeling she couldn't compare to anything else in her life.
"Avery!" she hissed under her breath. "You can't touch your mother's boobs!"
"Just for a minute, Mom. That's a dumb rule anyway. They're just amazing. And they feel so good."
Avery fondled and squeezed his mother's sumptuous lobes until the gusset of her panties was soaking wet. He seemed to know just the right amount of pressure for tweaking her nipples to make her body burn for his touch.
With their backs to the front, there was no way Marvin would know Avery was feeling up his mother's bare jugs even from looking in the mirror. He took full advantage of this, and of the fact that his mother was hot and excited no matter what she said to the contrary.
Monica glanced at her son's lap and gasped over yet another shock to her erotically charged system. Avery's cock was hard as granite and jutting down the leg of his shorts so half the length of his shaft was exposed. And, he was thick and enormous. He wasn't freakishly huge, but so big as to look strong and able to fill a lady's hole to the brim and then some. There was even precum leaking from the tip and smearing his thigh. Monica was stunned to see how aroused he was by his own mother.
It was shameful how much lady goo was now seeping into Monica's panties. She could feel her sauces soaking past them and making her upper thighs feel slick and slippery. She wished Avery was anyone but her son right now or she would have that gorgeous cock filling her aching pussy with meat and cream. It seemed scandalous enough just to have him eagerly fondling her exposed tits, but his hand felt so good and that look of sheer adulation in his eyes was irresistible.
Still taking cautious glances toward the front, Avery shifted to push his shorts down to knees, bringing that big, horny cock fully into the open. He wrapped one hand around his shaft and started stroking himself while he kept feeling his mother's tits with the other. He lowered his head and started licking and sucking on his mother's thick, swollen nipples. She gasped at his total audacity, but she was powerless against the waves of excited pleasure rushing through her body.
"This so wrong, Avery!" she tried to protest in a husky whisper. "So very wrong!"
All her son could do was suck his mother's nipple, then move to the other boob to suckle the other. Meanwhile, his fist was pumping wildly up and down that rock hard shaft. Monica stared at his cock and hand in awe. It had been years since she'd seen a man stroke himself. Marvin wouldn't dream of touching his own member in front of her, but Avery was pumping it furiously while he buried his handsome, young face in his mother's buxom chest. Her nipples were both heavily coated in her son's saliva, and the suction of his thirsty lips was sending jolts of delicious sensation straight to her oozing pussy.
The blonde wanted to be the one touching her boy's luscious cock, but she didn't dare. A mother doesn't jack off her own son no matter how horny he managed to make her feel. But if she had ever found a man with a cock like Avery's she probably wouldn't have ended up married three times.
"Oh, ohhh Mommmmm," Avery groaned quietly, pressing his face to the lush flesh of her matronly tits. "Mom, I'm gonna...oh fuck!"
Avery's cock suddenly began spurting cum. His mother's clit was throbbing with need as she gazed in disbelief at the squirting gobs of his young man cream. It seemed like his cock went on spewing that gooey seed for miles. When he was finished, there were plentiful glops of his young man spunk all over his shaft and hand, and even more that spattered across his mother's mostly exposed thighs. Monica very nearly climaxed without even touching herself at the unthinkable feeling of her own son's baby seed making a mess of her skin.
Avery gave each of his mother's nipples a final suck and then sat back up. He pulled his shorts back over his cock without bothering to wipe up any cum. Monica then realized there was almost as much cum on her dress as her legs. She felt dirty, her very own son treating her like she was his sordid wench, which only made the throbbing in her clit even worse. And now Avery had a dreamy smile on his face, and he wasn't complaining that his mother had yet to cover up her tits.
"Next time I'm going to cum on these beauties," he said, cupping her heavy melons in both hands and giving them a meaningful squeeze.
"You certainly will not," she retorted weakly. What kind of mother would she be if she let him think he could ever get away with something like this again? And yet she needed to cum or she was going to explode. "Now turn your head and look the other way."
She didn't believe he would, and of course he didn't, but Monica was beside herself. She scrunched down on her seat and spread her legs as far as she could in the confined space they had. Parting the lower half of her dress, she pushed her hand into her panties and started rubbing her sodden pussy slit.
"Make sure he's not looking," she whispered.
Avery smiled and nodded. He kept checking on Marvin but kept his eyes on the furious movement of his mother's hand under her panties. Monica soon had two of her fingers deeply stroking in and out of her hole while Avery reached over and played with her nipples.
"Do it, Mom," he whispered. "Cum for me. God, you're so fucking hot."
After being teased for so long and feeling her son's cum still wet and sticky on her skin, Monica was close to exploding. But when he started cheering her on to cum with such dirty yet loving words she felt herself flying over the edge before she knew what was happening. She pumped her fingers furiously into her sloshing fuckhole, with the pressure of Avery's fingers on her nipples driving every sensation deeper into her body. She had to force herself to keep from crying out in ecstasy while her hips rocked and shuddered with the explosive climax ripping through her core.
Monica couldn't believe how hard the orgasm hit or how dazed it left her in its wake. Avery was staring at her in awe.
"Fuck, Mom, you're amazing," he whispered.
"And you're a very bad boy," she said, finally getting her voice back. In contrast to her words, she looked at her son with a dreamy smile.



She sat back upright and pulled her tube top back over her tits, then tried to rewrap her dress to cover as much of her cleavage as possible, which didn't end up being very much.
Avery called up front. "Hey Marv, we need to make a rest stop."
"Already? We've only been on the road for a couple of hours."
"Yeah, well it looks like Mom spilled some cream soda on her dress. I think she wants to get it out before it stains."
Marvin grunted, annoyed, but after a few miles they came to a rest stop and he pulled off the highway. After he parked, he got out of the car and headed for the rest rooms without bothering to ask either of his passengers how they were coping with the tight space in back. Monica and Avery were both just as glad he didn't. They just stood at the back of the minivan with the doors open. Avery was grinning at his mother and she couldn't keep from returning his smile no matter how much she tried.
"If there weren't all these people around I'd be kissing you right now, Mom. That was so good."
Monica blushed. "Then it's a good thing they're here," she tried to sound serious but couldn't keep the smirk off her lips. "It was...exciting, sweetheart, but also extremely naughty and nothing that's ever going to happen again."
"Oh right, of course." But the playful leer on her boy's handsome face said otherwise. Monica knew her baby boy well enough to know that look meant he didn't mean a word of what he just said.
"Ugh! And I thought I raised a good boy," she snickered. "You just get those dirty thoughts out of your mind while your mother freshens up."
Monica grabbed her shoulder bag and headed for the ladies' room while Avery went to the men's. There were other women coming and going as she grabbed a wad of paper hand towels and attempted to soak up the cum stains on her dress. Despite the fact that none of them were paying any attention to her, she felt self-conscious, to say the least, as if there were a big sign over her head with 'incest whore' plastered across it in huge, red letters.
The blonde grabbed another wad of towels, wet them in the sink and retreated to one of the stalls. About all she managed to do with the towels was just make bigger wet spots on her dress. Hopefully when they dried there would be a minimum of crusty residue from her son's cum.
Oh my god, my son's cum! she thought. How could such a thing even happen? Should she have said something to him back at the breakfast table when she first caught him ogling her tits? She imagined an alternate scenario in which she scolded her horny college boy for giving his own mother inappropriate looks at the table. Then as she imagined Marvin's reaction she almost started laughing out loud. The other women in the restroom would've thought there was a lunatic in her stall. Then again, maybe there was.
After working on the spots on her dress, Monica untied the sash that held it together in front and began dabbing at the sticky areas on her upper thighs. It struck her as weird that she actually felt a little sad about wiping those remnants of Avery's cum off her skin. He was on his way off to another year, and she thought about how terribly she had missed him the year before. And now that he had his own apartment he might even stay on the coast over the summer. He could easily end up living there permanently. The thought of him leaving her for good threatened to break her heart. He was the only truly loving male in her life, her steadfast affection and comfort when husbands were good for nothing but coming and going from her life.
Obviously, what she and Avery had done in the car was so very wrong, but as she dabbed the little crusty spots off her skin a bittersweet feeling of sadness came over her. She was most certainly going batshit crazy, but why did that make her smile? Why did her heart race when she thought of the way her baby had stroked that beautiful cock while he was sucking her tits like a baby ravenous for Mommy's warm milk? Thinking this way was only making her pussy flush with a fresh rush of dew. That wasn't the condition she needed to be in when she got back to the car.
This new round of tingling in Monica's pussy only reminded her of how wet her panties were from her insanely careless act of masturbation, but she didn't have a fresh pair to change into. She shoved the panties down her legs and then balled them up to stash in her bag. While she was at it, she slipped her arms out from the sleeves of her dress and took off the lacy tube top underneath. She stashed that in her bag next to her panties and proceeded to rearrange her dress. She wrapped it more tightly around her body now, cinching it all together with the sash. With nothing underneath it was more important than ever to make sure she was decently covered, even though her dress couldn't hide the amplified movement of her chubby tits.
Just as Monica was ready to leave the stall and go back to the car her phone beeped with an incoming text. She pulled it out of her bag to discover a message from Avery. Opening the message, she was presented with a picture of her son's hugely aroused cock. He'd obviously just taken it in a stall over in the men's room. She had heard her friends talk and laugh about getting dick pictures from their husbands or boyfriends, and here she was staring at one from her son. The image made her smile like a smitten schoolgirl. God, if Avery didn't have the most delicious looking male organ then she didn't know who did. It was so long, so thick, so strong and sturdy looking.
She had to catch herself before giggling out loud as she thought of how she'd just finished wiping up the cum her boy had spurted on her out of that very same cock. She couldn't help admiring that astonishing specimen of man flesh. That was her baby boy, showing his loving Mommy what a man he was now. But when did he ever become so bold and confident? For that matter, when did he ever become so perverse as to brazenly show his lust for his own mother? Then a text followed the picture: "Love traveling with you, Mom. Love YOU. Can't wait for the rest of the ride."
Without thinking about what she was doing, she quickly texted him back: "How does that thing ever fit in the shorts you have on? Love you more than life."
As the smiling blonde exited her stall, she realized she must be going crazy and wished she hadn't sent that text. She didn't regret telling Avery she loved him. She could never say that enough. But the quip about his cock would only encourage his unacceptable behavior. Yet the smile on Monica's face was even bigger as she left the ladies' room.
From a distance, she spotted Marvin already back at the car. The driver's door was open but he was standing outside doing stretching exercises, obviously gearing himself up for the next leg of the ride. Monica couldn't help thinking he looked ridiculous running in place and then leaning over in an attempt to touch his toes. She'd never seen him exercise and it looked unnatural. He didn't look happy about waiting around for his wife and her son who seemed to be taking their sweet time. She wasn't looking forward to having to ride back alone with him, but she didn't want to think about that now.
When she joined her husband back at the car, she asked him if he was feeling up for more driving.
"Yup. Doing just fine," he said. "I just want to get back on the road and keep to the schedule. We need to make sure we drop off Avery on time."
Monica eyed her husband skeptically, realizing he couldn't wait to get rid of her son. She felt a sudden reaction that took her by surprise. It was a mixture of resentment and regret. How could she have married someone so pompous as to think he could stand in the way of her relationship with her son? It wasn't as if she hadn't always known Marvin could be an asshat when he wanted, but he'd seemed like a safe, secure choice. After two divorces before him, that seemed more important than love or passion, but she was wrong about that. Love and passion were all that mattered. She could see that now, and the sudden realization of her mistake was making her head spin.
"Have you heard a word I just said?" Marvin snapped her out of her daze. She hadn't realized he was still talking to her.
"I'm sorry, dear. What were you saying?"
"I was saying that boy doesn't have a thought in his head for anyone else. Where the hell is he? Didn't you potty train him well enough that he's got to take all day in the can?
Monica's jaw dropped and she glared at her husband. Marvin just shrugged, too clueless to apologize. Then Monica got a cold smile of satisfaction on her face as she thought about Avery squirting cum all over this idiot's wife while he was up front driving. He looked confused when she simply turned her back on him and walked toward the back of the van. She opened the door to wait for her son.
Within a couple of minutes, Avery came strolling calmly back to minivan with a smile on his face. Marvin scowled at him as he walked by and got in back with his mother, pulling the doors closed after them.
Back on the highway, Marvin drove with the radio on again and Avery didn't take long to notice that the tube top that had been peeking through the top of his mother's dress was now missing. Monica caught him looking and then looked away coyly, giving him a sly smirk.
For a while, they rode along without incident. Avery spent some time texting and emailing on his phone, although his eyes were drifting toward his mother's tits on regular intervals. The wet spots on Monica's dress started to dry and she actually felt a little sad to see the evidence of Avery's climax disappear. She couldn't remember being that excited. It was completely insane, and she knew she couldn't let it happen again no matter how much the idea made her heart beat faster. But it wouldn't be so bad to take out her phone and take another look at the picture Avery sent her back at the rest stop.
She tried to make it look like she was innocently checking her email, but she caught the smile on his face when she swiped to that picture of his hard cock. He glanced over, first looking at her tits as they wobbled inside her dress to the vibration of the car, and then at her face. She felt herself blush.
"I guess you like the message I sent," Avery said in a quiet tone.
"I was shocked," she admitted just as quietly. "What kind of boy sends something like this to his own mother?"
"I do, apparently," he smirked. "I can't help it that my mother is so hot."
Monica felt herself blush again at her son's sordid compliment. As much as she had always loved him, there was a different kind of bond rapidly forming between them now. Between the events of earlier in the morning and that brief yet revealing spat with Marvin, she was feeling a closeness with her son that spread a delightful warmth throughout her entire body. Marvin had certainly never said she was hot. Pretty, yes, but never hot. And it was barely weeks after their wedding that he started dropping subtle hints about her trying harder to lose some weight. What in the world had she been thinking when she agreed to marry him? Probably it was a reaction to the prospect of being all alone while Avery was in college.
"Darling, that's very sweet of you to say, but young men don't go around sending pictures of their...um, aroused penis to their mother."
"I notice you didn't delete it."
"Hmm, and what if I don't?"
"Then you'll have something to remind you how much I miss you all year at school."
"I do miss you, too, baby. If you only knew how much." She looked back at the obscene picture on her phone, and her curiosity became more than she could resist. She had to ask or she would never stop wondering: "Darling, did you, errr after you took this...did you finish?" It was crazy to be asking her son if he made himself cum in a highway rest stop bathroom stall, but her heart beat even faster as she waited for the reply.
Avery shook his head negatively.
Monica looked at him in surprise. His cock looked so hard in the picture she didn't know how a guy his age could keep from giving himself the relief he obviously needed.
"Why?" she couldn't resist asking.
A devious grin crossed her son's face. "I wanted to save my cum for you, Mom."
Monica stopped breathing for a moment. "Wicked, wicked boy," she whispered, then giggled softly. She knew she was only encouraging him, but that only excited her even more. She reached into her bag on the floor and fished out the still moist, wadded up panties she'd been wearing before their stop. She furtively slipped them into her son's hand. "Here, maybe these will help you, um, do what you need to do."
Avery's eyes lit up when he realized what he was now holding in his hand. He brought them to his face and deeply inhaled the scent of his mother's aroused pussy, obviously savoring her essence. It was such a simple yet lurid gesture, and it made the lips of Monica's pussy quiver with excitement. He took several deep inhalations and reached between his legs to squeeze the growing bulge in his shorts.
Monica's nipples swelled with arousal as she watched her son fill his head with the aroma few son's should ever know. But the way he fought to inhale her smell as deeply as he could made her feel wanted in a way she'd never known before. Seeing him boldly squeeze his cock without a shred of shame made warm juice trickle down her slit. Avery's cock was very soon just as hard as it was in the picture he'd sent his mother, and at least half of his long, fat shaft was sticking out the leg of his shorts.
"You are so fucking hot," he whispered again. "I never had a girlfriend make me this hard this often."
Monica's face felt like it was burning. "Hmm," she retorted, attempting to downplay his excitement, "maybe you just need to find a higher quality kind of girl."
"I already have," he said, giving her a meaningful look.
The blonde mother couldn't help but smile. She was dying to tell him how he made her feel like no other man before him ever could, including his own father. But she couldn't bring the words out of her mouth. As hot and exciting as everything they were doing made her feel, it was still against society's ultimate rule. It was sinful and hedonistic, and it was making her pussy hotter and wetter by the second.
Avery cast a quick look toward the front, confirming that Marvin was concentrating on driving. He then looked at his mother just before lifting his ass off the seat and pulling his shorts down. He wasn't wearing anything underneath and his big cock snapped upright as he pushed his shorts all the way off. He sat back, trying to angle a little more to face his mother while he took hold of his rock solid cock and started stroking it.
Monica's expression was somewhere between shock and amazed delight. There was no denying her son had the biggest, most beautiful cock she'd ever seen. If he were anyone else but her son she'd gladly push his hand out of the way and start stroking it herself -- and then, it wouldn't be long before she took it in her mouth. But this was her own son, and despite the fact that he'd already spattered her with cum once today, there was no way she could ever touch that luscious cock. Merely watching him stroke it wasn't even in the same category. That was the kind of thing she could easily see just by accident by walking into the bathroom at the wrong time.
But Monica was watching Avery proudly stroke his audaciously exposed cock willingly, eagerly. And her pussy was broiling with excitement. She was so intent on watching his strong hand slide up and down that thick, beefy shaft that she barely realized he was saying something.
"Mom...c'mon. Show me those gorgeous tits again. I wanna look at them while I jerk it."
Monica checked the front, even though she and Avery were both hidden from the tops of their shoulders down. Turning back, she gave her son a coy smile and pulled the top of her dress open, letting her large orbs burst into view.
"Fuck, those are beautiful, Mom," Avery muttered under his breath.
Monica loved the way her son was gazing at her jugs and stroking his rod at the same time. She took the heavy globes in her hands and fondled them, hefting and squeezing, and taking time to fluff her aroused nipples. Playing with her nipples only made the wet heat in her pussy grow worse, which made her think of trying something deliciously taboo.
"Wanna see more, baby?" she asked her son quietly.
Avery looked at her face in surprise, as if he already knew what she was offering. His mother gave him another coy smile as she checked on Marvin and then untied the sash on her dress. She pulled the sides open so she was fully exposed except for her shoulders.
"Ohhh fuck," Avery said, barely above a breath.
"You like it, baby?" his mother whispered.
"Ohhh fuck," he repeated, his eyes roaming over her body and settling on her perfectly smooth, bald pussy.
Monica opened her legs wide enough to show the boy her glistening slit. She was dripping by now and her clit was throbbing with need. The more Avery looked at her pussy, the more she wanted him to. No one had ever looked at it with so much devoted love and hunger, not to mention pure lust. Monica reached between her thick, shapely thighs and spread her slit open with her fingers, letting her horny boy see the hole she knew he'd love to be shoving that huge cock into right about now. Then she started rubbing her pussy, massaging the slippery lips and rubbing her clit while Avery stared and jacked.
Precum was dripping out of the boy's round knob in a steady flow. His mother was dying to taste it while wishing such a thing wasn't so impossible. But she could never do that. She could think about it, though. She could dream about it and imagine the tangy flavor of that warm, oozing cream. She could imagine the way that luscious pole would pulse and spurt in her mouth as she sucked his fertile, young spunk out of those big, heavy looking balls.
Avery kept himself shaven all around his cock and balls. Monica had seen plenty of shaven cocks in pictures and videos, but none of her husbands had even been so considerate enough to barber their pubes. As she rubbed her dripping pussy and studied her son's cock all she could think about was how good she could make him feel running her tongue all over that smooth skin.
"You're awful quiet back there," Marvin called suddenly. "Everything okay? I suppose one of you will want to stop again soon."
"No, dear," Monica called back. "No stopping for a while."
"Yeah," Avery added. "We're just hanging out and enjoying the view."
Marvin grunted skeptically and drove on. Meanwhile, his wife winked at her son as she slid a finger into her slick lady hole. Avery moaned softly, keeping his voice low. He was now smearing his precum up and down his shaft, using it for stroke lube and making his girthy shaft glisten in the process. The sight of that big, shining rod made his mother's mouth water.
Monica and Avery were both trying to keep their breathing under control as they watched each other masturbate. She could tell her son was carefully controlling his strokes to hold off his inevitable load. But Monica could barely contain the forbidden pleasure coursing through her body. It was immensely heightened by the way Avery made her feel loved and desired beyond measure. Grinding her pumping fingers into her G spot, she leaned her head back against the seat and showed her boy a hard, breathless climax. It seemed to go on for miles before her shudders finally began to subside. When she looked at her son he was pumping his enormous hard on furiously, only easing up when she opened her eyes to look at him.
"You're amazing," he whispered. "You're even more beautiful when you cum."
"Oh, baby, I love you so much."



"I love you too, Mom."
"Do you want to cum on Mommy's tits, baby?" the voluptuous blonde whispered."
"Fuck yes," Avery hissed back.
Monica leaned down so her heavy tits were dangling just an inch or two above her son's cock. Barely thinking about what she was doing, she reached between his legs and lovingly caressed his smooth balls with her hand. Avery let out a long breath of pleasure, savoring the feel of his mother's hand on his balls while he pumped his cock harder and faster with his fist.
"Fuck, Mom, I'm gonna...gonna...gonna cum," he said in a strangled whisper.
"Give it to Mommy, baby. Give your Mommy all that cum."
Monica suddenly felt spurt after warm spurt of her son's shooting cum spattering across her hefty melons. She loved the way it felt on her skin, wearing her boy's creamy passion all over her mounds and nipples. Avery's face was rapt with pleasure and passion, making her question whether or not she'd ever seen a man cum for her as hard as her own son just had.
Avery finally spent his load and started to catch his breath. Monica sat upright again and looked around for something to wipe the astonishing amount of cum off her tits. If it weren't for Marvin she would have worn it proudly for the rest of the day. When she couldn't find anything, Avery passed her panties back to her and she wiped the gobs of semen off her melons while he watched her every move.
After spending a few miles just gazing at each other with goofy grins on their faces, Avery pulled up his shorts while Monica pulled her dress back together and tied it back in place. They leaned against each other and just enjoyed the post-orgasmic daze they shared. Monica even managed to doze off for a while and didn't wake up until Marvin pulled off the highway again to refuel.
The tension between Marvin and Monica didn't let up for the rest of the day. If anything it just got worse. Late in the day they pulled off the road again to check into a motel for the night. They found a halfway decent steakhouse for dinner. Monica was fully aware of the way her husband was growing more and more irritated by the way she and Avery were getting along. The mother and son were practically behaving like a teenaged couple on Valentine's Day, but at least keeping their actions on a socially acceptable level. Without knowing what happened earlier in the far backseat, Marvin didn't have a reason to angry or jealous with either of them. But Monica was just another day away from seeing her son leave the next for another year, most likely for good, and she wasn't about to let such a pompous ass get in the way of her relationship with her son. Obviously, her relationship with Avery had quickly become highly inappropriate, but Marvin didn't know that and it was none of his business anyway.
Monica and Marvin both had a few drinks over dinner, and when they went back to their motel room, which was right next door to Avery's, the blonde thought she should try not to be so hard on Marvin. They hadn't been married very long, but he was her husband, after all, and maybe she should do something to smooth things over and set things right for their future, both in the immediate and long term. Her love for Avery might have been far beyond what any normal mother feels for her son, but she couldn't forget that she'd been going back home with Marvin in a few more days. Maybe he wasn't the wisest choice she'd ever made, but why not try to make the best of it?
Back at the motel, Marvin insisted on showering first since Monica would end up taking longer. Okay, she thought, that was true, and it wasn't important enough to make an issue of. So she patiently waited her turn, resisting the urge to knock on the door that went into Avery's room just to see what he was doing. Despite her resolve to smooth things over with Marvin, she couldn't stop smiling about the outlandish chances she and her son had taken in the car that day. A girl never forgets when a man gets that hard and excited for her, she thought, even if he's her own son.
When Monica finally got her chance at the shower, smearing the soap suds over her full, generous tits made her think of the way Avery's cum looked when he climaxed on them. She giggled silently, not wanting Marvin to hear. He'd only ask her what was so funny. Knowing her husband would insist on doing all the driving again, she knew she had another full day of being crammed in the back with Avery, and part of her couldn't wait to see what would happen next. Her pussy grew wet all over again as she thought of her son sucking her bulky tits while sporting the biggest erection she'd ever seen.
But this was her son, she admonished herself, still smiling at the memory. Yet this was a memory that had her deeply aroused, and she needed more than a quick finger fuck in the shower to calm her vibrating nerves. She decided she could get Marvin to fuck her. It would be a perfect way to make him relax and feel better, and if he could hold out long enough to make her cum then maybe she wouldn't do anything unmentionable with her son in the car the next day.
After her shower, Monica dried her hair and put on a short sleep shirt with a plunging V neck. She didn't bother wearing panties. She wasn't going to need them tonight. After dabbing a trace of her favorite perfume on her neck, she went out to join Marvin in bed. He had the television on with his glasses perched halfway down his nose, but he looked tired and not very focused on whatever he was watching. She made sure she was standing in his field of vision when she slowly pulled the sleep shirt off over her head, revealing her thick, heavy curves in all their naked glory.
Marvin didn't react to his wife stripping naked, but she knew he'd react to what she was planning next. She slipped into bed and sidled up close to him. Then she reached into his boxer shorts and began fondling his cock.
"What are you doing?" he asked, sounding irritated again.
"What does it feel like, honey? I'm getting that big dick nice and hard so you can fuck your wife." In fact, Marvin's cock was average: nothing special, but enough for a girl to work with.
"Geezus, Monica, Avery is right in the next room," he snapped. "What's wrong with you?"
"I'm horny for my husband's cock," she said, trying to maintain a sexy voice even though he was making her angry again. "Besides, it's not like we never had sex when he was at home."
"Yes, and he was all the way on the other side of the house. There's a door between the rooms, Monica. Having sex now would just be sick."
"Sick? Seriously?"
Marvin took her wrist and pulled her hand away from his cock. His limp flesh wasn't even responding to her caress. He heaved an impatient sigh.
"There'll be plenty of time for that after we finally get rid of him tomorrow."
Monica felt herself fuming. "We're dropping him off for school. Not getting rid of him. If you ever thought I'd ever "get rid of" my own son then you were so wrong."
"Ugh. It's just an expression. Now stop trying to play with my penis and get some sleep."
Marvin turned off the TV and rolled over with his back to his wife. He was snoring within a minute or two while Monica was wide awake, straining to contain her anger. By now he would be dead to the world until six in the morning when he'd march around waking up everyone else and barking about sticking to his precious schedule. She got out of bed and put her sleep shirt back on. She took a seat in the chair by the TV stand and pulled out her phone to look at her email. It didn't take long before she was swiping her way into her photo albums and brought the image of Avery's cock back on her screen.
Monica smiled and felt her heart skip a beat as she looked at the big, thick shaft that was so hard for her that day. Fresh tingles lit up her pussy as she remembered the way he gave his mother the gift of his warm cum. Twice.
Fuck this, she thought, glancing at her snoring husband. Then she texted Avery, asking if he was still awake. His reply came back within seconds. He was obviously awake and asking why she was still up.
"I'm bored, and I miss you," she wrote back.
"Miss you too. What about Marv?" he asked.
"Sleeping."
A few seconds later, the knob on the door between the rooms rattled quietly. Monica got up and slid back the bolt that was keeping it closed, then she opened the door to find her son standing on his side in nothing but a pair of tight boxer briefs. She took in the sight of his barely covered body while he was taking in the way she looked in her revealing sleep shirt. She stepped into his room and bolted the door from that side. As soon as she turned around to face him she found herself being taken into a tight hug, with Avery's hands quickly moving under the hem of his mother's shirt to sink his hands into the sumptuous flesh of her ass.
"Avery!" she cried, but keeping her voice low. "What do you think you're doing?"
"I've been dying to feel more of you all day," he said, kneading her abundant spheres. "I haven't stopped thinking about you for a second."
"Oh, baby, neither have I. But...this is so...so..."
"Wrong?"
"Uh, yeah, something like that," she replied, losing her concentration as she felt his big, young cock rapidly growing against her body.
Monica felt her breath catch while her son's hands began roaming all over her body under the shirt, exploring her ass and then along her sides until he was squeezing her sensitive tits. She knew she should stop him, but the plain fact was that she didn't want to. She wanted his hands on her, exploring her as if she belonged to him. Her nipples were hard and swollen. They throbbed with pleasure as her son grasped them tightly with his fingers.
When he suddenly kissed her like a possessive lover it felt like the air was being sucked out of her body. It didn't stop her from kissing him back, though, driving her tongue against his as he was plunging his into her mouth. At the same time, he was grinding his aroused cock against her body. The message was clear. This hot young college boy wanted his mother so badly he was throbbing with need. It was a need that was fully contagious as Monica plunged her hands into the back of her son's briefs, squeezing his tight, young buttocks while he ground his shaft even harder against her.
The increasingly horny mother was disappointed at first to feel her son's hands relinquish their hold on her tits, but then they were at the bottom of her shirt, lifting up on the hem.
"I want you naked, Mom," he said through his straining breath.
Monica pulled her hands out of his briefs and raised her arms, letting him pull her only garment up and off her body. She needed to be naked with him, for him. She needed his need for her and she moaned low and deep in her throat when he clutched her free-swinging tits and began lapping and sucking at one nipple at a time, but making sure each got equal attention. She giggled and then mewled with pleasure as she thought of the way the fat jugs her boy was bringing so much pleasure had been spattered with his cum just a few hours earlier.
"Oh fuck, Mom, I've been dying to do this all day. This is so much better than being crammed in the car," he said, pausing in his sucking.
"I know something else that would be better than that," she said coyly.
Monica walked over to her son's bed and sat down on the end, spreading her legs wide to reveal her wet pussy. Avery followed and stood between her widely parted knees. Then his mother pulled down on his briefs, marveling at the sight of his liberated cock as it sprang up and outward. As soon as Avery kicked his briefs out of the way, Monica took his unyielding shaft into her hand. His flesh was so hard, so thick, and oh so very hot to her touch. She gazed up his beautiful face and watched the pleasure transform his look as she started stroking that luscious meat.
Avery was staring at her hand as it played over the silky skin of his rod and his bare chest heaves were getting deeper along with his breath. Monica's heart was racing with excitement. Feeling inspired, she reached up with her other hand to caress her son's smooth balls, fondling them while she stroked his stiff shaft.
"Ohh, Mom, that feels soooo goooood," he moaned.
"Mmm, you have such a beautiful cock, baby. Mommy loves it so much."
Monica then leaned forward further, until she could wrap her big, silky warm melons around Avery's pulsing prick. She clutched her tits with her hands and pressed them snugly around his pole, then hefting them up and down his granite hard flesh. The heavy amount of precum dripping from Avery's cock head provided a decent amount of lube for his mother's tit massage, but Monica spit on it a couple of times to add to it.
"Ffffuck," Avery groaned. "I can't believe my mother just spat on my cock."
Monica giggled. She was tweezing her nipples to give herself some extra stimulation while moved her matronly flesh up and down that hot shank. She loved surprising him. Even more, she loved being his dirty, cock-loving mother.
"Hmm, maybe Mommy should get even more spit on her boy's gorgeous dick," she said with a devious twinkle in her eye.
She then pulled back, freeing the boy's swaggering rod from between her luscious mounds. Her hand once again circled around the base of his shaft as she nodded her head down and took his juicy head between her lips.
"Mom, oh fuck, Mom! Yes!" Avery hissed.
Monica's pussy flushed with steaming dew hearing the sound of "Mom" coming from the man whose cock she was sucking. It was a completely new experience, and it came along with a needful feeling deep in her core. She felt as if she had turned onto a path she could never return from, and her first instinct was to suck that throbbing bone harder and faster.
It wasn't long before Avery was pumping his hips in counterpoint to the bobbing of Monica's head, thrusting his cock through her hand and into her swirling, wet mouth. His large hands wove into her silky hair, not pushing her any harder than she wanted to go but following her natural motion, letting her know how much he was savoring the hot, wet luxury of his mother's mouth.
Monica couldn't believe she had her only child's ragingly hard dick pumping her mouth. This was a special experience so few women ever know. The taste of his flesh and precum was strikingly new, yet somehow familiar at the same time. It was as if her boy's rigid boner was made to go into her mouth. The sound of his moans and heaving breath were enough to make her clit throb. She thrust her free hand between her open legs and vigorously rubbed her clit as she sucked that delicious piece of boy shank.
Avery started thrusting harder into his mother's mouth, and Monica knew he was close to exploding. She let her tongue flutter rapidly over the underside of his cock, just beneath the head, and tightened her grip as she stroked him.
"Mom, oh Mom, fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he groaned, at least still remembering to keep his voice down.
Monica didn't let up and her beating heart was thrilled with the eruption of warm, delicious cream into her mouth. The amount of cum pouring into the adoring mother's mouth was astonishing considering how Avery had already cum twice for her earlier that day. Being an avid lover of sucking a nice cock ever since she was eighteen, Monica greedily swallowed every thick spurt of her son's joy sauce, letting it gush across her tongue and then slide down her throat.
Avery kept spurting until he was dazed and fighting to catch his breath. When his mother released him from between her lips his wet member was still partially swollen. The sight of his spent flesh dripping with the combination of her saliva and his cum made her clit vibrate with need. She felt proud of herself. She felt even more beautiful and loved than her son had made her feel in the car. And her pussy was in such dire need of attention that she was ready to lie back and let Avery watch her finger herself to another climax. But before she realized he'd even caught his breath, Avery leaned over and kissed his mother so hungrily and deep it took her breath away. She was barely aware of what was happening when he pushed her back and knelt down on the carpet at the end of the bed.
Monica's dripping, wide open pussy was right at the edge of the mattress, right in front of her son's face. "Baby, what are you...?"
Before she could finish the question, her words were cut off by her own moan of pleasure as Avery's tongue nestled against her asshole and made a long, wet slide from there, up along her slit, and then a few circles around her clit.
"Fuck, you taste so good," the boy groaned, going back for another full length lick.
Monica gasped, hardly believing her own son had just licked her asshole. Twice. But then he was pushing her legs higher and wider, giving himself better access to her rosette. He licked and suckled her tight pucker like it was juicy candy, stabbing into the core with the tip of his tongue while he rubbed his thumb over her clit. She couldn't believe the way his tongue was fighting its way into her ass, teasing her opening while he planted his lips firmly around the hole.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she moaned with a rush of breath. "Dirty, filthy fucking boy! Tongue fucking Mommy's asshole. Ohhh, don't stop, baby, never stop."
Monica felt like her mind was spinning through space. She couldn't believe the obscenely twisted words coming out of her own mouth, a mouth that still bore the taste of her son's cum. No man had ever been so bold as to take possession of her most intimate hole. It wasn't as if she'd never enjoyed a few anal sex adventures with Avery's father, but licking and lapping and kissing her starbud the way her son was was a forbidden joy beyond description. This was true intimacy. She'd never felt so open or close to anyone as she did right now.
Avery kept up his tongue attack on his mother's delicious asshole, along with his firm rubbing on her clit, until the waves of a delirious climax felt like she was rising off the bed. There were only a few seconds for her to try to recover when Avery replaced his tongue with his finger, now sliding deeper into her ass than his tongue could go. At the same time, he began sucking her clit the way he was sucking her nipples not so long ago. Words were an impossible goal to reach now as the curvy blonde gasped and moaned, taking everything her hungry son was giving her until another climax came over her, just as strong as the first.
When she opened her eyes, Avery was already standing up at the end of the bed. His cock was just as hard as it was before, and he was slowly stroking his shaft while he looked at mother's sumptuously naked body with a driven gleam in his eyes. Monica knew in an instant that he was ready to climb on the bed and fuck her like owned her.
"Baby, no. We can't. That's too far. It's...it's..."
"It's what we both need, Mom, and you know it," he said.
"No, that's incest, baby. What if you got your own mother pregnant?"
Avery's lips curled into a wicked grin. "What do you call sucking my cock, Mom? I'm pretty sure that's incest, too."
Monica scrabbled backward on the bed. Despite her empty pleas to make him control himself, she spread her legs and played with her tits while she watched him get on his knees between her thighs.
"Fuck, your pussy is so beautiful," the boy groaned, gazing at his mother's dripping slit.
He took hold of his substantial cock and rubbed the head up and down her slick slit several times before finally pushing the head into her hole. God, he felt so thick! She found herself staring down her body at the point where his cock was gradually sinking deeper and deeper into her body. With every inch going inside her cunt, Monica was less capable of forming complete words. Yet there was so much she needed to tell her son, especially now. She needed to tell him how much she loved him. She needed to tell him how wrong it was that he was shoving his cock into his own mother. And she was dying to tell him nothing in her life had ever felt so deliciously perfect.



But then he held himself over her with his arms down, hands planted on the bed, and started sliding his fat hard on in and out of her slick hole. That was when her definition of deliciously perfect changed. She moaned deeply and instantly rocked her pussy into her son's driving thrusts. He was staring down at her with his eyes trained on the way her tits were heaving and shaking to the force of his hard thrusts. But he soon leaned over and rubbed his sweaty chest against her globes, shoving his rod harder and harder into her hole
Monica wrapped her thick legs around her son's lunging body and ground her drenched pussy onto his pole. His imposing member fit her sheath completely, stretching her lips and plumbing her creamy depth with so much force it wasn't long before she started to cum again. The blonde felt the joyful ripples deep inside her cunt, but her son just kept fucking her even harder.
"Fuck, yes, baby, fuck Mommy's pussy," she managed to squeal. "God, that big dick feels so good!"
Avery was breathless and straining, but he managed to growl his desire. "I love that fucking pussy, Mom. It feels so good. So hot and tight. I need to fuck your pussy every day."
Monica nearly cried out at the thought of being fucked by that magnificent cock every day. A breathtaking orgasm began to build up in her body, swelling like a balloon of pure pleasure inside her body. With Avery slamming his big rod into her for all he was worth, she could tell he was reaching his peak, too.
"Mom. Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" he groaned.
"Do it inside me, baby. Give Mommy that hot fucking boy juice!"
Hugging Avery to her with her legs, Monica felt his cock lurch and pulse, followed by the gushing of hot cream deep into her cunt. The force of her son's ejaculation was the straw that broke the camel's back and her body immediately lit up with an explosion of pure pleasure.
Avery held his cock inside his mother until he started to go soft, then he lay beside her. Monica turned onto her side so they were facing each other. They spent a long time just kissing and stroking each other's body.
"Wow, Mom, I never realized you had such a dirty mouth," Avery said with a smile.
"Look who's talking, Mr. Rimjob Expert," she giggled.
"I love you so much, Mom."
"I love you too, baby. More than anyone."
They spent another long stretch of time kissing and fondling each other. Monica started to realize she didn't know she could ever go back to having average sex again after what she'd just had from her sweet Avery. She realized Avery had been right about Marvin all along. He was pompous and boring. Not only that, he was just as boring inside the bedroom as out. Monica shuddered at the thought of having mediocre sex with someone she didn't even love anymore, if she ever really had.
"Baby?" she said.
"Yeah, Mom?"
"Did you mean that thing about fucking me every day?"
Avery smiled. "Every word, Mom. I need you."
"And what about all those cute little hotties at school?"
"They're just girls. I need a hot, passionate woman who loves me just as much as I love her. How could I ever be happy with that after being with you?"
Monica made a happy purring sound. Avery told her he wanted her to stay with him on the coast, that they could get a bigger apartment together, or even look for a house to buy. Whatever happened, she knew she couldn't go back to her life with Marvin. With the way he always seemed so irritated about everything he probably wouldn't even complain about breaking up. She decided to talk to him once they got to the coast. Either way, she would stay with Avery, and not take the trip back that they planned. And there was only one more day of driving to get there. After the first day, tomorrow was going to be amazing.
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Brad leaned back on his couch and groaned as he watched the busty, blonde twenty-two year old stare up at him seductively as she held his enormous cock against her face. It had been a long time since the divorced forty-one year old had been able to bring a girl to his place. His responsibilities as a single father put limits on his sex life, but with nineteen year old Maria out at a party with some new friends she made at her community college, Brad was taking advantage of having the house to himself.
"I'll never get all of this in my mouth," Lisa said with a giggle. "But I promise you won't be disappointed."
The blonde wrapped her big, silicone melons around his shaft and stroked him with her orbs a few times before taking hold of him with her hand and sucking the head into her mouth. Brad groaned again, louder and deeper this time.
"Ahhhh, Lisa, that's so good, baby."
Brad had already been to Lisa's place once, and just like now, she'd shown him how much she loves sucking a big, hard cock. Savoring the luxury of her incredible sucking skills at his own house was a rare treat. He'd been divorced for ten years already, but he rarely had the house all to himself at night because his daughter, Maria, was usually there. And even though he knew his daughter was aware of how much he liked spending time with women of all ages and types, he had gone out of his way to make sure her home life wasn't tarnished by the coming and going of various women. He always wanted his daughter to know she was the top priority in his life.
Even now that she was in college that hadn't changed. But she was older, and was out of the house more often with her staggered course schedule and things to do with the new friends she was making. Normally, the single dad would go to his date's place. This was the first time he'd ever brought someone home. It was out of the ordinary, especially because he'd only known Lisa for a couple of weeks, but things looked like they were going well, so he decided to chance it.
So far, the risk was paying off beautifully. Brad's topless young beauty was gazing up at his face while she milked his impressive rod with her hand and mouth like a pro. He was already thinking about the way he was going to return the courtesy with a nice, long tongue lashing of her pussy when his cell phone started vibrating on the coffee table. He almost ignored it, but when he saw Maria's name light up the screen he pushed Lisa back from his elongated dick.
"I'm sorry, baby, I have to take this."
"What?!"
Brad and Maria had a deal. He always told her if she was ever in a bad situation, like if she or her friends got too drunk to drive, that he would come to get her, no questions asked. He just wanted his baby girl to be safe. So far, nothing weird or dangerous had ever happened, but then Maria had never called home in the middle of an evening out before. He doubted anything was wrong, but this was his daughter. He couldn't leave the call unanswered no matter how good Lisa was making his cock feel.
"I'm sorry, but it's my daughter," he explained to Lisa. Then he answered the call.
Lisa looked supremely irritated and crossed her arms over her naked tits. On the phone, Maria was in tears and her father could barely understand her. Brad's cock was still jutting out of his open zipper, but it was starting to go soft.
"Sweetie, slow down," he said. "I can barely understand what you're saying. It's really noisy there."
Brad was trying to listen as well as he could, but it wasn't easy. He thought he made out a few odd phrases here and there: fat cow, blow job, and a few more he wasn't sure he was hearing correctly. He finally got Maria to give him the address of where she was.
"I'm sorry, Lisa. I have to go pick up my daughter," he said, pushing his dick back in his pants. "I promise I'll make it up to you."
The blonde's expression went from irritated to shocked and then infuriated. She stood up and uncovered her tits again, standing there in nothing but the denim miniskirt she was wearing.
"You're really about to cut off the best dick sucking you'll ever get to go pick up that fat, spoiled daddy's princess?" she sneered. "Isn't the little bitch old enough to take care of herself?"
Brad looked at the half naked blonde in shock. This hot, horny younger woman suddenly looked repulsive to him, and he wasn't about to stand there and listen to her talk shit about his only daughter, a girl Lisa barely knew. The argument started in the gutter and went downhill from there.
"You're seriously gonna give up this for her?" Lisa spat, gesturing to her own body, which was fit as a drum, along with two of the finest looking double D cups money could buy.
"You almost make it sound like a tough decision," Brad laughed cautiscally. "But yes, that's exactly what I'm gonna do. I guess you can find your way out."
He turned his back on her and headed out to his car. He could hear something smash as soon as he closed the door. Under the circumstances, it was a relief to know she wouldn't be there when he got back, and not just for Maria's sake. Until tonight, he'd been thinking he could probably have a long term relationship with Lisa, but he'd seen her true colors. He wasn't about to waste any more time on her. At least it was better to find out now than maybe another six months or a year down the road.
When he got to the address Maria had given him, Brad pulled the car up to the curb and texted her to let her know he was there. The driveway was filled with cars and there were dozens of others parked along the street on both sides. There was loud music coming from inside, and the party had spilled out of the house and onto the yard, mostly on the side and in back. Brad spotted one college aged couple up against the side of side of the house making out intensely while the girl had her hand inside the front of the guy's pants. It was obvious from the way her arm was moving that she was jerking him off.
If it was like this outside, it must have been even worse inside.
Not sixty seconds after Brad sent the text, Maria came running awkwardly around the side of the house on the opposite side of where the couple was making out. The portly girl stood in the front yard looking around for her father's car. Brad flashed the lights to signal her. She spotted him, but then he got out of the car to go meet her halfway.
Maria was always a very heavy girl. Brad always thought of her as curvaceous and shapely, but she never saw herself the same way. She was also blessed with an angelically beautiful face and beautiful, raven black hair that she wore long. While her body was chronically heavy, she had a naturally feminine shape, like an inflated hour glass. Even her belly didn't diminish the way her waist curved out to a round pair of hips and huge, shapely legs. In comparison to the rest of her body, her tits were moderately big, straddling a C or D cup depending on the brand of her bras.
It didn't matter that Brad was her father as he noted that his big, little angel looked especially beautiful tonight, and it was far from the first time he'd noticed her generous charms. She was wearing a cute, pink blouse with short, ruffled sleeves and a neckline that scooped low enough to reveal more than a hint of cleavage but not enough to look trashy. Her skirt was light blue, loose and cottony but quite a bit shorter than any skirt he'd seen her wear before. She was showing a lot of her bare, heavily thick legs. Brad almost forgot why he was there as he found himself wishing she'd wear short skirts more often. She never did because of her weight, but her father always tried to help her see how beautiful she was.
Because of her size, Maria didn't move like other girls, but Brad thought she had a kind of grace that was all her own. She went right up to him and threw her arms around his fit, slender body. Her face was still wet from crying, and Brad's heart sank. He didn't know the details, but he didn't have to wonder why his baby girl was so upset, either. It had been like this since she was a little girl. She'd been harassed over her size ever since she was a kid. Brad had always gone out of his way to love and protect her considering how hard it had always been for her. Having her mother walk out on them when she was so young only made things worse.
"Oh, Daddy, thank you for coming. I'm so sorry. I ruined your date, didn't I?" she sobbed.
Brad could smell alcohol on her breath, but he remembered their deal: no questions asked.
"You didn't ruin anything, honeybunch," he said, thumbing the tears off her rounded cheeks.
He pulled her into his strong arms and hugged her tightly, feeling the press of her large body. They hugged so tightly that Brad could feel her braless tits in a way he never had before. He could never tell her, but they felt so good pushing against him. He told himself it wasn't her, that he was feeling these things because he had to cut Lisa's blowjob short not even half an hour before. He tried not to think about why she would've gone out to a party without a bra.
"Are you okay, sweetie?" he asked.
"No," she said, her sobs beginning all over again.
Brad held the girl close and let her cry as she pressed the side of her face into his shirt. He stroked her beautiful dark hair and uttered soothing words as she started to calm back down. His previously unsatisfied cock was getting hard despite the circumstances. Maria's body felt so warm and luscious and curvy and her father loved how big around she felt in his arms. He loved her so much he just wanted to make all her problems go away.
The father and daughter were momentarily distracted by the young couple up against the side of the house when the guy let out a loud moan. Brad and Maria turned to look and found the girl on her knees in the grass, taking the guy's excited cock into her mouth. The girl obvious knew what she was doing, and Brad was painfully reminded of the blowjob he never got to finish enjoying. His cock continued growing hard against his plump, pretty daughter and he pulled back far enough to keep her from feeling it.
Maria blushed when they saw the girl sucking the guy's cock. "I'm sorry, Daddy. I didn't know it was going to be this kind of party. I never would've come if Debbie had told me the truth."
Brad draped his arm protectively over his daughter's shoulders and walked her to the car. By the time they were comfortably settled into their seats, they both seemed to be over the weird feeling of watching the blowjob taking place right out there beside the house. It was a situation Brad never imagined himself being in, and it wasn't helping with the problem of the steadily swelling cock in his pants. But no matter what, Maria's well-being was his foremost concern. After watching the blowjob in progress beside the house, Brad finally broke the silence.
"Do you want to talk about it, honeybunny?"
Being inside the car now seemed to improve Maria's mood, but she frowned at her father's question. "No, Daddy. I just wanna forget this whole night ever happened."
Brad reached over and took hold of his daughter's hand. "Are you sure, sweetheart? Sometimes it helps to talk it out."
"Oh, I want to, but I'm so ashamed."
"Remember our deal, sweetie? Besides, I'm just here to make sure my baby girl is okay."
Maria sniffled a little bit but didn't start crying again. "I'm afraid if I say anything you're gonna hate me."
Brad leaned over the console and hugged his daughter again. "Oh, baby, I could never hate you. Not ever. That's just not even possible. Don't you know your daddy is the guy who always loves you no matter what?"
"Ohh, Daddy," the girl sighed, burying her face against his shirt.
Just then they were distracted by the sound of a girl moaning. A quick look toward the side of the house showed that the girl who was giving a blowjob a few minutes ago was down on her hands and knees in the grass. Her skirt was up around her waist and the guy was kneeling behind her pushing his cock in and out of her pussy. Father and daughter both giggled nervously.
"I had no idea you liked these kinds of parties, sweetie. I'm shocked."
"Oh, Daddy, stop!" Maria snickered.
Once Brad helped lighten the mood, Maria got over her apprehension. Her father was pretty sure that her having something to drink was also helping her along.
"So you know my friend, Debbie, right?" she said.
Brad nodded. Debbie was a recent friend Maria had made on campus. They'd only met a few weeks ago, but Maria was happy to make new friends who didn't come with all the unpleasant baggage from her high school days. Debbie was a hot looking blonde and popular at school. The other girls she hung out with were the same way, and Maria was beginning to feel like one of them. It wasn't as if she forgot how much she never liked her own body, but it felt good to be part of a group of friends and hot have to feel self-conscious about it all the time.
Meanwhile, Debbie also had an older brother whom Maria had met a couple of times when he was picking his sister up at school. Maria thought he was cute and he was really nice to her. She had the impression she wasn't the only one of Debbie's friends who had a little crush on him. So when Debbie invited Maria to her party, she teased the chubby girl with the promise of being able to spend time with her brother, Jason, suggesting that her brother was interested in Maria, too.
The first hour of the party was going fine. Jason was really nice to her and invited her up to his room, saying he wanted to spend some special time just with her. The girl was beside herself with excitement. She was a virgin, but she didn't know if she'd still be one by the time she came back down the stairs.
In Jason's room, he started kissing her roughly right away, which surprised her. She didn't like the way he kissed, but she went along with it because the way he was rubbing her tits through her blouse felt really nice. But it wasn't long before his hands got rough and he grabbed one of her wrists and shoved her hand between his legs. She was shocked to feel his erect cock through his pants, and she was so annoyed that she wasn't getting a good chance to explore her first cock the way she always wanted to.
When Maria pulled her hand away from Jason's crotch, she also backed away from him. That's when she discovered there were three other guys in the room. She didn't know when they came in, but they all had their dicks out of their pants. Maria looked at them in shock, barely aware that Jason was also taking his dick out of his pants.
"Would you rather kneel on the floor or sit on the bed?" he asked her.
"What the fuck for?" she nearly screamed.
"To suck us off. What the fuck else?"
"If you think I'm putting any of you guys in mouth then you're crazy."
"Awww, don't be like that. Everybody knows fat girls give the best head. I mean you didn't think any of us were going to fuck you, did you?"
Maria could hardly breathe. It seemed like forever before she could bring her body to move so she could stomp out of the room and slam the door. Debbie and the "cool girls" from school were downstairs and started laughing when they saw Maria coming down in tears.
"I just went straight outside and called you right away, Daddy."
"You did the right thing, baby girl."
Brad leaned over and hugged his daughter while she cried some more. About the time her sobs subsided they heard the guy by side of the house calling out as he came inside the girl he was fucking. Father and daughter both laughed.
"Oh my god, Dad, could this night get any weirder?"
Brad kept holding her and smiled. "Probably not, sweetie. I'm just happy you're safe."
"Daddy...ya know, that thing Jason said that fat girls are s'posed to be good at?"
"You mean the, uhh, sucking thing?"
"Yeah, Daddy, that. Well, I've never even done that before. I don't want you to think I'm that kind of girl."
"Baby, it wouldn't change anything even if you did. But I'm proud of you for standing up for yourself and not letting those boys take advantage of you."
"Really? You're proud of me?"
"I've always been proud of you, honeybunch."
Brad gave his daughter a reassuring smile. While he looked at her face, he noticed how full and supple her lips were. After all the talk about blowjobs, it was hard not to imagine what his pretty girl's mouth would look like wrapped around the shaft of his cock. He was shocked by his own thoughts, but he couldn't hold back the aching sensation returning to his cock. His body's reaction was even more shocking than his thoughts, both of which he would have to keep hidden from his girl at all costs.
The protective father couldn't forget why he was there, either, and he was ready to storm into the house to find Jason and stomp the little fuck to a pulp. But Maria begged him not to. She felt humiliated and just wanted him to take her home. But then he asked Maria to point out Jason's car.
"Wait here, sweetie. I'll be right back."
Brad got out of the car and went to squat down at the back end of Jason's. He took out his Swiss Army knife and started scratching a message in the paint, doing his best to gouge it nice and deep. When he finished, he got back in the car and Maria was looking at him with a mischievous gleam in her eyes.
"What did you do, Daddy?" she giggled.
Brad just smiled and started the car. He drove slowly by Jason's car so Maria could read the message crudely scratched into the finish: "tiny fucking dick" it said. Maria laughed for the next two miles.
Sitting in the car, Maria's skirt became much shorter and most of her plump, shapely thighs were now exposed. Her father kept looking at them and started having a hard time controlling his breathing. The other thing he noticed was that without a bra his daughter's prominent tits heaved and shook with the movement of the vehicle. He tried to stop looking, but Maria was so insanely cute, and with the little bit of extra makeup she was wearing tonight she was almost a different girl.
Then Brad got an idea. Instead of turning onto the artery that would've taken them back to their neighborhood, he turned the other way and ended up getting on the freeway.
"Daddy, where are you going?"
"You were supposed to go to a party tonight and have some fun, so that's what we're going to do."
Maria looked curious but also pleased. Brad had a history of giving his daughter pleasant surprises, like surprise birthday parties and unexpected gifts. Sometimes he said it was to cheer her up even when she hadn't been upset about anything. One thing Maria never had to doubt was that her father loved her more than anyone else, and ever since her mother left she became the happy beneficiary of the extra love and attention that would otherwise be given to his wife.
Brad liked the expectant look on his baby girl's pretty, round face. He was anything but happy about what happened at the party, but he was feeling good about the way it was ending up to be a night out for just the two of them. Since Maria started college and he started dating more actively they hadn't gone out like this in months. And despite missing out on a pro-level blowjob from Lisa, his daughter was infinitely better company. It also made him feel good to see her dressed for fun. He knew it wasn't very fatherly of him to be checking out her sensuously plump body the way he was, but as long as he kept his inappropriate thoughts and feelings to himself it shouldn't be a problem. It was far from the first time.
After about twenty minutes up the freeway, and then another ten minutes following the local streets to the outskirts of the town they were in, Brad pulled the car into the large, crowded parking lot of a blues bar. Maria's eyes opened wide when she saw where her father was taking her. The girl's expression brought a smile to his face. She'd never been to a bar before, and the sound of the live band playing inside could be heard outside.



"Dad! I'm not old enough to go to a bar," Maria said, even though her wide-eyed expression showed how excited she was about the idea.
"Don't worry about it, baby angel. You're almost old enough. Just act like you belong and no one will know the difference. We'll just pretend we're on a date."
Maria giggled with pleasure. "Guess I owe you since I ruined yours."
"Trust me, sweetie, you didn't. There's nothing more important to me than you. I'd rather be here with you than anywhere else. I'm just sorry your party didn't turn out the way you hoped."
"I hate those people." She scowled, but then lightened up. "I guess it's better I found out what they're really like."
Brad was thinking the same thing about Lisa, but he didn't say anything about it to Maria.
"So, um..." the girl hesitated, "you're not gonna mind all those people thinking this really hot guy is taking a fat girl out on a mercy date?"
Brad frowned with disapproval, and then his face softened and he reached up to brush the backs of his fingers along her cheek. He couldn't get over the fact that he could father a girl as pretty as Maria. He felt so proud of the beautiful young woman she was now. While foolish people called her fat, to him she was wildly curvaceous and beautiful.
"Dad, why are you looking at me like that?"
"Because I think you're amazing, honeybunch. And I don't want to hear you saying bad things about yourself. You're beautiful. And, well...you're not fat. You're...uhhh, voluptuous."
Even in the dimly lit parking lot, Brad could tell his daughter was blushing. He probably shouldn't have called his daughter voluptuous, but it was about time she started to realize that some people saw her in a completely different way than she was used to.
"Oh. My. God," she said. "Did you seriously just say that?"
Brad smiled at her. "Yup," he smirked proudly. "Voluptuous. And hot."
Maria giggled for a long time at being called hot by her own father. Brad was relieved she didn't think it was gross or weird. "C'mon, sweetie, let's go. I'm gonna be with the sweetest, hottest girl in the place and I wanna show off my hot date."
Brad was out of the car before Maria could respond. He went to the other side and opened her door for her. He put his arm around her as they walked inside. No one looked at them twice while Brad paid the cover charge and then took his girl into the bar.
There was a low, makeshift stage at the far end of the room, a small dance floor in front of the band, and then tables and a few booths, with the bar running along most of the left hand side. The band sounded great and the dance floor was crowded with people. Brad watched his daughter's face as she walked beside him and noticed a lot of men's heads turn to look at the petite but big, busty girl in the short skirt who just walked in with a much older man.
Maria clung to her father's arm as she looked around the bar trying not to look like it was her first time. Brad couldn't help how good it felt to have her braless tits pressing against his side.
They managed to get the only free table against the wall opposite the bar. Brad left Maria there long enough to go to the bar and order a couple of drinks. He knew she'd been drinking at the party, so he got her white wine and decided to keep her to a limit. Since he was driving, he had to limit himself, too.
Waiting for their drinks, Brad took the opportunity to look at his daughter across the room. Sitting down, her skirt was riding up as high as it did in the car. The sight of those smooth, fleshy legs made his pulse heat up in a way that other women, even other thickly built girls, never could. Then, even before the drinks came, a guy walked over to the table and started talking to Maria. He said something that made her laugh, and Brad could tell this guy was hitting on his daughter. He gave up by the time their drinks came. Brad took them over to their table and teased his daughter about getting hit on before they were there barely ten minutes.
"Some guy was trying to pick up my girl," he told his daughter as he sat down with their drinks.
"Jealous, Daddy?" she said with a teasing lilt.
When he thought about it, he realized he was, but he could never tell his daughter that. For years he'd kept hoping Maria would find a guy who'd treat her the way she deserved, but after finding her at the party he realized he couldn't imagine any guy being anywhere near good enough for her. He just gave her a wink and shrugged.
"I'll take that as a yes," she said.
Brad laughed and they started talking and laughing at other things, and before he realized what was happening they were three drinks into their "date". He had the beginning of a buzz going while Maria was approaching tipsy. It was during their fourth drink that she got him to tell her what he was doing when she called. He wasn't going to tell her, but she kept working on him. She knew he was seeing Lisa that night and it was obvious how curious she was about what they were doing. If it hadn't been for a few drinks, Brad never would have told his daughter that Lisa was on her knees sucking his cock when his phone rang and he made her stop. But he had had those drinks and he ended up telling her. Maria's jaw dropped and she started giggling uncontrollably.
"Oh my god, Daddy, I'm so sorry," she sputtered between giggles. When her laughter subsided she frowned. "Actually, I'm not that sorry. I don't like her. Buuuut...I'm sorry I interrupted such a tender moment." She laughed again.
Brad just shrugged. He noticed Maria's nipples started poking into her blouse while he admitted to getting his cock sucked. Wanting to put an end to this line of conversation, he stood up and grabbed his daughter's hand to pull her out to the dance floor, which was still crowded.
As they danced to a couple of medium fast shuffles, Brad couldn't believe how hot and slinky his portly daughter could move. She was dancing like she was on a hot date, shaking her hips and causing her loose but short skirt to flip around her legs and hips. A few times her father could even see fleeting glimpses of her panties, which did little to cover the full, rounded globes of her monumental ass. He caught a number of other guys sneaking looks at her, too. At the same time, her fat, unencumbered tits heaved and shook heavily under her blouse. The blouse was only moderately lowcut, but with her braless tits wobbling to her movements she had her father's adoring attention.
Brad was relieved when the band went into a slow song. Maria smiled up at him as he took her in his arms and hugged her close as they gently swayed to the music. Her tits felt much better than they should've as they pushed against his body, and he felt his cock stirring in his pants. Brad blamed it on the drinks when he held her even closer, knowing she could feel his member swelling against her lush body.
"Ohhh, Daddy," she sighed. "Is that for me?"
"Oh god, baby, I'm sorry. I can't help it. It's just that you feel so amazing."
"Don't be sorry. It's a really big compliment to your date." She giggled. "And I do mean really big."
"You're not supposed to notice that, naughty girl," he said.
Maria giggled. "That's too big not to notice, Daddy."
She was rubbing the front of her body against his cock. Brad shouldn't have let her have so many more drinks, but he couldn't deny how incredible it felt to have his curvy daughter mashing her heavy body against his cock. This was so wrong, he thought, but he loved this girl so much he couldn't let go of her. His hands gradually dropped to her ass.
"Ohhhh, Daddy, yessss," she sighed as she pressed the side of her face against his chest.
"I'm sorry, honeybunny. We shouldn't be doing this."
"Yeah, but we are. And we both like it so why not?"
"I think we might be liking it too much, sweetie."
Maria looked up at him, and Brad had never seen a woman look into his eyes the way his daughter was looking into them now. There was no denying what the man was now seeing. It wasn't simply the love of a nineteen year old girl for a father who loved and protected her all through her life. It was the desire-filled love of a hot, young woman for the man she craved above all others. Their bodies stopped swaying to the music while couples all around them kept moving slowly yet holding onto each other. To all eyes, Brad and Maria were just another pair of lovers on the dance floor.
"Don't you wanna kiss me, Daddy?" the girl asked, crinkling her forehead.
Brad knew the kind of kiss his daughter was talking about, and it wasn't the way a man kissed his own daughter, especially in public. It didn't matter that no one there knew them. He and his little girl would know. Yet Brad was barely aware of the changing angle of his head as he nodded down to taste his daughter's sweet, pouting lips. It felt like his body erupted in flames at the first, contact. Maria mewled like a kitten and kissed her father back hard, instantly begging her man to give back what she was willingly giving him. Brad clutched the huge, rounded globes of his daughter's ass hard and pulled her even tighter against the throbbing erection in his pants. At the same time, he drove his tongue deeply into her wet, open mouth and kissed her like he wanted to own her forever.
They kissed for a long time, only breaking for air a moment after the song ended. Brad and Maria then realized the band was leaving the stage for a break. Now the father and daughter were still clinging to each other on an empty dance floor. Brad suggested it was time to go.
"Are you sure you wanna walk out of here with that huge bulge you've got down there, Daddy?" Maria giggled.
Brad couldn't resist giving the girl an extra grind. "It's your fault I'm so hard. If you weren't so hot and sexy I wouldn't have this problem. So you're gonna have to stay in front of me while we walk out."
Maria snickered deviously, and Brad didn't know when he'd ever seen his baby girl look so happy. It was such a huge change from the way he'd found her earlier that he didn't question the forbidden reasons for the change. Holding hands, Maria walked in front of her father toward the exit. He could feel the motion of her glorious ass cheeks as he followed her with his cock touching them.
Once they cleared the door, Maria took a couple of steps ahead and walked with a deliberate sway in her hips that made her skirt swirl around her big, beautiful thighs. Her father's pulse jacked up a notch at the sight of his baby girl's walk, and even more knowing she was doing it just for him. She leaned back against the side of the car while he made the last few steps to catch up with her. His cock was still aching and hard, and he didn't have it in him to resist taking his little girl back in arms and letting her feel that swollen shaft against her body one more time.
"Oh, Daddy," she purred happily. "You made the worst night of my life into the best."
She hugged him back tightly while he grasped her ass the way he'd been holding it on the dance floor. But after a minute or two, one of his hands roamed under her skirt to feel the silky softness of her hip and upper thigh, and then the large portion of butt cheek her panties had no hope of covering. Brad was sure he'd lost his mind to be fondling his daughter's half exposed ass in a barroom parking lot, but between how amazingly good she felt and the way she was purring contentedly he couldn't stop.
"I'll always be there for you, angel. I promise."
"I know you will, Daddy. You're the only one I can count on."
This was the point when Brad should have told his daughter that she'd eventually meet the right guy, but the more he thought about it the more he didn't want her meeting any guys. He wanted her to always be his baby girl and never anyone else's. That was impossible, of course. He was her father, for fuck's sake. He shouldn't even be close to having his hand searching under her short skirt, but she felt so warm and perfect he couldn't take it away.
He told himself it wouldn't be so bad to steal one last kiss, and after that they could go back to the reality of being father and daughter. So he angled his head down to hers and claimed her beautiful mouth, kissing her with an eagerly searching tongue. Hers immediately played with his, the pair of them swirling inside their joined mouths. It felt like there was no way they could kiss each other hard enough or deeply enough, and Brad didn't even realize how hard he was squeezing the girl's ass until she started to moan into his mouth. Her outsized, upstanding tits felt like paradise as she mashed them into his body, grinding herself against the throbbing bulge of his cock at the same time.
When they finally pulled apart to breathe, he pulled away from her body, needing to let his pulse slow back down. He opened the car door for her and watched her get in, her skirt lifting around her legs and exposing her thighs all the way up to her panties. With a coy smile, she deliberately spread her thick legs and gave him a flash of the wet spot on the gusset.
He got in on the driver's side with his cock just as hard as ever. Maria could see the obvious bulge in his pants, but after grinding each other on the dance floor and again in the parking lot there wasn't any point in trying to hide it from her. On the other hand, Brad didn't see how they could take things any further. No matter how much he wanted this gorgeously plump girl, she was the last girl on Earth he was allowed to desire.
But Maria didn't see it the same way.
Brad started driving home, and his daughter reached over and put her hand on his leg, barely two inches from the bulge of his cock. Despite the drinks she'd had that night it was as if she were building up her courage to try something more. Brad didn't do anything to encourage her. He was trying to think of ways to stop things from progressing, but he couldn't bring himself to discourage her, either. The fact was he liked having his daughter touch him that way and he kept waiting and wishing for her hand to move onto his cock.
Every couple of minutes, Brad could feel his daughter's fingers press ever so slightly into his thigh, like she was testing her own courage, but she couldn't bring herself to actually reach for his bone. The anticipation was driving him crazy. He never thought it was possible to get so hard from not having his cock touched.
When he finally pulled into their driveway, Maria started to pull her hand away but Brad put his hand on top of hers and held it there. It went against his better judgement, but he didn't want his little girl to take her hand away. She wasn't actually touching his cock, so how dangerous could it be?
"Did you like our date, sweetheart?" he asked.
"It was so perfect, Daddy. But it's not quite over yet, is it?"
"No?" he asked curiously.
"You're supposed to kiss the girl when you take her home, I believe."
"What if the girl is your daughter?"
"Especially then."
With a smile, Brad leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. When he leaned back into his own seat she was pouting.
"That's not a date kind of kiss. I kinda thought you'd kiss me like we were kissing before."
"Wouldn't you rather be kissing some hot guy instead of your father?"
"My father is a hot guy," she said with a coy smile. "Besides, I've had it with 'guys'. I don't want a 'guy'. I want a man, and there's only one I know who's always gonna love me, and...umm...I think he really thinks I'm hot. And I love him more than he realizes."
Brad felt his shaft throb until there was precum soaking into his pants. He gently moved her hand onto the tubular bulge under the material, guiding her hand in a rubbing motion. She gasped sharply and took over fondling his organ right away.
"That should prove your date thinks you're hot, baby girl."
On that, he leaned over and kissed her just as hot and deep as he kissed her back at the bar. She kissed him back with all of her love and passion, excitedly feeling that cock that was throbbing and leaking harder than ever. Brad reached for the girl's tits, feeling their firm weight through her blouse. Maria whimpered into his mouth the second he touched them. Her nipples were already hard and within seconds he pulled the neck of her blouse down to expose those pudgy melons. He cupped them in his hands and squeezed while their kiss became deeper and hungrier.
As he fondled his daughter's luscious globes, he began kissing her neck, gradually working his way to her nipples. Maria uttered a loud, long moan as he sucked on her nipple. He was soon going back and forth between them both, not wanting to leave any part of her succulent body without her father's attention.
"Ohhh, god, Daddy, yesssss, suck my tits. They're all yours. Oh fuck, that feels so good," she huffed between breaths.
Brad suckled harder, kneading the girl's chubby jugs. She was still feeling his cock, but the motion of her hand was getting more and more erratic the more he pleasured her obviously sensitive tits. Brad had been with more than his fair share of women over the years, but it was his own daughter who willingly offered him the most beautiful pair of tits he'd ever seen.
He rose up and took her mouth again. While they kissed heatedly, Brad's hand went between the girl's heavily rounded thighs. They felt surprisingly firm and smooth as satin. His hand slipped higher as she parted her legs and suddenly he was touching her pussy through her panties. His daughter's pussy!
Maria's head went back as she yowled loud enough to wake the entire neighborhood. Brad was amazed to find how wet she was already. The gusset of her panties was soaked and there was girl dew smeared all over her fat, upper thighs.
"Baby, you're so wet," he said, amazed.
"I've been wet since you vandalized Jason's car," she said with a giggle. "Then when we started dancing slow I thought I was gonna drip all over the floor."
Her father pulled the gusset of her panties to the side. He needed to feel how wet his little girl was for himself. His fingers came up against her soaking wet slit. She whimpered at his touch, mewling like a kitten as his fingers explored the slippery petals of her love nest.
Brad was amazed at how tiny his daughter's pussy felt. In relation to the hefty shape of her body it felt so tight and dainty. With his cock pulsing wildly under Maria's hand, he pushed a finger into his baby's creamy tightness. She uttered a low howl at the feeling of his finger slipping inside her hole. She was so focused on her dad's finger going inside her she forgot to keep rubbing his rock hard dick, although she kept her hand right where it was on his bulge.
Watching her beautiful face, Brad began sliding his finger in and out of Maria's syrup-coated tunnel. She gnawed on her bottom and he kept massaging her exposed tits with the other hand, paying extra attention to her swollen nipples. He was soon giving her sloshy wet hole long strokes with his finger while she leaned against her door and moaned with pleasure.
Even with just one finger, Brad could tell his daughter's hole was incredibly tight, but so slick with juice that his pumping finger was making a slick sloshing sound as he pumped into her. She was so wet that her nectar was all over her upper thighs and her father's hand, and it was beginning to trickle down to the car seat. The fact that Maria kept her pussy shaved completely smooth, both her mouth and along her lips, made the slip and slide of her daddy's finger that much slicker. He was already trying to imagine what a treasure his baby's cunt would be to taste.
"Dad, Daddy, ohhh god, that feels so good," she managed through her heavy breathing. "Don't stop. Oh fuck, don't stop and you'll make me cum."
Brad muttered a low growl. He wanted to see his little girl cum more than anything in the world. He started curling his finger into her G spot and grinding the pad of his thumb over her clit at the same time. Maria opened her eyes wide and stared at him in awe.



"Daddy, oh fuck, what are you doing to me?" she cried.
"Making you cum, honeybunny. Cum nice and hard for Daddy, pretty baby."
Maria opened her mouth wide but sounds stopped coming out of it. Then she started letting out moaning gasps while her whole, big body shivered and then stiffened. Brad kept up his steady fingering until her peak subsided, finally backing off when he thought her pussy was growing too sensitive. He finally pulled his finger free of her hole and she put her feet back down on the floor of the car. She seemed to have forgotten all about her hand that was resting on top of her father's cock.
"Daddy, that was amazing," Maria sighed.
"I love you, darling," he told her. "More than anything in this world. I'm sorry for loving you the wrong way, but I need you, baby. I need to be inside you."
"Ohh, Daddy, that's just the right way to love me. And I love you just the same, I promise. Take me inside and take anything you want. Your little girl is all yours."
Brad kissed her deep and hard, feeling her glorious tits a little more before pulling her blouse back over her melons and taking her into the house. He couldn't even think about his doubts anymore, only his hot, beautiful baby girl who wanted him as badly as he wanted her.
They didn't make it up the stairs to his bedroom. He led his daughter straight toward the living room couch and kissed her before they even sat down. He slipped his hands under her blouse and explored her unencumbered tits, tweezing her nipples firmly while their tongues danced from one mouth to the other. When Maria reached to feel his cock through his pants again, her father decided it was time to feel her hand exploring his throbbing flesh without any barrier.
He pulled his hands out from under her blouse and loosened his belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped. Maria took over lowering her father's pants and briefs, stopping to get his shoes off and then getting rid of his pants. Brad pulled his shirt off and looked down at his girl who was now kneeling at his feet and staring directly at his immensely aroused cock. Then she seemed to realize her father was completely naked and her eyes roamed all over his much more mature but fit form. Brad smiled at the way his daughter was eating him up with her eyes, but he was even more excited to do the same thing to her.
"Baby, take off that blouse for me," he said.
"Oh god, Daddy. I don't know...I don't look..."
"Stop. I don't want to hear that from you. You can see how hard you make me, and now I want to see more of you. All of you. I want to see my little girl naked and ready to become all mine."
Maria had excited fire in her eyes as she stared at her father's face, and then back down at his cock as if to confirm that she was the reason for his throbbing condition. Finally taking a deep breath, she pulled up the bottom of her blouse and lifted it over head, tossing it aside on the floor. Now the weighty lushness of her tits was fully exposed to him. It didn't seem possible for Brad's cock to throb even harder, but it did and it was bobbing so close to his baby girl's face he could feel her breath on his shaft.
"God, baby, you're so beautiful," he said. "It's okay to touch Daddy's cock now. I know you want to."
Maria cautiously wrapped her hand around her father's rock solid stalk. She squeezed him, testing his hard resilience, then started to stroke him slowly, making him sigh with pleasure.
"Oh, Daddy, you don't know how long I've wanted this."
She gazed longingly at the long, thick rod of man flesh in her hand. Her father's sighs grew deeper, and then into moans as she kept stroking him. Then, holding him at the base, she leaned in that last couple of inches and kissed the imposing head of his rod. That first kiss turned into another, and then another, until she grew bolder and started licking all around the head. Brad groaned while precum dribbled out of the tip and his daughter didn't hesitate to lick up the sappy ooze like it was honey.
"Ahhh, baby, that feels so good," Brad moaned, watching his beautifully plump daughter's every move. She was spurred on by his praise and began licking more of his shaft, finally taking the head into her mouth. She sucked while exploring the shape of his ridge with her tongue, and Brad couldn't believe his eyes any more than the intense waves of pleasure shooting through his body. He knew he would never forget the sight of his luscious girl with her lips wrapped around his pulsating rod for the first time. Just below, her tits stood out heavy and proud, hovering perkily over the rounded swell of her tummy. Her nipples were hard and flushed pink.
Maria was experimenting with her hand and mouth and finally found a rhythm with both working his shaft together. Brad realized she'd probably learned about sucking cock from watching sex videos, and now she was sucking his like a plus-sized porn star. Groaning deeper and louder by the minute, he let his daughter go on, savoring the incredible pleasure but most of all enjoying the way she wanted to please and impress him. But she was bringing him so close to the edge and he didn't want the first load he gave his baby girl to go in her mouth.
Brad pushed her back, pulling his wet cock away from her face. "That's fantastic, honeybunch, but I want to see the rest of you now. Daddy needs to see that gorgeous ass and pussy."
With a pleased giggle, Maria stood up. Before she had a chance to take off her skirt, her father pulled her into his arms and kissed her deeply with his cock rubbing between them. They kissed for a long time while Brad felt the exposed upper half of his daughter's fertile, young body. Her skin was soft as flower petals and yet she felt so ripe. Her chubby tits overflowed his hands as he squeezed and kneaded them, taking his time to stimulate her thick nipples.
When their kiss finally broke apart, Brad found the zipper on the back of his daughter's skirt. He lowered it and let it drop to the floor.
"Take your panties off for me now, honeybunny. It's time to let Daddy see everything you have."
Brad then took a seat on the couch while his panty-clad daughter faced him. She looked so excited yet apprehensive at the same time. The exaggerated curves of her big, young body made his cock throb with need. He gripped his shaft and stroked himself as he gazed at her.
Maria's panties were a high cut bikini style that looked at least a size too small as they stretched to the shape of her body. The sides rode up on her hips, pulling the tapered V front up tightly into her puffy pussy mound, creating a distinct camel toe that made her father's dick ache with desperation.
"Here goes, Daddy," she said with a scarlet blush. Then she leaned over to pull the panties down her stout legs. She stood back upright before stepping out of them and pushing them aside with her foot. She was gloriously naked and looking expectantly at her father.
Brad's cock pulsed and dribbled heavy drabbles of precum down from the tip and onto his shaft. He gazed at his daughter in awe, now fully naked and offering herself before him.
"I'm not gross, am I, Daddy?"
"My baby, you're so beautiful. Can't you see what you do to me, your own father?" He gestured toward her with his cock, emphasizing the intensely swollen condition of his man flesh. Maria giggled happily. A hard cock doesn't lie.
"You know, Dad, I never even really wanted to go to that stupid party tonight. I wanted to be with you, but you had your date with Lisa. You're the one I always wanted."
There was no way to stop what they both knew was coming. And as he thought back on the time since his baby's mother walked out, he realized this had been coming on for longer than he thought. His daughter had gradually been becoming his woman in every way but this one despite their shallow attempts to connect with others.
"It's over with Lisa," Brad announced, without going into detail. "There's only one girl for me."
"Lucky girl," Maria said with a coy smile.
"She's really hot, too," her father said.
The girl giggled again. She found the courage to begin fondling her own tits while her father sat on the couch with his big, engorged dick in his fist. The way his little girl was looking at it with hunger in her eyes only made it throb even more.
"I love you, Dad. So much," she said, pulling her nipples and twisting them as she stared at his hand moving up and down his fat pole.
"I love you, too, baby. Come to Daddy now. It's time to make you all mine."
"I'm nervous, Daddy," she said, moving slowly toward the couch and finally coming up to him so her knees were touching his.
Brad reached for her hands and pulled her onto the couch. She planted her knees on either side of his hips, settling her fully rounded ass on his lower thighs. The sight of her beautifully bald pussy made his pulse race.
"You can change your mind anytime, honeybunch. This is a big step that's going to change everything. I'll understand if you don't want to go any further."
"But I do, Daddy. I'm just nervous is all. It's my first time and I want to be good for you."
Brad's heart melted for his baby girl. He slid his hands up her legs and around to her ass, firmly kneading his fingers into her plentiful flesh. She felt so supple and ripe, and surprisingly firm. Brad's cock was growing painfully hard.
"You're my honeybunny forever," he told her. "I understand you being nervous, my love, but you're the best thing that ever happened in my life."
Maria broke into a huge smile. Brad knew that she understood she never had to doubt him. He squeezed her ass tightly while she took his cock into one hand and started stroking him.
"Ohhh, my honeybunny, that feels so good," he sighed.
Then Brad moved one hand to the back of his daughter's head, weaving his fingers into her luxurious, dark hair. He pulled her face toward his and kissed her deeply. The way she kissed him back left no doubt in his mind how much she loved him. As their tongues swirled and his finger delved between her ass cheeks to gently tease her anal rosette, Brad made a silent vow never to let his precious girl down.
"Oh, Daddy, that's so naughty you touching me back there," she cooed, obviously enjoying the sensation of her father's finger teasing her asshole.
Then Brad brought his other hand between her legs in front and started massaging her wet pussy lips.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh," she moaned, rocking her hips to the stroke of her daddy's fingers both in front and in back. "Fuck, Dad, that feels so good."
Brad loved watching his daughter respond to his fingers. He was so hard now he was afraid his cock could explode without even being touched. Both of Maria's hands were on his shoulders now as she held onto him for balance. He was dying to plunge his raging hard on deep inside her tight, young pussy, but he was determined to make this night an experience she'd always remember. He kissed her for a long time, stroking her ass and pussy without skipping a beat. But finally, he pulled back and started to shift gears.
He guided his girl onto her back across the couch. He kissed her more quickly this time, and then worked his way toward her luscious tits. He squeezed and kneaded them while going from one to the other to suck on her thickly swollen nipples. Her whole body responded as she moaned her approval. His cock was rubbing against the smooth skin of her wet pussy at the same time. He didn't know how he could resist plunging his rod straight into her hole, but he managed. The thought of tasting her sweet, young hole kept him on task.
Brad finally moved lower, until he was kissing the insides of her thighs and over her delicious peach. He pushed her legs higher and she put her feet on his shoulders, bringing her slit and asshole up to his face. Maria made a low, throaty howl of pleasure when he first began licking the length of her honey coated slit. She tried to hump at her father's face as much as she could from the position she was in, but he gave her good, hard licks that covered her slit and clit with every swipe. But he soon began driving his tongue between her lips and into her hole, jabbing and licking her from inside. She pulled her hefty legs even higher and clutched at his head as he lapped and tongue fucked her.
While Maria was obviously building up to a climax, her father slipped a finger into her pussy while he suckled her clit. She moaned so loud the neighbors would've heard her if they were awake. But once Brad got his finger wet with girl cream from her pussy, he pulled it out and moved it down to her asshole. As he began to slowly push his slippery finger into his daughter's tight channel, her moans grew even louder and throatier.
Brad sucked and lapped his baby girl's clit while slipping his finger in and out of her ass. Her body was rocking and shuddering with pleasure, building up to an explosion of sensation. Through her climax, Maria's ass clenched on her father's finger and a heavy flow of girl cream soaked his lips and chin.
Once her climax subsided, Brad pulled his finger out of his daughter's asshole and moved up to kiss his breathless beauty.
"Oh, Daddy, that was amazing," she sighed, looking at him with adoring eyes.
His cock was right against her pussy, and before he could say another word he started pushing his thick shaft into his baby's snug cunt. Her eyes went wide at the slow, grinding invasion of his cock into her body. He fed her hot pussy every inch of his aching dick, then let out a long, low groan as he sank to his balls. He couldn't believe he was buried to the root in his own daughter, but the moment he looked into her amazed eyes he knew it was right. He could never allow her to belong to anyone else now, and he would never feel right fucking any other pussy but hers.
"Daddy, this feels even better," she cooed.
"I love you so much," he groaned as he began rocking his shaft in and out of her tunnel.
For a while, Brad was able to keep fucking his baby girl at an easy pace, giving her his fat shaft in a steady rhythm. Maria ground back at his thrusting cock with her whole body. Her mountainous tits were rubbing against his skin and his balls were slapping her asshole as he began driving faster and harder.
"Oh god, Daddy, it feels so good to fuck!" she cried. "I love you. I love your cock! I need you to fuck me forever!"
Brad thrust as hard as he could go. He was ramming his cock into the tightest hole he had ever felt before.
"Baby, that pussy feels so good," he groaned, driving into her with the whole weight of his body now. He kept pumping his girl for as long as he could, but after fighting to control the constant hard on she'd been giving him all night it wasn't easy. When her pussy started to squeeze on him during her climax he couldn't hold back anymore.
"Baby girl, Daddy's gotta cum," he snarled.
"Cum inside me, Daddy! Please, do it in my pussy!"
Brad finally lost it. He felt every rushing jet of cum speeding up the length of his cock as it spurt into the hot wetness of his daughter's pussy. He thrust hard and deep until they were both spent.
They held each other and caught their breath as they cuddled naked on the couch. They spent a long time kissing, and Brad finally pulled back and admired his baby girl's beautiful face as she looked at him with so much love in her eyes.
Brad finally stood up and took his precious girl by the hand. He led her upstairs to his room and took her straight to bed where they snuggled their naked bodies together. They spent a long time talking quietly about the way things would be from now on. There were going to be obvious challenges ahead, but they agreed on the idea that they couldn't be the only father and daughter to love each other as man and woman. If other people could make it work then so could they.
Brad was happy to see the smile of contentment on his daughter's pretty lips as she fell asleep with her face on his chest. He held her naked body close to his and it wasn't long before he fell asleep too, knowing that after tonight there could never be anyone else for him.
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It's hard to pinpoint a particular moment when it started. I guess it wasn't long after my divorce. Over a gradual stretch of time he became more protective. Territorial, you could say. Even possessive. I'd like to be able to say I didn't see it coming, but I did and I chose not to do anything about it. I knew it was wrong. I knew I was flirting with danger. But the simple truth is that I didn't care. It made me feel good to have a strong, incredibly handsome, much younger man treat me like something special at a time when I felt anything but. The fact that the much younger man in question was my only son, Jacob, only made the sweet feelings that much sweeter.
I accepted the fact a long time ago that I'd always be looked on as pretty but never beautiful. I have fine, blonde hair that I wear straight and cut just off the shoulder since my divorce. I have blue eyes and a pleasant smile. I've also loved being athletic all my life, especially doing yoga and working out with weights. I'm not bulky, but definitely more muscular than I ever set out to be. The result is having an ass and pair of legs that look tight and shapely in whatever I feel like wearing. My tits are moderately large, but full and shapely as they ride up high and proud.
When I was younger it bothered me that so many guys liked softer girls than me, but I learned how to live with it. I wasn't like them and never would be. It was plenty for me to know the impression I could make walking through the mall in a tight skirt or yoga pants. What I didn't realize until much later was the impression I was making on my son. But I guess having a fit body and only being seventeen years older than Jacob were things I didn't think much about. That was just our reality. So when he gravitated toward dating athletic girls in high school it didn't seem out of place. I liked the girls my son dated. They were the type of girls I could relate to.
I divorced Jacob's stepfather just before he turned eighteen. He had never met his biological father, who was as young as I was when Jacob was born. He was totally uninterested in being a father. That was fine with me since my own father took good care of me through the pregnancy and for the couple of years after. Tragically, my father was taken all too soon by a sudden heart attack, leaving me with the house and my growing son. The house was paid off by then, and when I got married three years later I held on to it, renting it out for the extra income.
My husband was fifteen years older and very affluent, so the rental income on my house wasn't really necessary, but I set up two accounts at the time. One was for Jacob's education while the other was more of a rainy day fund that my ex-husband never knew about.
Jacob never bonded with his stepfather. The two of them never got past being in competition. My son was of course my first priority in everything, but as long as I kept my husband well fucked he wasn't concerned about much else. It was a marriage of convenience. Jacob and I had safety and security while my ex had a fit, young blonde wife who was willing to dress like a trophy slut at business and social functions, and take very good care of his cock whenever he asked. I excelled in my role, but as often happens with marriages with mine, my husband eventually opted for someone younger, though not as fit.
It came as no surprise. I had been Barry's second wife and was twelve years younger than his first. In the beginning, I was very taken with the fact that I had the attention of a wealthy, older man. More than once I had to wonder if maybe I had daddy issues, but I didn't dwell on it. It was exciting to challenge myself to meet his unusual sexual demands, like jerking him off under the table at restaurants. Or letting him fuck me in front of other people at parties. Then there were the blowjobs for a few of his business associates, especially when we were out of town and staying in hotels. He was always there to watch and stroke his cock.
And a few times I even agreed to threesomes with some of these other men. I'll admit I liked having two cocks at once. On his own, Barry was becoming less and less interesting, to the point where the only time I could orgasm was if we were playing with another man. As for him, he was at a point where he could only cum by jerking off while watching another man fuck me.
I never minded. I learned that while I might be a little submissive on the surface, on the inside I knew I was always in control, always physically stronger than the men I was with. I had the pussy. I was the one who was really in charge.
In the end, Barry offered a generous settlement. I took the money and ran. Jacob and I moved back into the house I inherited from my father the moment it became available.
And that was when my son started becoming much more attentive. I barely noticed the fact that he was gradually dating girls from school less and less, until after his eighteenth birthday when I realized he hadn't dated in months. By the time he graduated and summer began he was at home with his mother every night unless he was out with his male friends.
As for me, I only dated two men after my divorce. They were both supposed friends and business associates of my ex, and each was only a one date proposition. I let them both fuck me. I wanted their cocks, and they were both so eager to lay their hands on me that I realized they'd been wanting to fuck me since long before my divorce. Well, I gave them each their chance. I never regretted fucking them, but neither was what I'd call a memorable experience, except for the fact that by this time in my life I'd slept with a total of a dozen men yet had never made love with anyone.
I resigned myself to the idea that making love was merely something other women read about in preposterous novels. My dates were practically carbon copies of my ex in sexual terms. They put their hard dicks inside me and pumped away to please themselves. It felt good for as long as they were in my pussy. I've always loved the feeling of being filled with dick. But then they came, totally unaware of the fact that I never came until I fingered myself after they fell asleep.
Now eighteen, Jacob became noticeably irritable on those two, odd occasions I dated. He was sullen and quiet, and when I didn't come home until those mornings after he barely spoke to me for days. The fact that my son was seething with jealousy was the last possibility I ever imagined. He was the reason I stopped accepting offers from men, most of whom were either friends of my ex's or friends of the two I did say yes to. I kept a vibrator hidden away in a drawer in my bedroom, and that was what kept my pussy more or less satisfied, though I found myself using it more often than I ever planned to when I bought it.
It was enough to keep me from spreading my world class legs for men I didn't like very much, and the orgasms were much more reliable. And I didn't have to deal with the shame I felt the way my son looked at me after being with a man. It made me feel like I was cheating on someone, though it never occurred to me to think I was cheating on my son. Looking back, I now see that some relationships are forged long before they're physically consummated.
Even though we didn't need the money, I got my first job as a night clerk at a hotel in the center of the city where we lived. It wasn't a very complicated job. They trained me and I learned about the business until they made me the night manager. This made it possible to be around during the day for Jacob while he was still deciding what to do about college. I'd get home at around midnight, and my son was always awake and stayed with me as I wound down from my night.
At work, I had to wear a snug pencil skirt and white blouse, with a short-waisted jacket that had a name tag. Company regulations also required me to wear pantyhose and three inch heels, no more or less. Sometimes I think one of the reasons I got promoted so quickly was that I looked so good in the uniform. I wasn't above wearing the skirt a little shorter or keeping the blouse unbuttoned as far as regulations allowed, which meant I could reveal enough cleavage to draw the eyes of appreciative guests.
Even as the manager, the job required me to be on my feet for most of the night, so I was always tired and sore when I got home. Jacob was always there to keep me company on the living room couch as I would lie back and tell him about my night. It felt so nice to have such a handsome and attentive listener as I complained about difficult guests or idiotic policies being dictated by upper level management. I never doubted that he was listening, but as I'd stretch out and lay my feet in his lap I often caught the drift of his eyes over my hose-clad legs when my skirt bunched up higher on my thighs.
It made me smile to myself whenever I caught my son's eyes drifting up and down his mother's firm, shapely legs. Not only that, but I enjoyed the luxurious feeling of just being able to rest my tired feet in the lap of a handsome, young man. It was wrong, but I started letting my skirt ride higher and higher on my legs to encourage Jacob's wandering eye. It seemed harmless enough to let my son admire his mother's pretty legs. He was enjoying himself and making me feel good at the same time.
I should have stopped what I was doing the night I spotted the very sizeable bulge in my son's flannel sleep pants. But I didn't. I was shocked at first. Could he really be that aroused just from looking at my legs and having my nylon clad feet on his lap? But my physical reaction was something else entirely. Something I couldn't control. I realized it was probably the first time I was aware of being able to arouse a man who was physically stronger than I.
I felt heat swarming through my pussy, and by the time I went to bed my panties were soaking wet. I couldn't sleep until pumping my slick hole with a pair of fingers while trying to imagine what my son's man-sized cock looked like in the flesh.
Being a pair of night owls, it was past nine when we both got up and wandered into the kitchen for coffee. I'd slept naked, falling into a blissful sleep after my climax, but before making an appearance in front of Jacob I pulled on a pair of panties and a robe. Maybe it was a subconscious choice, but I put on a robe I'd never worn outside my room if my son was home. It fell a scant couple of inches past the level of my smoothly waxed pussy, leaving my tightly toned legs almost completely displayed. At least with panties on if I had to bend or stretch then my essentials would still be covered.
Jacob was already in the kitchen when I got there. He was wearing the same flannel sleep pants but not the T shirt he had the night before. It wasn't unusual to see my son without a shirt, but I couldn't help noticing his muscular, young body with a new appreciation. Maybe it had something to do with the way he'd been treating me lately, not to mention the way he was starting to look at me. He was starting to get a certain sparkle in his eyes that was beyond the normal way a son looks at his mother. It was there the moment I walked into the kitchen and he couldn't hold in his surprise when he saw me in my revealing robe.
Jacob's eyes traveled hungrily along the length of my legs, and then up to the swells of my C cup tits under the thin material of my robe. When he finally looked at my face I couldn't help flashing him a shy smile while I felt myself blush. He poured coffee for me and set the cup on the table as I sat down in front of it. He took a seat across from me and my nipples started to grow hard as I admired his beautifully defined chest and shoulders.
We were making our usual morning small talk, but I was dying to find a way to broach the subject of his erection on the couch the night before. We were talking about our respective plans for the day while my mind was consumed with thoughts of making him hard again. I knew the possibility of ever seeing my son's erect organ in the flesh would probably never happen, but the memory of that long, strong looking bulge in his pants was enough to make my sex lips moist.
"I thought I'd go look at a couple of campuses today," he was telling me, though the words were getting lost somewhere between my ears and my brain.
"Good, good," I replied, barely aware of what I was encouraging him to do.
"I guess you're working tonight?" he asked.
The mention of work brought me partway back to reality. "Yes, sweetheart. But I'll go to the gym first. I guess if you're visiting campuses you won't be coming to the gym with me."
"Not today. Wish I could, though."
"Me, too, baby. I always seem to have more energy when you're there."
"Tomorrow for sure," he said.
I smiled and got lost for a moment gazing at his bare chest. "I'll, umm, be home around the usual time," I told him. "Think you'll be home tonight?"
"Where else would I be, Mom?"
"Well, it's summertime and you could be out with your friends. Or with some pretty girl."
"I will be with a pretty girl," he said without skipping a beat. "Just as soon as she gets home from work."
It was silly but I couldn't help blushing. "You're going to spoil me," I admitted. "Not that I'm complaining."
Jacob got up and came around to my side of the table. He leaned over and hugged me from behind while I remained in my seat. His strong arms circled around me and came up against the bottoms of my tits while he nestled his face into my neck and kissed me.
"I like spoiling you, Mom. You deserve it since you've been spoiling me forever."
I reached back and groped for the back of his head, holding him in position. "I love you more than anything, baby. I hope you know that."
"I do. And I love you even more."
He kissed my cheek, just catching the corner of my mouth with his lips. Without thinking, I turned and caught his mouth with the next kiss. It was brief but just bordering on inappropriate. His arm then slid against the undersides of my tits as he pulled out of the hug, leaving me with a pair of throbbing nipples as he walked out of the kitchen, saying he was going to take a shower.
I waited until I could hear the water running, then untied my robe and let it fall open. Scrunching down in the chair, I caressed my naked tits with one hand and pushed the other into my panties. Anxious fingers rubbed my slit as I thought of my naked son in the shower. I was yearning to know if he was hard and remembering the weight of his mother's tits on his arm while he stroked his swollen man cock. I pushed a pair of fingers into my broiling pussy and fucked myself right there, half wishing he would walk in and catch me.
Twisting and squeezing my hard nipples, I pumped my fingers into my hole until I climaxed harder than I was ready for. My pussy exploded and actually squirted around my fingers into my panties. I'd heard of women squirting before, but I'd always been skeptical. Until then.
After the glow of that delicious climax wore off I came to my senses and pulled my robe closed. I tried to pretend the last thirty minutes never happened at the same time trying to convince myself it could never happen again. Later that morning I punished myself at the gym and pushed through an extra twenty minutes of self-torture. Fortunately, Jacob was out when I went home to shower and dress for work.
It was a mixed blessing to end up having a hellish night at my job. It seemed like one problem needing to be solved kept coming up one after another. It kept my mind off of my rash behavior in the morning, and the sore feet and aching muscles I was left with on the way home felt like an apt reward for my indiscretion. But then I set foot inside the house and my whole attitude changed.
I went in through the side door leading into the kitchen. In the room beyond, the living room, Jacob was sitting on the couch watching television. He was wearing a loose pair of drawstring shorts and nothing else. I stopped in the doorway between the kitchen and living room and took a moment to just look at him. There was no way to help the fact that he was so beautiful. No shortage of girls and women paid him plenty of attention, but I also knew that the way I looked at him would always be through the filter of a loving mother's eyes. I was still standing there when he turned to acknowledge my presence.
"Hey, Mom. How was work?"
"Ugh. Terrible," I said. I went in to join him on the couch as I did every other night, but this time I felt an apprehension that made me tremble inside. I was afraid I loved being with him too much, and that it seemed so wrong I didn't feel disgust for seeing the erection he had the night before or for the way he'd hugged me that morning. Not to mention fingering myself openly in the kitchen, wishing he could've seen what he reduced me to. But when I slipped off my heels and sat down, letting my skirt ride high on my hose-clad legs I felt an illicit sense of comfort to catch my son's eyes darting over my thighs.
"Wanna talk about it?" he asked.
I took in a deep breath and tried to appear as if I was paying full attention to the conversation. "Not really," I said. "It was just...so busy. One problem after another."
He looked at me curiously. Normally I would've been stretched out on the couch with my feet in his lap by now. I didn't want him to think I was avoiding the contact that was normal for us. Besides, the inner trembling of fear I had before disappeared when I saw that look in eyes as they traveled over the shape and contours of my well exposed legs. I felt so completely at home and filled with comfort, even knowing it wasn't the way I was supposed to feel.
"Why don't you stretch out and relax like you usually do?" he suggested. "Sounds like you need it."
As I stood up to unzip the side of my skirt and let it fall to the floor near my shoes, I tried not to think about what I was doing. It wasn't so unusual for me to take off my skirt in the living room at night. With my panties and pantyhose on, along with the tails of my blouse providing the illusion of modesty, I'd never thought too much about letting Jacob see me that way. But tonight I was acutely aware of his gaze as I arranged the pillows on my end so I could prop myself up a little and lie down with my feet in their usual place on my son's lap.
I watched him let his eyes trail up along my legs to where the bottom of my blouse didn't quite cover the tapered V shape of the lacy white panties I had on under my hose. When his eyes came up to my face I gave him a smile, despite still feeling nervous. I wanted him to know he was busted, but that it was alright if he wanted to look at his hot, youthful mother the wrong way. He smiled back even more nervously and quickly turned his head toward the TV.
"Ahh, you're right," I sighed. "I do need this."
Jacob took one of my feet in his hand and started rubbing the bottom of it with his thumb, just teasing me with the hint of a foot massage. I sighed deeply to encourage him, and then he took my aching foot in both hands and started mashing his thumbs along the bottom of my foot.
"Just relax, Mom," he said. "You had a long night. Just let me take care of you."
"Baby, you're so good to me," I said with another pleasurable sigh. "You're the only one."
"Let's keep it that way," he replied so softly I wasn't sure I heard him right.
The way he was rubbing my foot felt so good I even let a soft moan escape my lips. I settled more deeply into the cushions of the couch and gave myself over to the pleasure of his strong fingers. He firmly manipulated my foot from my toes to the heel, moving on to my ankle and up along the flesh of my calf. My whole body relaxed into the luxury of my son's attentive hands, and by the time he started on the other foot I felt like I was somewhere between drifting into a dream and feeling tingles of arousal all across my body. My eyes closed and I couldn't keep from wondering if Jacob's dick was getting hard as he admired my fully exposed legs.



The bottom hem of my blouse was no longer hiding the panties under my hose, but I didn't care. Jacob started massaging both of my calves at the same time and his hands on me were my only thought. He kept this up while I sighed and cooed, encouraging him much more than I should. Then there was a moment where his hands hesitated. I felt like I knew what he wanted to do, to move his hands up to feel my thighs. I wanted the same thing, but had no idea how to say so. He was rubbing the undersides of my knees, keeping his hands there as if they were being stalled in their progress upward.
"You have nice legs, Mom," he said. "Really nice."
"Thank you, baby. What you're doing feels so good. It's okay if you, umm, want to go higher."
"Yeah, sure. I don't mind," he said, trying to sound matter of fact.
I opened my eyes and watched his hands slip up to the tops of my legs and massage me up higher, going above my knees and into the firm meat of my thighs. "Oh yes, darling, that's wonderful," I sighed, knowing my tone sounded much more sensual than I wanted it to. But that's how my beautiful son was making me feel. I even whimpered aloud when his fingers kneaded into my inner thighs, going dangerously close to my pussy.
It was then that I felt him growing hard under my feet, his rapidly swelling cock burgeoning into hardness inside his boxer briefs. This sent me into a whole other type of dream state, the kind where you're wide awake yet everything seems to be happening in another realm. I kept staring at his hands, thinking how inappropriate this kind of touching was getting to be while I angled one foot against the length of swollen cock shaft in his briefs. The reality of touching my son's aroused cock, even if only with my foot, shattered the dreamlike feeling I had while I lifted my eyes and found Jacob staring back at me.
"Keep going, baby," I sighed. "You don't have to stop. It feels so good."
The words seemed to come from someone else despite the fact that they came out of my own mouth. I felt the slightest rock of Jacob's hips as he ever so subtly ground his cock against his mother's foot. I rubbed his shaft and met the astonished look in his beautiful eyes. His hands kept massaging my thighs, deeper and higher, but he seemed so timid when it came to touching my pussy. I almost begged him to me there, but despite my rubbing his cock with my foot, his mother's pussy seemed like such an off-limits area. A mere touch would be an earth shattering violation of every rule of human behavior.
Yet my slit was now seeping juice into my panties at an alarming rate. I was close to soaking all the way through the crotch panel of my pantyhose. I started unbuttoning my blouse with one hand while I sent the other down into my pantyhose and under my panties. Jacob's eyes were on fire as he watched my hand dig and rub at my wet pussy, watching the way my hand moved under the two, thin layers of fabric covering my motherly treasure.
I know it must seem strange -- it did to me -- that I was so afraid to go any further toward revealing my pussy to my son, but I wanted him to see me touching myself. I wanted him to be fully aware of the way he affected me. The way he stared at the motion of my hand only made my juices flow hotter and heavier. After rubbing my clit for a long time, I slipped a pair of fingers into my slippery hole and started moving them in and out.
"Oh, Mom. Fuck," my spellbound son groaned.
He took one hand away from my leg and touched my foot, the one that was rubbing against his cock. I moved my foot away and spread my legs as far as my position on the couch would allow.
"Touch it, darling," I cooed. "Touch that beautiful cock for me."
Apparently, my son wasn't going to be as timid as his mother. He stood up and pushed off his briefs, revealing the most beautiful cock I'd ever seen. He was so long and thick, standing out sturdy and hard with a beautifully defined ridge around the head. He came back onto the couch on his knees, close between my open legs. His large hand curled around that marble shaft and he began stroking for me. I gasped and then whimpered as I stared at my son's mouth-watering cock, pumping my fingers harder into my pussy.
"Ohhh, baby, what a man you are now," I sighed wistfully, following the statement with a long moan of pleasure.
"You make it so hard, Mom," he groaned, already losing himself to the pleasure of his stroking. "You're so beautiful, so...fuck...hot."
My blouse was open now, my bra barely holding in my tits as my chest heaved with my breath. Jacob was watching me just as intently as I was watching him. The sloshy, slick noise of my fingers fucking in and out of my needy hole rose up through the layers of fabric while my body began to writhe with pleasure. I was relieved to still have on my pantyhose. If I hadn't then I would never be able to keep from taking my son's red hot hardness deeply into my wet lady hole.
"Mom, ohhh fuck, Mom," Jacob was groaning.
His member looked bigger and more imposing with every rapid stroke of his fist. The swollen head was glistening with precum while every muscle in his straining body stood out so beautifully defined. I felt like I was swooning, finally taking in the magnificent manliness of my rock hard baby boy. When I started to cum it felt like I was never going to stop. I ground my fingers unmercifully into my G spot while one climax gave way to the next. Jacob fisted his massive bone furiously as he gazed at his own mother at the peak of a woman's ecstasy. In the moment, I felt like I was his completely and forever, like he was the one I had always been made for, even thought I was the one who made him those eighteen years ago.
"Mom, fuck Mom, I'm gonna cum!" he cried.
"Do it, baby," I shrieked in my excitement. "Cum on Mommy! Give it to me now!"
I don't know how I managed it but I shoved my bra up above my tits with my free hand, offering my pale, round orbs for my son's explosive climax. He growled hard and deep just as his gorgeous cock erupted and sprayed thick wads of his cum all over my tits and belly, some of it landing on the waist of my pantyhose. I can't even describe feeling so filthy yet so beautiful and desired at the same time. And the moment Jacob's cum started flying all over me, it seemed like every orgasm I'd had before all gathered up together into one, mind-bending climax that rocked my body and left me breathless.
Jacob stayed where he was, with his cum-lathered cock slowly going back down. We stared at each other in disbelief as we both caught our breath again. It was like coming out of a bizarre trance of lust, except neither of us felt the least bit sorry about what happened. I did, however, realize we could never do such a thing again. It would just have to be a sweet memory of the time a mother and son almost crossed a line they could never return from.
In the days that followed, Jacob and I both did our best to treat each other the same as always, as if nothing we could ever talk about to anyone else had ever happened. Yet we didn't talk about it to each other, either. Jacob seemed too shy, and I couldn't bring it up simply because I was afraid it would lead us right back to that same, dangerous place all over again. At the same time, there was this intense feeling of affection between us. We would talk more like friends than mother and son, or even like a couple sometimes, laughing together about anything and everything. I couldn't remember ever feeling so lighthearted.
But I was vigilant, too, always careful to keep from falling into the wrong situation. For one thing, when I came home from work, I was careful to always keep my skirt on and I kept my feet well away from Jacob's lap. I knew he noticed the change, but he was a gentleman and never said anything about it. But every night I ended up lying in bed thinking of that one, insane night. I thought of that young man I loved so much and the magnificent cock I knew I could never have. When I got to my bedroom every night I wasted no time in getting out one of my toys and pleasing my wet pussy to the vivid memory of my son's powerful, cum-spurting cock. I would cum hard, but never as hard as I did that night.
I could hear Jacob masturbating in his own room night after night while I was masturbating in mine. While I struggled to fuck myself quietly, my son grew increasingly louder, not caring if I heard him pumping his cock over and over again. Eventually, I gave up trying to be quiet and let him hear his mother cumming to thoughts of him. Always and only him. Knowing Jacob could hear me made my orgasms better, but I still hadn't matched the breathtaking pleasure of that night on the couch.
This went on for a few weeks. Then, on the Fourth of July, a group of families in our neighborhood got together to host a barbeque. There were four houses all built on a cul-de-sac on properties that looked over a sloping hillside that offered a fabulous view of the town's annual fireworks display. Everyone in the neighborhood was contributing food and drink, and the cul-de-sac became the site of a summertime block party.
This was the first time Jacob and I went anywhere together since that unforgettable yet unspeakable night. There was a buzz of excitement throughout the neighborhood about the party, and neither Jacob nor I were immune. I even felt a little giddy getting ready. It felt like we were going on a date, even though at least half the people who were going to be at the party knew us. It wasn't as if we could go out and act like a couple on a date, but it felt nice to think of it that way in my own mind.
In the end, I decided to dress to please my handsome son and not care what any of our neighbors thought. Besides, who was really going to think my boy was the one I wanted to look good for?
I opted for the classic little black dress. It was one I hadn't worn in three years, but when does a little black cocktail dress ever go out of style? It was form-fitting without being skintight, with a hem that fell above the middle of my well-toned thighs. On top it had a V shaped scoop that fell between my braless tits, showing more cleavage than I normally would around my neighbors. A pair of straps rose up from the V in an oval that went around my neck, leaving my well defined shoulders bare. I left my legs bare, too, and I very nearly went without panties, but I chickened out at the last minute and put on a lacy pair of high cut bikini panties.
I put on low heeled sandals, figuring I'd probably be on my feet for much of the evening, but the taut muscle tone of my legs didn't need high heels to set it off. A not so quick look in my full length mirror brought a satisfied smile to my face as I mused over Jacob's reaction. I couldn't wait to see what he thought of his pretty, young mom in her revealing party dress. My pulse picked up a notch in anticipation as I went out to find him in the kitchen. He was putting the drinks and potato salad I made to contribute to the party into a cooler. When I walked in he stopped what he was doing and stared at me with an open jaw. I couldn't help blushing and grinning as he gazed up and down his mother's body.
"Wow, Mom," he said with a rush of breath. "You look amazing."
"Thank you, baby. I guess if we're going on a date you deserve to have a hot looking girl to go with."
"A date?" he chuckled a little deviously. "You're the hottest date I've ever had."
That made me blush all over again.
We left the house, deciding to walk the few blocks to where the party was taking place. We walked side by side, but Jacob was turning to look at me every few seconds. His admiration made me smile, and I'm afraid my nipples grew full against the fabric of my dress. I couldn't deny feeling tingles in my clit as we walked and I savored the way my boy was appreciating his mother's attributes. He made me feel better than I'd felt in years, but I guess he'd been doing that a lot lately.
So much had changed between us, especially after masturbating together on the couch and then openly listening to each other over the past few weeks. It was inevitable, I suppose, and I thought we were both doing a pretty good job of keeping it from going too far. That was enough reason all by itself to go out and celebrate. It was so good having such a handsome young man who loved me and made me feel beautiful, but it was more than a little frustrating having to keep a socially acceptable distance. Either way, we were both in a festive mood for more reasons than just the holiday.
There was already a gathering crowd of people at the end of the cul-de-sac when we got there. I knew a few of my neighbors by name, a few more to recognize by sight, and the rest not at all. Jacob and I spent some time talking to some of the people we knew and ended up meeting a few of the neighbors we didn't know.
There was wine and beer for the grownups. I stayed with wine while I noticed my son help himself to a couple of beers. He grinned at me with a guilty look when I caught him drinking beer, but I just gave him a wink to let him know I didn't mind. It was a party, after all. But as time went by, and a lot of the crowd had a few drinks our collective belt, there were a couple of men from the neighborhood who started showing their interest. I couldn't help smiling when Jacob stuck to me like glue when those tipsy neighbors of ours were hitting on me. I didn't have any interest in them anyway, but I loved how possessive my son got and kept inserting himself into the conversations until they went away.
"Jealous?" I said to him with a wry smirk.
He blushed but admitted that he was. "Just like you," he retorted under his breath, reminding me of the dirty looks I'd given a couple of the neighborhood girls who been flirting with him. Then he leaned closer and his voice dropped even lower. "But they don't hold a candle to you, Mom. You're the hottest girl at the party."
"Boys don't call their mother's hot," I told him coyly.
"I do," he replied without skipping a beat. At the same time, he let his hand slide surreptitiously over my ass. It was so brief and sneaky, yet the intimate touch made my pulse quicken.
"Bad boy," I whispered, even more quietly than I needed to. But it wasn't his borderline inappropriate compliment I was really talking about, and I think he knew that judging from the smug grin on his face.
The sun was going down at this point, and a lot of people were going back behind the houses onto the large, open slope behind the properties where there would be a great view of the fireworks. Jacob and I both got another drink and went back to the hillside where most of the crowd were claiming their seats for the display. With his drink in one hand, my son took my free hand in his and led me off toward the edge of the open area to a spot within a few yards of the tree line and well removed from the main part of the crowd. I gave my son a wary look at his choice of a more private spot, but then I smiled and took a seat on the grass.
He took a seat right behind me, but pressing up close so I was right in the open space between his legs with his chest touching my back. It was an awfully intimate way for a mother and son to be sitting together out in public, especially in front of so many neighbors who knew us. I couldn't bring myself to move, though. It felt too good, and a few glasses of wine were probably clouding my better judgement. As it was, I had to keep shifting around to find the right way to sit without making my short dress ride up too high. I finally set my feet in line with Jacob's, with my knees raised like his, so his leg was hiding mine.
My dress rode up too high after all, but at least this way he was the only one who could tell. He could easily just look down over my shoulder and see down the top of my dress or right to where the gusset of my panties was exposed. Fortunately, none of our neighbors were too close, and it was quickly growing dark. With Jacob in a pair of loose, linen shorts and a polo shirt, I held onto his bare knees and leaned against him. His large body felt like a big, warm easy chair.
Once the sun was completely down, there was a delay before the fireworks. It was getting hard to see, but we could hear the murmur of our neighbors' voices those several yards away. Jacob snuck his arm around the middle of my body and held me closer. I felt his breath on my neck just before he planted a light kiss on the side of my throat.
"I love you, Mom," he said softly.
It's hard to describe the warm tingles that ran through my body. "I love you, too, baby," I said, turning my head halfway.
He kissed my neck again, and then again several more times. I should have stopped him, but it was dark by now and since his head was on my right side, the side facing the tree line, I rationalized that no one would see what he was really doing. They were just simple kisses, but neck kisses always make my skin feel hot, and feeling my son help himself without a care for the fact that the entire neighborhood was gathered not that far away sent a quivering sensation straight to my pussy.
"Baby, you shouldn't do that."
"What's wrong with kissing my mother?"
"Nothing. It's just...well, the way you're kissing me."
He placed several more warm, sensuous kisses along my neck. "Does it make you feel good, Mom?"
"Yes, baby. It makes me feel too good," I told him in a husky whisper.
"Do you want me to stop?"
"Yes. Stop that right now."
But my tone was unconvincing and he kept kissing my neck and now my bare shoulder. Then I felt his right hand settle onto the inside of my right thigh. He lightly massaged the muscle in my leg, sending deeper twinges of feeling into my slit. I could feel his cock growing in his shorts, pressing up against my ass.
"Baby, we're not alone here," I reminded him weakly.
"It's dark, Mom. No one can see. Besides, with our left knees up like this there's nothing to see anyway."
That was when his hand slid along my thigh until he was touching my pussy through the thin layer of my skimpy panties.
"Fuck," I said, barely above my breath. "Baby we really can't be doing this."
"Okay, Mom," he said. But then he kissed my neck again and slipped his fingers underneath my panties. He started exploring my slit with his fingertips. I nearly screamed out loud, partly out of shock but also out of the sheer excitement and pleasure that my horny, loving son was taking what he wanted.
"Your pussy feels so good," he said. "I've been dreaming of doing this for the longest time."
"How long, baby?" I asked in spite of myself.
"I shouldn't say," he chuckled. "But you remember that night on the couch?"
"I'll remember that forever."
"Mmmm, me too. You have no idea how bad I wanted to rip off your pantyhose and panties."
"Fuck," I sighed under my breath. "You have no idea how much I wanted you to. But it's a good thing you didn't."
"Why, Mom? I was dying for you."
"Because it would've led to this, what you're doing to me right now. Something boys aren't supposed to do to their mothers."
Despite my empty protests, my pussy began to flush with dripping honey in record time. I pulled in a soft gasp in response to my son's searching fingers as they rubbed my slit, exploring my swollen sex lips and creamy hole, then paying sorely wanted attention to my engorged clit. Suddenly the first of the fireworks went off, bathing the hillside in light. I panicked briefly, but realized no one was paying attention to us, and even if they were, my son's hand was hidden from that side by the way his leg was raised along the outside of mine. Yet it was almost more than I could comprehend: my son was fingering my pussy in public, and his touch was making me drip like a piece of overripe fruit.
As the fireworks started to explode more often, Jacob stopped nuzzling my neck since we being lit by the bursts. But his fingers kept playing with my pussy, making me ache more and more. Between explosions, he told me, "I don't think we should keep masturbating in our own rooms all by ourselves anymore."



I couldn't help oozing cream all around my son's groping fingers, and when he slipped a finger into my wet hole and started pumping me I nearly cried out.
"We can't, baby, we can't," I whimpered.
"Yes, we can," he insisted. "I can't stand it anymore. It drives me crazy knowing you're just across the hall from me trying to cum just like me, and I know you want more just as much as I do."
"Fuck," I muttered, but it got lost in an explosion of fireworks.
There was a flurry of explosions that went on for the next couple of minutes, and Jacob kept pumping his finger in and out of my pussy. His cock felt so big and hard against me now. I reached behind myself and felt that rock solid bulge through his shorts. He groaned so close to my ear as my fingers explored his big, straining organ. I couldn't believe I was really touching my son's cock after masturbating to the memory of it night after night.
Jacob slipped another finger into my pussy along with the first one. I knew we were taking far too big a risk to be touching each other this way with so many of our neighbors nearby. Everything about it was so wrong, and yet I was more excited just having my son's fingers in my pussy than I ever was with any average man's cock. It was overwhelming, and the constant explosion of fireworks felt like a reflection of what I was feeling there with my beautiful Jacob.
I stroked my baby's cock as well as I could considering it was through the material of his shorts and that he was behind me. I knew I'd never be able to keep sitting still with his hot breath on my neck and his fingers steadily slipping and sliding into my sodden fuck hole. I never forgot for a second that I was his mother, and yet I felt a warm sense of pride come over me that I was the one he chose over the younger girls who'd been flirting with him earlier. It made me want to give him everything I knew I never should give my own son. But I was overloading on the pleasure of his most intimate touch. He was finger fucking his own mother's dripping cunt like he had the right to.
I checked on the other people every time I managed to think of it, and was relieved that everyone's attention was on the fireworks. My pleasure was building to a crescendo along with the loud, impressive display. Reassured that our left legs were keeping our indiscretion a secret from our entire neighborhood, I closed my eyes and gave myself over to the rising sensation of a climax that promised to be mind-numbing. My hips were beginning to rock in response to the finger pump between my thighs and I could barely keep my hand in a steady motion over my baby's luscious cock.
The inner walls of my pussy started to clamp on my son's pumping fingers, signaling the momentary onset of a delicious orgasm. I filled my lungs with breath in anticipation, so ready to cum for my precious boy.
But then his fingers suddenly stopped pumping and just held still as they were fully embedded inside me. Ever so slowly, Jacob pulled his fingers out of my hole. I couldn't believe he was stopping! I was so close!
Just about to turn and beg him to push his fingers back inside me, I felt him stand, pulling me up after him by my hand. I was dazed and disoriented, unsteady on my feet. Jacob took me by the hand and led me back out toward the cul-de-sac and toward the street leading us back to our house.
The fireworks explosions were fading into the distance as I let my son drag his tipsy mother back home. My panties were soaking wet and the smear of my juices was all over my upper thighs.
The neighborhood streets were deserted while everyone was back at the fireworks show, and Jacob stopped right on the sidewalk in front of our neighbors' houses and pulled me into a close embrace. His cock was rail hard in his shorts and he wasn't the least bit shy about grinding that solid appendage against his mother's aching body. I whimpered weakly and melted into him. Then I uttered a gasp when he reached lower to cup my tightly rounded ass cheeks in his hands. His groping squeezes forced the bottom of my dress to ride up above the lower crease where my ass met my thighs. I was hoping no one decided to stay home during the fireworks since we were in full view of at least half a dozen houses.
"Just what do you think you're doing, young man," I tried to sound motherly while my whole body felt like it was burning.
He mashed his throbbing cock against me as if that was his answer. "I'm going to make you mine, Mom," he said huskily. "All mine. No more teasing each other from the other room. It's driving us both crazy and there's no reason we shouldn't have everything we want."
"And what is it you want, exactly," I asked him warily, wondering if he was merely trying to get laid or had something more in mind.
"I want you. Every fucking day. And I don't want to see you out flirting with half-drunk slobs from down the street with their pot bellies and wedding rings on their fingers. You should be mine. My woman. It only makes sense."
I almost came just from hearing him talk that way. As if I already belonged to him. "But I'm your mother," I reminded him, secretly hoping it wasn't going to change his mind.
"Yes, you are. And so much more. You always say I'm a man now. I'm your man, Mom. I'll always be the one to look at you the way no one else ever could. To love you more than anyone else. And I know how to show you a real man's love."
"Holy fuck," I sighed weakly as he gripped the now exposed globes of my ass and pulled me hard into his cock.
He kissed me on the mouth right there on the sidewalk, my dress riding up around my hips while he fondled my ass. I opened my lips for his searching tongue and let mine duel with his in a hungry dance of desire. I could hardly breathe and for the first time in my life I actually swooned again the body of a hotly aroused man. No one could ever make me do this but my son and I kissed him back as hungrily as I'd ever kissed any man in my life. I forgot where we were standing or else I might've put a stop to it, but Jacob had me in a daze where all I could think about was the taste of his mouth and the pressure of his fantastic cock.
When we finally broke apart I was breathless. Jacob pulled me close to him and kept walking me down the street with his hand on my exposed ass. There were streetlights on, and if anyone had ventured to look out their window they would've seen their young neighbor walking his mother home with his hand on her bare ass and the biggest bulge I'd ever seen in the front of his shorts. I reached over and felt my son's cock as we walked, trusting that our neighbors were all still gathered on the hillside.
We finally got to our house and inside the front door, but our progress stopped right there. Jacob couldn't wait. He grabbed me and pushed me back against the door as he kissed me again. I whimpered like a kitten into his mouth, savoring the taste of his tongue. I found the zipper of his shorts at the same time he grabbed the bottom hem of my dress and roughly pulled it upwards, forcing me to raise my arms so he could yank it off me. Now I stood before him in nothing but a sodden pair of bikini panties.
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to see those tits, Mom," he growled with lust.
His hands cupped and squeezed my boobs, making the ache in my pussy go deeper with every touch. My panties were so wet by now it felt like I peed in them, and it only got worse -- or better -- when Jacob started playing roughly with my hardened nipples. He swooped back in for more hot kissing, our tongues writhing within our mouths like a pair of naked bodies fucking. My hands moved on their own to the front of his shorts. I already had him unzipped and all I needed to do was unbutton them. They fell straight to his ankles and then I pushed his boxer briefs down past his hips, letting them drop down with his shorts. At long last I got my hands around his hard, pulsing cock shaft. He felt so thick and sturdy, throbbing for his hot, horny mother.
Jacob moaned into my mouth as I began stroking his cock, using one hand on his enormous shaft and the other on his cum-heavy balls. He was shaven everywhere I touched him and my fingers couldn't get enough of that hot, smooth skin. Even though I'd already seen everything he had that night on the couch, it didn't prepare me for the electric jolt of actually getting my hands on his impressive manhood. He broke off kissing me and moaned deeply as I massaged and stroked his aching flesh. My heart was absolutely pounding with excitement. As many times as I'd imagined this while shoving either my fingers or toy into my pussy, I never imagined it would ever cross over from fantasy to reality.
I decided I liked the reality much more than I should've. I craved it. I needed it. I needed my Jacob as a woman needs a man and I didn't care how many social taboos we were breaking.
We found ourselves just staring at each other in awe, right there still against the front door. My son's cock was continually dripping precum, slicking the glide of my eager hands along his fat length. His hands were cupping my naked tits firmly, his fingers tweezing my hard nipples.
"Take Mommy to bed," I finally told him, even as I wondered how such a set of words could ever be uttered out of my own mouth. But once they were out in the open I knew we were in a world of our own making, and the quivering drip of my pussy demanded more than my logical mind said it deserved.
Jacob took my hand and led me upstairs, leaving his shorts and my dress on the floor at the entrance to our house. He led me straight to my room, just the way he'd led me home from the fireworks show, except his bare ass was flexing from the bottom edge of his shirt and his huge cock was swaggering from side to side as he marched his dazed mother to her bed.
Inside my room, I sat on the edge of my bed and took off my panties while Jacob removed his shirt. Being naked for the first time with my very obviously aroused son felt so wrong and yet so right at the same time. And I knew that my son had been right, that this was what we both needed. We needed each other, and I definitely needed that big, beautiful dick that was throbbing for only for me. I felt lightheaded as I reached for it, wrapping my hand around his thick shaft and pulling him closer.
Jacob stepped right up to the side of my bed, bringing that succulent rod within mere inches of my face. I stroked him and looked up into his eyes.
"Mommy's gonna love you like the man you are, baby," I told him, making sure he could feel my breath on his cock as I spoke. "Are you sure this is how you want me? Can you forget I'm your mother?"
While still looking up at him, I held his massive cock in place and let my wet tongue roll slowly around the head of his pole. He was creamy with precum and the taste of his warm sauce made my pulse spike. Something wild flared in his eyes as he watched me lick the tip of his cock like a dripping piece of candy.
"Well? Can you?" I asked again.
"I'll never forget you're my mother," he said with a determined growl in his voice. The severity of his tone took me by surprise. "You'll always be my mother. And you'll always be the hottest, most beautiful thing I ever saw. And I'll always be your son and have this hard cock ready for your sexy mouth."
A wave of heat passed through my body at the sound of his words. Then, just as I was leaning forward to take his cock in my mouth, he shoved me backwards. His strength took me by surprise and I was reeling as he climbed on the bed between my legs. He forcefully pushed my legs open wider, taking his swollen prick in hand and rubbing the knob up and down my soaking wet pussy lips just enough to saturate it with my juice. I muttered a long, throaty moan as he pushed his imposing man flesh into my slippery hole, my voice becoming more strangled the deeper he went, opening and stretching his mother's eager cunt with every inch.
"I'm your son," he growled as his cock sank to the root and his ballsac pushed against my rimhole. "I never want to forget who we are, Mom. Not even when we fuck."
With a deep grunt, he pulled back with his cock and then drove back into me hard and strong. I yelped at the delirious invasion of his solid meat into my slick sheath. He started pumping his column of hard flesh in and out of me, so obviously desperate to finally take me the way he'd been dreaming for too long.
"Ohhh, fuck yes, baby. Fuck your mother!" I cried, knowing what he wanted to hear. "Give me my son's huge cock. Pump that pussy, baby boy. Pump Mommy's horny cunt!"
"Holy fuck!" he cried, pounding into my helpless hole without waiting.
He wasn't interested in building up slowly. I'd made him wait too long for that. He was taking what he needed, and I was giving it to him with my whole being, rocking my hips against his lunges and milking his raging hard on with my tight snatch. His body was slapping into mine while sweat broke out on his face. His driving cock made sloppy squelching noises as he fucked me with all his might. The sounds of our sloshing bodies drove my pleasure higher than I knew was possible.
The way his fat cock was stroking every inner nerve in my hole was sending me into the ozone. My son's cock, I reminded myself. No one had ever taken me with so much need or love, and I knew there could never be a feeling to compare to this.
"Oh my god, Mom, you feel so fucking good!" he groaned. "I love you. I love your pussy. Fuck!"
I wrapped my legs around him while he pumped me harder and faster than I've ever been fucked before. The power of his young, muscular body had me in its grip.
"I need your cock, baby. My son's big, hard, fucking cock," I mewled heatedly, knowing how much he loved hearing me talk like his personal slut, but turning myself on even more in the process. What we were doing was the dirtiest yet most beautiful thing I've ever done. "Fuck Mommy, baby. Pump Mommy full of that hard...hot...fucking...meat!"
Jacob looked like he was in a trance of lust as he fucked me deep and hard. He kept on fucking me so much longer than I expected him to and he was soon lowering his mouth to my tits, licking all over my globes and trapping each of my throbbing nipples between his lips for a deep, hard suck. I started cumming and felt like I was never going to stop. My head was spinning as climactic waves of mind-bending pleasure took my body in their grip. Then Jacob was suddenly pounding more wildly than before, grunting and gasping while I felt the explosive pulsing of his cock shaft, and then the hot burst of cream flushing into the depths of my quivering cunt.
Then, almost as suddenly as the frenzy began, it was over and peaceful. My son held himself over me, his cock still embedded in my fuck hole as we gazed at each other and caught our breath. He gently lowered himself and kissed me. His kiss was deep and tender now. Still needful but so loving. I gave him back the same kisses he gave me. He gently pulling his softening cock from my hole and lay beside me. We kept kissing and he stroked my face and hair. He was so soft and loving now, and he was looking at me like I was something that would break if he wasn't gentle.
"I love you, Mom," he said softly. "So much."
"Oh, my darling, I love you more than anything," I sighed, feeling tears of joy welling up in my eyes. And yet I worried beyond what was logical. "Baby, after this, I don't know how I could ever go back to anything else. I mean...anyone else."
"I don't want you to, Mom. You're mine now. We belong to each other. There's no one else for either one of us."
"Oh god," I cooed, sobbing into his bare, sweaty chest. I didn't know how anything so sordid and shameful could make me feel so much happiness and contentment. But it did, and I wasn't about to give that up.
"You're so beautiful," my son said sighed, kissing me tenderly.
We spent a long time just kissing deeply, but slowly and with so much love flowing between us. We held each other close, savoring the warm feeling of our naked skin touching all the way along our bodies. I have no idea how much time went by, but before long our hands were gently exploring each other's form, taking the time to caress each other we didn't have the patience for until we came.
After a while, Jacob kissed a trail down my neck and onto my chest. I turned onto my back and watched him fondle and suckle my tits. He was so adoring I nearly started sobbing again, but the awakening tingles in my pussy grew stronger than anything else I was feeling. After all, I was watching my own son feast on my rigid nipples and my pulse was going faster. It was like he was he was nursing all over again, except that he was a beautiful man now and he wasn't nursing for mother's milk but mother's hot, erotic love. I knew at that moment that there would never be a time I would deny him anything he wanted within the confines of our bed.
I felt his cock stirring and growing thicker against the outside of my thigh, wondering if I was in for another merciless pounding. But he was so calm, so in awe of tasting deep of his mommy's nipples. His hand slipped between my thighs and lovingly stroked my pussy lips. I was already so full of his cum, but the warm caress of his fingers had my slit flushing with trickling mother cream. He smeared it around my sex lips and over my swelling clit.
Then his lips worked their way down my body in a trail of loving kisses, each one leaving its imprint on his mother's tingling skin. His mouth soon found my smoothly waxed peach and his tongue made a long, wet swipe up along my slit. I gasped deeply as he began licking my folds, dipping his tongue inside me and then darting higher to tease my clit.
"Ohhh, Jacob, baby, yessssss. Taste Mommy's pussy. That's it, darling. Love that pussy with your mouth," I moaned as he feasted and slurped on my dripping core.
With hungry patience, my son explored every inch of his mother's dew coated sex hole, coaxing more and more fuck honey to come oozing forth.
"I can taste myself in yourself pussy, Mom," he said, looking up at me with that devious gleam in his eye I must've seen a thousand times. But this time his lips and chin were glistening with his mother's fuck honey. It was lurid. So forbidden. His words an obscene taunt. Yet never in my life had I felt so loved or wanted. It took my amazing son to make me feel like a beautiful angel for once in my life. For that, I would give him anything and everything.
Yet as he patiently licked and fingered my pussy, driving my pleasure into the ozone, it was so clear that he wanted to give me more than any of the other men in my life. He was striving to stand above and beyond them. But in my eyes he had always been special.
By the time he slipped his fingers into my hole and started sucking my clit like he was sucking one of my nipples, my whole body began trembling. I was rising so quickly toward another climax, and the second his fingertips began scraping across my G spot I exploded, writhing against the mattress. With a louder scream of joy than I wanted to let out, my climax broke open as I squirted right into my son's face. The more I sprayed against him the more hungrily he sucked my clit and the harder he rubbed at my G spot until my orgasm left me as breathless as the first one.
When I recovered, I had him change places with me, determined to give him as much as he'd given me. I peppered his body with kisses, bringing my hand to his swollen cock and stroking him while I tasted his damp, salty flesh. His breathing started to change the closer I worked my lips along his body toward that long, thick cock. I kissed the head first, tasting his precum along with the traces of my recently fucked pussy. You just can't even know what it feels like to taste your sex juice on your own son's cock for the first time until you finally do it. And after being so soundly fucked, then so lovingly eaten and fingered, my slit was hot and wet as ever.



Jacob's moan of approval was all I needed to hear. My tongue went out and licked the head of his cock, then slid all the way down his impressive shaft to those smoothly shaven balls. I took his pole in hand and lightly stroked him while I licked his balls, taking each one into my mouth for a gentle suck. His precum was oozing like nectar and wetting his meaty shank as my hand rose and fell.
"Oh, Mom, oh fuck, that feels so good," he sighed.
Looking up, I caught him watching me like a hawk. "It's Mommy's job to make you feel good, baby," I told him with a girlish smile. "Mommy's gonna make you feel like a man."
Then I licked up the length of his cock, swirling my tongue around the ridge of his head. I had to take a moment just to study it. I'd never seen anything so perfect before. My son's big column of rock hard man flesh was like a piece of classic sculpture, except it was hot and silky to my lips. The taste so tangy and heady. I loved running my tongue all around his balls and the base of his shaft where he'd shaved himself all the way down to that warm, smooth skin. But then I had to work my way back to the top and take the head of his rod into my mouth.
My lips caressed that pulsing flesh like a sweet delicacy, my son's moans of pleasure warming my heart and pussy alike. I began sucking and bobbing my head up and down his pole, working the lower end with my hand at the same time. I've always enjoyed sucking a nice cock, but Jacob's cock was magnificent and I loved every delicious second. I knew right then that I was made for this, for pleasing him in every way I could. He was soon moaning deeply, his moans punctuated by gasps for air. His body was squirming on the mattress. He kept trying to speak but all that came out of his mouth were stray syllables of pleasure. I loved knowing I could do this to my gorgeous boy, and I knew it was going to be a pleasure I could give him over and over again.
When he felt the finger of my free hand probing toward his asshole, he shifted and lifted his legs high to give me access. Finding his starbud more easily now, I slipped my finger into his ass and gently slipped it in and out while I sucked his delicious flesh as if I'd been born to bring him pleasure.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh, Mommmmm," my baby croaked, his cock pulsating hot and hard between my lips. I knew he was rising closer to his peak, and I was preparing myself to take everything he had to give me. "Mom, I'm gonna...I'm gonna...oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he cried.
Suddenly his marble shaft swelled thicker and harder just seconds before that first, tangy burst of cum erupted into my mouth. More and more spurts jetted out of his cock as I swallowed each one, taking his delectable essence deep into my belly. I kept sucking and swallowing until his spurting subsided and stopped, then let him out of my mouth with a dramatic smacking sound.
"Holy fuck," my baby sighed, looking at me like he'd never seen me before. I couldn't help giggling under his stunned gaze, feeling proud of myself for giving him something so special.
I snuggled up beside him and we kissed. He didn't flinch at the taste of his cock in his mother's mouth, and we kissed for a long time. My pussy was aching for his cock again, but we also needed to catch our breath and rest a while. We had all the time we would ever need for anything and everything now.
"I love you so much," he sighed dreamily.
"I love you even more," I said.
We were both getting sleepy. Resting my face against his chest, I kissed his nipple and wondered when my boy had become such an incredible man. Maybe that part wasn't important. What mattered more than anything else was that he was my man. For now and always.
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There was a soft knock on Lily's bedroom door, but then it opened before she could call out. The raven haired twenty year old froze. At least the sheet was covering the lower half of her very thickly curved body. Her knees were raised and parted just wide enough for her hand to fit between her hefty legs. She was dripping wet and had two fingers deeply embedded in her freshly shaved pussy. As her father stood in the doorway, he couldn't see what she was doing with her hand, but she was mortified to think he might be able to tell from her face, or maybe even smell the scent of her girlish arousal.
She was so close to cumming that he could probably see the telltale flush in her cheeks. But the intense heat in her facial features was now just as much from embarrassment as the arousal she'd been indulging until now.
Lily stared at her father like a deer caught in the headlights. Her fingers were still tucked inside the entrance to her pussy. She didn't dare move her hand for fear he would realize what she was doing. As it was, she barely had time to yank her left hand out from under her oversized T shirt as she'd been roughly squeezing her enormous tits. She was so embarrassed to think her daddy was going to notice her stiff nipples. It was hard to imagine how much more embarrassing it would be if her handsome father actually caught her touching herself.
"I'm glad you're still awake, honey. I need to talk to you about something," he said softly. There was a serious look on his face.
"Uhh, sure, Daddy." It was a relief he didn't seem to notice anything out of the ordinary, yet she was dazed and disoriented from being interrupted in the middle of her intimate privacy.
Lily thought he was just going to say whatever it was from the doorway, but he came into the room and sat on the side of her bed. Now she didn't dare move the hand between her legs or he would notice for sure. She was only wearing that big T shirt, which was pushed up just below her boobs which were swinging free and braless. Between the T shirt and the sheet, the gentle rolls of her soft tummy were exposed. Bruce, Lily's dad, only briefly noticed the exposed portion of skin. His eyes drifted curiously across the outward dents of her swollen nipples in the fabric of her shirt. He almost looked confused for a moment, but then his expression returned to its gravely serious cast.
"Honey," he started, then paused. "I don't know how to even bring this up."
"What's wrong, Daddy?" she said, frowning. She could tell it was something really serious and it broke her sweet, young heart to see him looking so sad. Even so, she wished he would look away long enough to let her take her fingers out of her pussy.
"It's about your mother, honeybun."
"Oh. Is everything okay? Did something happen?" Now the girl knew something bad was coming. Over the past year, her mother was almost never home at night. She'd been going out and often staying out all night with different men who were much younger. Some of them were almost as young as Lily, and they were the types of guys she couldn't imagine going out with herself. But they were also the type of guys who weren't interested in thickly rounded girls like Lily. They sure didn't mind those EE tits, but they always liked melons like that much better on scrawny women like her mother.
"I'm afraid she's gone for good this time," Bruce finally announced. "You know how she was supposed to be spending the weekend with her cousin, Jeannine? Well, I'm afraid she's not coming back."
"Ohh, Daddy, noooo," Lily said. She started crying, but not because her mother wasn't coming home. Her tears were for her father's broken heart. "Daddy, we both know Mom wasn't spending the weekend with her cousin."
Bruce nodded. His wife's extra-marital activities stopped being a secret months before. "I told her she wasn't welcome to come back. It's finally over, honey."
"Daddy, I'm so sorry."
Lily sat up and leaned over to hug her father. She got her left arm around him and used the distraction to finally pull her wet fingers free of her pussy hole. The feeling of her fingers sliding out of her slit while holding onto her father made her dizzy. She felt a flash of totally inappropriate pleasure, but it was hardly the first time she'd ever felt that kind of sensation around her father. This was more intense, though. For one thing, she'd never had her fingers anywhere near her pussy while hugging her dad even though she'd imagined it at least a thousand times.
Her T shirt fell down to cover her belly, but the sheet shifted from the movement of the hand coming out from between her legs and going around his body like the other one. It felt like her pussy was now exposed to the open air. At least Bruce couldn't see that as he hugged her back, but his large body was mashing into her immense boobs which felt so good it distracted her from his serious announcement. She was still crying, even though she couldn't be happier that her mother was finally gone. She wondered if he'd be upset to know she was crying tears of joy. It was better to let him keep thinking she was upset.
"It's gonna be okay, honeybun," Bruce said, pulling back so there were just a few inches between their faces. He was still close enough that the tips of his daughter's monumental tits were touching him through their clothes. "You don't have to cry. Everything's gonna be alright, I promise."
Bruce's eyes were moist, but he was smiling at his baby girl, making her feel warm inside as he wiped the tears from her cheeks with his thumbs. It was a different kind of warmth than the wet arousal of her pussy, but she was definitely feeling both at the same time.
"I know, Daddy. I really do. I'm just so mad at Mom for doing this to you. To us. I'm glad you made her go away. She's such a bitch."
"Now, now, sweetie, she's still your mother."
"Yeah, and she's a bitch, Daddy. You know I'm right. She cheated on both of us."
Bruce nodded and smiled. "You're right, sweetheart. She did," he admitted. "But now it's just you and me. You're the woman of the house now."
Lily's heart skipped a beat at the thought. She knew if she had a man like her dad she would never cheat on him. She'd stay home and make him happy in whatever way he needed. She only wished she could make her father as happy as he made her.
"I'm sorry I didn't talk to you about it first. I've been thinking about it for a while, but I got so upset during our phone call earlier that I'm afraid I just lost my cool and told her not to come back. I hope you can forgive me, sweetie."
"There's nothing to forgive, Dad. You know I would've said to tell her off. I'll always support whatever you decide. And I'll always be here for you no matter what. I'll never treat you the way Mom has," she said without thinking of all the ways her father could take her meaning.
Bruce smiled warmly and stroked his daughter's cheek. "You're the sweetest girl in the world," he told her. "I love you so much. But I know I'll have to let you go someday when some guy comes along and sweeps you off your feet."
"I promise, Dad. I'll never leave you like she did," Lily vowed.
Bruce couldn't help smiling. He reached up and touched her pretty face. He was looking at her with that expression he always had that made her feel like she was some kind of miracle. It always made her blush, especially when he gave her that look in front of other people, like at all her birthday parties or on her graduation day.
"How could any girl ever be sweeter or more loving than you? But it's not your job to worry about your dad, honeybun," he said. "It's my job to worry about you."
"But Dad, you said I'm the woman of the house now, right?"
"I guess I did say that," he chuckled.
"And it's the woman of the house's job to look after the man of the house. I mean, they look after each other, right?"
"Yes, baby, of course. But that was just a figure of speech. It wouldn't be fair to hold you to that. Besides, one of these days you're gonna meet some nice guy on campus and end up being the woman of your own house. I love you, and I always want you to be happy."
"I'll be happy just being the woman of this house right here. Our house, Daddy."
Bruce sighed in defeat, but with a warm smile that made his daughter's skin tingle. "You're an impossible little girl, you know that, honeybun?"
"But I'm your impossible little girl," she said, hugging him again.
"You'll always be my impossible little girl." He hugged her back tightly, mashing his large, solid body against her huge melons.
They hugged for a long time in silence, and Lily thought her dad might be enjoying the way her tits felt against his body. Her pussy was still so wet and just as tingly as ever, even more so now that she knew her dreadful mother was out of the picture. He started stroking her silky, black hair and her back. It made her feel like she was melting against him. But then she frowned with worry, even though he couldn't see because of the way they were hugging.
"Um, Dad. I guess I'm not so little, though."
Bruce pulled back and held her face in hands. "Is that something you worry about, honeybun? Being bigger than other girls?"
Lily nodded, her face between a pout and a frown. "Not always. Sometimes, I guess."
"Some men think that's beautiful," he told her. "And as far as I'm concerned, you're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen."
She buried her face against his shoulder and hugged him tightly. "You always know how to make me feel good, Daddy."
"I'm the man of the house," he reminded her, stroking her back again. "It's my job to make to the woman of the house feel good."
Lily giggled, and her father cleared his throat nervously, realizing his choice of words wasn't exactly what he intended. But he was still hugging her tightly, and they kept hugging for a long time before he awkwardly pulled away and looked at her.
"If you're sure you're alright then we should both get some sleep," he said. "It's been a pretty intense night."
"It's good news, Daddy. You'll see," Lily promised.
"What would I do without you?"
"You'll never have to find out."
Bruce chuckled. "There goes my impossible little girl again."
As he got up to go, Lily caught her father glancing down to where the sheet had pulled down to expose her still wet pussy just below the bunched up hem of her T shirt. He gazed for a moment before he seemed to remember he was looking at something he wasn't supposed to, but Lily's heart raced as she could tell he liked the way her smooth, puffy peach looked. He turned and left without another word and the moment he shut the door, his daughter's hand went back between her stout thighs and rubbed at her slit.
Lily could hardly contain her excitement. Her mother was finally gone and she had her dad all to herself. She had the same two fingers pushing back inside her excited pussy even before she heard her father's bedroom door close. She pushed her other hand back under her T shirt and squeezed her aroused nipples while she fingered herself to one of the fastest orgasms she'd ever had.
Afterward, she felt like she was floating on Cloud Nine. She was ecstatic to know her mother was never coming home, but then she also started to think of her father. He wasn't just her dad, he was also a husband, and she realized his marriage had come to an end after twenty years. No matter how much the girl's mother might have cheated and lied, it still had to be hard on him. She decided to go check on him.
In just her oversized T shirt, Lily went down the hall to her dad's room and was about to knock when she heard him moan from inside. She listened, practically holding her breath until she heard it again. He wasn't moaning over the loss of his wife. Lily knew that sound. She'd heard it before dozens of times when she'd listened to him stroking his cock in the bathroom. This was the first time she'd heard him jerking off in his bedroom, and she was sure it was because he knew his soon to be ex-wife wasn't coming home. He was free to do what he wanted now.
Lily masturbated again, right there in the hall outside her father's bedroom door, as she listened to his moans grow louder and deeper. She was dying to see his cock naked and hard, swollen with the desire she knew he must be feeling for her. The way he had gazed at her accidentally exposed pussy left her without a doubt. With careful fingers, she held herself right on the edge and waited until her father was cumming so she could cum at the same time. It felt so good she nearly cried out with joy. That night she slept like a baby.
The next couple of weeks were the best of Lily's life so far. Except for the two of them going to their own rooms every night and masturbating separately, it was like being newlyweds. Lily was so happy to have her father's undivided attention, and neither of them had to worry about what kind of overblown drama could walk through the door at any time. It was just the two of them now, and Lily could see how much happier her father was. In just those two weeks, Lily and Bruce went out to dinner and/or the movies more than in the past two years combined. He treated her like a princess wherever they went, opening doors for her, holding her chair as she sat down in restaurants.
In one place, their waitress even remarked on what a cute couple they made. Lily beamed with pride while her father actually blushed. He started to explain that Lily was his daughter but she stopped him and thanked the waitress, adding that she and her man were very happy together. Bruce had stared at his daughter in surprise, but she only giggled happily and asked him if it wasn't true. He rolled his eyes but said he couldn't deny the fact that he was happier than ever.
The end of every night found the affectionate father and daughter snuggling on the family sofa in front of the TV. Lily loved the safe feeling of sitting there with her father's arm around her, and the way he'd turn and kiss the top of her head without warning. She always made sure to sit and cuddle so her mountainous boobs were pressing up to him. It never failed to make her body tingle with heat to be so close. There were a few times she could tell he was excited too, since the evidence of a man's arousal was so much harder to hide. Lily thought so many times of touching that huge bulge in her dad's pants, but she was so afraid of his reaction. The last thing she wanted to do was scare him away.
She knew her father was still masturbating every night just like she was. She didn't know what he was thinking about, even though he did often get hard with her on the couch. But he still made comments here and there about her meeting someone and starting a new life of her own, to which she always reminded him she was the woman of the house now and wasn't going anywhere. Lily knew her dad had no idea how determined she was to stay away from any relationships that would interfere with her happiness at home.
After a few more weeks, Lily was getting frustrated. Her father had gradually started treating her more and more like his wife until he was doing so in every way except the one his daughter wanted the most. The most frustrating part was that those huge boners she spotted in his pants were becoming more and more frequent. She didn't know how he was able to keep resisting the way he was. And for the first time in her life, Lily felt truly beautiful and desired, which only made her plight feel that much more impossible.
Those erections were all the proof she needed that he meant what he said about thinking she was beautiful, and he was growing more and more careless about trying to hide them. It was almost like he wanted her to know how she affected him. Maybe he was teasing her as much as she was teasing him.
Meanwhile, Lily was keeping up with her college courses and getting the excellent grades she always had. In addition, she started going to the grocery store every week, washing all the laundry at home and cooking meals on the nights her father didn't get to it first. One afternoon he told her not to worry about doing all those domestic chores and to concentrate on her classes, but she assured him none of what she was doing was affecting her work at school. Bruce took her into his arms with a wistful sigh and held her close. As always, her impossibly huge bust was mashing against him while he held her from the base of her spine.
"You're the most amazing girl," he told her with a loving smile. "But I don't want you feeling pressured to be doing all these things your mother used to do."
"I don't, Dad. I do those things because I want to. It makes me feel good to take care of you, silly."
"What am I ever going to do with you?" he grinned. Lily could tell he was proud of her.
"I can think of a few things," she giggled, wiggling her eyebrows in both a comical and suggestive way.
He rolled his eyes, laughing at her joke, but the two kept holding each other and looking into each other's eyes. Usually, he'd push her away at this point, but that day he just kept his arms around her and leaned his head over and buried his face between her neck and shoulder.
"Baby, you're so beautiful," he said, lightly kissing her neck.
Lily gasped softly. Her nipples went stiff against his broad, solid body and there was a rush of heat between her thighs.
"Oh, Daddy," she sighed, "I love you so much."
"I love you too, honeybun."
Then he brought his face in front of hers again, and after looking at her intensely for a moment or two, he leaned in and gently kissed her lips. Lily made a purring sound and kissed him back. It was a light, exploratory kiss, not hungry and deep but definitely not a father-daughter kiss, either. Lily's lips parted just enough to let the tip of her tongue come through and touch her father's lips. She thought her heart would explode when he opened his mouth and took her tongue inside, meeting the wet swirl of hers with his own. He kissed her deeply for a long time, letting his hands drift lower, until he was clasping the big, pliant cheeks of her ass through her yoga pants.
Lily was in heaven, and she couldn't have been happier when she felt the rapidly growing hardness in her father's pants as they kissed like true lovers, meant only for each other and never anyone else. She felt her pussy flush hot and fast, soaking the scant panties under her leggings. She ground her body against her father's solid erection, marveling at its impressive size and hardness. Bruce moaned into his daughter's mouth, his strong hands kneading into the copious flesh of her spherical ass.
With her smooth slit dripping into her panties, Lily took her biggest chance yet as she slipped her hand between their bodies and felt that luscious man stalk straining the front of his pants. Even touching his cock through his clothes came as an electric shock to the girl's entire system. Bruce moaned harder and deeper, inspiring his daughter to begin massaging his shaft through his pants. She couldn't wait to feel that incredible column of flesh shoving its way inside her curvaceous body.
But then, all too soon, Bruce came to his senses, breaking off their magical kiss and looking at his daughter with a guilty expression.
"Honeybun," he said in a pained voice, "I'm your father. We can't be doing this."
Lily kept fondling his cock. "Yes, we can, Dad," she replied. "I'm yours now. I'll never do what she did to you. Just take me, Daddy. Take me now and make it official."
With her hand on his cock, Bruce went through a long moment of personal chaos that was evident on his face. What man ever wanted any beautiful girl to stop touching his cock once he was hard and throbbing? "But I'm your dad," he repeated several times, as if he wasn't sure it was true. Finally, he said, "Forgive me, honeybun." Then he managed to pull himself out of the hug and practically stagger out of the room with that enormous bulge in the front of his pants.



Lily was disappointed, to say the very least, not to mention throbbing with need. She leaned against the kitchen counter and thrust her hand into her leggings, inside her panties, and started rubbing her clit. She was hoping her father would change his mind and come back to find her driving herself to yet another climax brought on by her incestuous love for him. She made no effort to be quiet about what she was doing. If anything, she wanted him to hear how hard she would cum for him.
The twenty year old fingered her clit and moaned loudly, making sure she could be heard from anywhere in the house. Knowing her father could hear, she called out to him, begging him to end her misery.
"Fuck, Daddy, yes!" she cried. "Daddy I need that cock. Fuck me! Make me your woman!"
It was easier to say those things without having to look him in the eye, but knowing he could hear her drove Lily to her orgasm even faster. She was soon gasping and crying out with pleasure that made her whole, chunky body shiver and shake. After, she went to the foot of the stairs and could hear her father upstairs masturbating with his door open. He was doing the same thing, calling out her name, crying out how hard he was for his honeybun, until he groaned deeply. Lily knew he was cumming for her. In the aftermath, she was only more determined that she and her dad should embark on the relationship they were meant for, no matter how forbidden it was to the rest of the world.
Sometime the next day, Bruce was at work and Lily was home between classes. She remembered that he had a box in his room with his late parents' wedding rings. It wasn't hard to find, and she was overjoyed to find that her grandmother's ring fit her perfectly. She slipped it onto her ring finger and felt her pulse quicken. She took her grandfather's ring and put it on her dad's pillow with a note that said she was wearing the other one.
Over the next few days, Bruce managed to hold his desires under control. Lily actually felt mad that it seemed so easy for him to do, but she understood why he did it. He thought he was doing the right thing for his daughter, but that was just social conditioning. She knew he wanted her as much as she wanted him. They didn't talk about what happened that day in the kitchen, but she caught him looking at her ring finger and smiling when he didn't think she could see. That took the edge off her disappointment in not seeing the other ring on his finger.
No one at school noticed that Lily was wearing a ring now, except her friend, Marcy, pretty much the only person she was close to on campus. Lily didn't stay in touch with anyone from high school, and Marcy was the closest friend she had in college. While other people weren't paying Lily very much attention, except the guys who stared at her chest and nothing else, Marcy noticed the ring the first time they sat down to have lunch between classes.
"I know you didn't suddenly get married without telling me," Marcy laughed, "so what's with the ring?"
Lily felt herself blush before she could answer. Her friend could tell there was something big going on in her personal life, and she wasn't the sort of person to let it go without digging deeper.
Marcy and Lily became friends during their first year on campus. They had been in a couple of the same classes and had a lot in common. Marcy was also a big, curvy girl. Her tits were smaller than Lily's but her ass was even bigger. She was also as pretty as Lily, but her blonde hair was the one, noticeable contrast between the two. Being built on a similar scale meant they understood what life was like for each other. They had shared many of their innermost secrets and feelings, although Lily had never said anything to Marcy about her feelings for her father. That was the kind of thing a girl could never tell anyone, but Lily loved her father enough that she was willing to live a secret life, if that's what it took.
"It's just my grandma's old ring. I just put it on to remember her," Lily explained unconvincingly.
Marcy raised a skeptical eyebrow. "You met someone. Obviously someone important," the imposing blonde retorted.
"No," Lily insisted, although her blush deepened even more and betrayed the lie. "It's just grandma's..." her voice trailed off.
"Suuuure," Marcy replied in the kind of tone that told her dark haired friend she didn't believe a word.
They spent the next few minutes talking about their classes, but then Lily caught her friend looking at her with an expression of realization. A wicked smile suddenly graced the blonde's pouty lips.
"Your mom and dad broke up not long ago, didn't they?" Marcy asked.
Lily got flustered and couldn't reply quickly. She stammered a little, and then said, "I don't see what that has to do with anything."
Marcy just smiled knowingly. "I don't blame you," she said pointedly. "He's hot, for one thing. And I see the way he looks at you every time I'm at your house, especially since it's just you and him now."
Lily tried her best to be cool and casual, but she knew her nervous reactions were giving the truth away. At least it was Marcy, the best friend she'd ever had. Even so, how could she ever explain falling in love with her own father, even to her closest friend?
"That's just crazy," Lily tried once more to deflect. "Seriously, what kind of girl would get involved 'that way' with her own father?"
Marcy smiled coyly, taking a moment to consider what her friend said. "Maybe more than you think," she said cryptically. "Maybe even someone you know."
Lily stared at Marcy's face, not sure she could possibly be suggesting what it seemed. "Are you saying someone I know is in a, um, romantic relationship with her father?"
It took a few seconds, but Marcy nodded and smiled, not a trace of embarrassment on her face. Lily felt an initial moment of disbelief, but then a huge feeling of relief. Her big secret suddenly wasn't so secret anymore, and Marcy was obviously someone who wasn't judging her. Here was a friend she'd been able to talk to about almost anything, and now she realized she had someone she could talk to about everything.
"I have about a million questions for you right now," Lily said.
Marcy chuckled. "I can imagine. You can ask anything you want. Only you, though. I've never told anyone else."
Lily nodded. "Boy, can I understand that!" she snickered louder than she meant to.
A few heads turned to look, and the pair of curvy co-eds decided a public restaurant wasn't the best place to talk about anything so intimate as falling in love with their fathers. They finished eating without saying anything more, and then they took the short walk back onto campus where their cars were in the same parking lot. They went to Marcy's SUV and got inside where they could talk privately.
Sitting in the vehicle, half turned toward Lily on the passenger's side, the hem of Marcy's sun dress rode up high on her heavy thighs. Lily always admired the blonde's courage to wear short dresses with legs her size. Her legs were so shapely and looked baby smooth with a nice buttery tan. Lily liked wearing dresses sometimes, but she never dared wearing anything around school as short as what Marcy was wearing now. The dark haired girl usually wore yoga pants and T shirts, which were pretty revealing sometimes but at least made her feel covered. Her tits were so large they were impossible to hide. Marcy's were smaller, but she was proud of her smooth, bouncy C cups.
Marcy didn't waste any time getting to the point. "Are you and your dad having sex yet?" she asked.
Lily sighed and shook her head. "Not because I haven't been trying," she pouted.
Marcy nodded understandingly. "He will, though. I've seen the way he looks at you, too. Let me guess, he's trying to resist you because he says it's wrong."
"Yeah, how did you know?"
"Well I didn't. Not really. But he's so much like my dad."
"Mmm, yeah, that's true."
Neither of the girls could suppress the smiles on their faces. Marcy was obviously just as relieved as Lily to know she had a confidante she could trust with the biggest secret of her life.
"I can't believe we're really sitting here talking about...well..." Lily still felt a little embarrassed.
Marcy's smile turned wicked. "I get that. Buuuut..." she heaved a deep sigh that threatened to push her tits out of her low cut dress, "nothing feels like a nice, hard dick going in your pussy from someone who loves you as much as only your dad can. After that, there's no going back."
Lily blushed. She couldn't count the number of times she'd imagined exactly what her friend was describing.
"So ... when did you know you wanted him to be more than just your dad?"
Marcy smiled over the treasured memory. "Hmm, like forever," she giggled briefly. "But it was more like a few years ago that the fantasies started. The really hot ones, I mean." She punctuated the point with another nervous giggle.
Lily couldn't control the way her pussy clenched and flushed with warmth as she thought of getting what she really needed. She wondered if the conversation was having the same effect on her curvy, blonde friend.
"You're so lucky," the dark haired girl said softly, as if speaking to herself.
"Hey, it wasn't easy," the blonde pointed out. "So many times I never thought it would happen. But ... it finally did last year."
"How did you get together finally?"
"You mean how did I finally get Daddy to fuck me?"
Both girls laughed. Lily was relieved to feel the tension lift a little more, although Marcy's indelicate language made her pussy squeeze. "That's a really perverted thing to ask," she admitted.
"Maybe for someone else, but not for me. Not for girls like us," Marcy said.
As she nodded her agreement, Lily felt like their friendship was growing deeper in a whole new way. They were sharing something much more intense and personal than the average pair of friends. It gave her a feeling of hope. If things could work out like this for Marcy, then why not for her too? "Yeah, girls like us," she repeated thoughtfully. But she was still dying to know how it began for her friend and her dad.
"He took me by surprise," Marcy began explaining. "He takes me out for these really nice dinners every couple of weeks, right?"
Lily nodded.
"And I always dress my best for him. I like making him look proud of me, and that time I put on my nicest black dress. It's not super short, but it's cut really low and shows off the girls," she giggled, hefting her boobs with her hands for emphasis.
Lily laughed along with her. She was just as guilty of using her abundant cleavage to get her father's attention.
Marcy explained how this particular night about a year ago, she was having dinner with her father and he was getting tongue-tied trying to tell her something. He finally came out and admitted that he understood that she felt about him the way daughters aren't supposed to feel about their dads.
He told Marcy: "You're absolutely the most beautiful girl I've seen anywhere, ever. It makes me feel so proud, and well, honestly, more than a little excited that a girl as young and beautiful as you could feel that way about me. And while I'm being perfectly honest, I do have certain, uhhh, moments where I feel that way about you too. But it's wrong, darling, and we can never act on these feelings."
The voluptuous young blonde had felt so deflated when her father told her those things. She felt like she was losing the love of her life before she ever had him. She felt like crying but didn't want to make a scene in the restaurant. She was subdued and didn't have much to say for the rest of the dinner. When they left the restaurant, her father put his arm around her in a soothing gesture, the way he'd done for many years. She snuggled into him the way she always had to feel safety and comfort, even if he was the reason she was in a mood of despair.
"You see," Marcy told her friend, "my father is one of those men who says something important and then stands behind his words. He's not the kind of guy who changes his mind once it's made up. That's why I was shocked by what happened when we were walking back to the car."
Lily knew she was about to hear something so important and secret as to bond the two girls as friends for life. She felt her pussy growing warmer and wetter in anticipation. It wasn't that she was ever attracted to another girl, but Marcy's experience with her father was too exciting to ignore. God, how Lily wanted the same thing.
"It was kind of a long walk back to the car and before we got there my dad put his hand on my ass. I was so surprised I couldn't breathe. He wasn't squeezing it or anything, just resting his hand there feeling the way my big cheek moved while I was walking. I didn't say anything because I was so afraid he'd take his hand away."
Lily's pussy felt even warmer. She couldn't count the number of times she'd imagined feeling her father's hand on her ass and hearing her friend's play-by-play account of her experience was making her pussy grow hot and moist inside her leggings. She thought of the way her father had fondled her ass during that kiss in the kitchen.
"It was my dad's way of thinking it over," Marcy went on. "But I was so happy just to have him touching me like that I couldn't think about anything else. When we got to the car he pulled me into a hug. He started squeezing my ass and stroking my cheek with the other hand. Oh, Lily, my heart was just racing. And, ummm, just having Dad touch my ass like that was already making me wet. When I felt his dick getting swollen in his pants it got even worse."
Lily sighed deeply. Marcy was making her think of the times Lily had seen her own father's excited cock making such an impressive looking bulge in his pants. She remembered the way his rigid shaft felt when she touched it that day in the kitchen like it was yesterday. The raven haired girl's pussy was aching and she could feel herself soaking through her panties.
"Just hearing about it is making me wet, too," Lily admitted with an embarrassed giggle.
"Yeah, I can tell," the blonde snickered. "You're soaking right through your leggings."
Lily gasped in surprise as she caught Marcy looking at the wet spot in her yoga pants. Then the blonde smiled and lifted the hem of her dress, spreading her thick legs as far as she could in her seat. She revealed an equally wet spot on the crotch of her white panties, and the two curvy co-eds laughed.
"So now you know just telling you about it is making me wet, too," the blonde admitted. "I can't believe how good it feels to finally be able to tell someone about the love of my life."
Then she pulled the wet gusset of her panties aside and exposed her damp slit. She started stroking her pussy lips as Lily's eyes went even wider. After realizing Marcy wasn't going to stop fingering herself just because her friend was watching, Lily pushed her hand into her yoga pants and started rubbing her own aroused slit.
"What happened next?" the raven haired beauty encouraged her friend to say more.
Marcy went on to describe how her father kept fondling her ass in that restaurant parking lot and how she had brazenly rubbed her body against the rock hard bulge in his pants. He was still stroking the girl's pretty face with his other hand while he looked at her with a storm of conflicting emotions in his eyes. But his daughter now knew his moral resolve was weakening.
"This is so wrong," he told her.
"Not for us, Daddy," she replied immediately. "In case you haven't noticed, I'm a big girl now and I know what I want."
Marcy then admitted to Lily that she started feeling her father's cock through his pants before he had a chance to reply. They were both fingering their hot pussies even faster and harder than before. The blonde couldn't help dragging her panties off, giving Lily an unobstructed view of her smooth slit and deftly searching fingers. Lily was taken aback, never having seen another girl masturbate before, but the fact that the two of them were now so turned on by the same, incestuous desires created an air of intimacy between them that bonded their friendship more deeply than either of them had ever felt. Lily pulled her hand from her pussy long enough to push her leggings and panties to her ankles.
Now, both girls holding their incredibly thick, shapely thighs open in front of each other, they kept fingering themselves while the blonde continued her taboo confession.
"I can't believe I was finally touching my father's cock," the blonde admitted. "I'd imagined it so many times and he was even bigger and harder than I thought. He told me again how wrong it was to be doing that, but his hand went under my dress and he kept feeling my ass. Lily, I was so wet I couldn't believe it."
"You're so lucky," the other girl cooed, slipping a finger into her hole to pump herself while she listened.
"I was just about to unzip his pants right there outside the car. I didn't even care if somebody saw. But Dad unlocked the car and got me inside as fast as he could. Oh, Lily, he kissed me like nobody ever before. The way he used his tongue in my mouth made me want it in my pussy as soon as possible, but being in the car he got there with his fingers first. Oh fuck, he just yanked my sopping wet panties aside and fingered me until I was moaning in his mouth.
"I couldn't take my hands off his cock and when I started unzipping his pants he just let me. When I got his big pole out and got my hands around it I thought I was just gonna explode."
Lily whimpered at the thought and drove another finger into her pussy. Marcy was watching her fingers pump her wet hole but she didn't care. It was hot and exciting, but at the same time there was something else about it that made Lily feel good. Beyond anything sexual, it was two of the closest friends sharing the most tender intimacy. She'd never felt so close to any other friend in her life, and she was just as intent on watching the blonde rub and mash her swollen clit while she admitted her deepest secret.
"I just leaned over and took Dad's huge dick in my mouth," Marcy confessed. "God, he was so hard and he tasted so good! I love the way he started moaning when I sucked that hot thing like a big piece of candy. I practically squirted just having my dad in my mouth, but I did the best I could to make it last and gave him my mouth and tongue until he finally groaned and squirted his daddy juice right in my mouth. I swallowed every delicious spurt. He kissed me even deeper after that. I knew he would always be mine."
Marcy then explained how her father took her home that night and got so excited he fucked her twice before they finally fell asleep around three a.m.
Lily started gasping and moaning, rocking her big, thick body as hard as she could in the car seat. She was rapidly hurtling toward an intense climax, and she could tell Marcy's pleasure was rising right along with her own. Both girls kept watching each other as they masturbated furiously, driving themselves to a shared explosion of intimate pleasure. It was the kind of moment only two daughters of the same mind could ever share.
After they came, the girls both giggled at themselves, but neither one of them felt the least bit embarrassed. If anything, Lily was more determined than ever to seek the kind of love from her father that her blonde friend had already been enjoying.
Lily got back to her house a couple of hours before her father was due home from work. The earlier part of her afternoon with Marcy had left her in a hopeful mood. She first went to her room to change out of her sodden panties and yoga pants. She put on fresh panties and a pair of workout shorts. Without removing her T shirt completely, she worked her way out of her bra. She hated wearing it at home. It was much more comfortable without it, and she loved the way her father would pretend not to gaze at her huge, swaggering tits.



As usual, she went back down to the kitchen to start making dinner for two. Bruce would tell her she should be studying or hanging out with her friends instead of doting on him. But she loved to, and she knew he really loved his baby girl's attention. There was no mistaking the pleased glint in his eyes, and there were few things that made Lily feel as good as knowing she was the one to put it there.
When Bruce finally came home, he was instantly drawn to the kitchen by the smells of the meal his daughter was cooking. She greeted her father with a bright smile and turned to face him with her mountainous tits straining against her shirt. She was pleased to notice his eyes take a lingering look at her mounds before moving back up to her face.
"I can't believe you're home and cooking dinner again," he said.
"I know, Daddy, but there's nothing else I'd rather be doing."
"It smells amazing, honeybun."
He was smiling at her, but his eyes kept dropping down to the twin bulges in her shirt. Lily was so pleased to have his attention on her body that her nipples enlarged and made dents in her shirt right before his admiring eyes. She crossed the room toward him, making sure to put a nice sway to her heavily rounded hips and make her tits jounce with every step. Her heart was racing as she thought about Marcy's story that afternoon. She couldn't wait to go back to her friend with a story of her own.
Lily hugged her father where he was standing in the doorway, making sure to squash her big, firm melons against him.
"Oh, Daddy, I hope you like what's on the menu tonight. I just want to make you happy."
"No one could ever make me happier, baby girl."
"Mmmmm." Lily pressed her face against her father's shoulder and relished the feel of his body mashing her jugs. He held her close for a long time, and before long his hands drifted onto the large, round spheres of her ass. He even started to knead his fingers lightly into her sumptuous flesh, making her pulse race with excitement. She lifted her face to his, giving him a chance to kiss her while he was fondling her ass. He took it, kissing her lips tenderly at first, but then taking her mouth deeply, pushing his tongue inside against hers. Lily was swooning and ecstatic to feel his cock growing hard against her.
Bruce kissed his girl deeply while his hands began kneading her plump ass cheeks harder. Lily squirmed all over his cock which was beginning to feel huge as it strained against his pants. With her tits rubbing against him, too, she wanted to make sure her father had no reason to doubt how much his loving baby wanted him to be her lover. She kissed him back like it was her first time kissing, and at the same time she finally started to slip her hand between them to feel the rock hard bulge in his pants. As she began to explore the exciting feel of her father's solid shaft, his moral conscience suddenly kicked in.
"Baby, I'm so sorry," he said, breaking off their kiss. "You're so beautiful, and you're the best daughter a man could ever wish for ... but this is ... it's -- it's -- wrong, sweetheart. So wrong."
"Is love wrong, Daddy?"
"Of course not, baby. We just can't always express it the way we might want to."
"I don't care about that," she retorted, rubbing his cock through his pants. "And I can tell you love me that special way."
Bruce groaned as he reluctantly pushed his daughter's hand away from his cock. "Someday you'll thank me for being strong enough for both us, sweetie. Ummm, you've made such a wonderful dinner. I'm going to go take a shower and then we can eat together like always. We can both use a chance to, um, cool down."
Lily frowned in frustration as her father left to go upstairs, leaving her in the kitchen with a throbbing pussy. She knew he wanted her as much as she wanted him, and she kept thinking about Marcy's story. Her friend's determination bolstered her own courage to keep going after what she needed, and right then what she needed more than anything else was that big, hard pole she'd been feeling in her daddy's pants.
Waiting only a minute or two after she heard the water start running in the upstairs bathroom, Lily followed after her father. She stood in the hallway outside the door, knowing he was just inside, naked and probably still hard. She took off her shorts and top right there in the hallway, leaving them on the floor as she opened the door and stepped naked into the bathroom. Her heart was racing as she paused before sliding the shower stall door open, wondering if her dad would appreciate her big, extravagant curves as much naked as he seemed to when she was dressed.
Bruce was groaning. It certainly sounded like he was stroking his excited dick after growing so aroused in the kitchen. Lily knew it was now or never and slid the frosted glass door open. Her father turned in surprise, revealing a big, hard, soap-lathered cock in his fist. He gaped at his naked daughter with an open mouth, looking like he was trying to say something but not being able to form the words. Lily stepped into the shower with him and slid the door closed again. She giggled shyly but so pleased to see her father's wide open eyes take in her lushly appointed body.
Lily stepped close to her dad and took his cock in her hand. He moved his own hand out of the way and let her take over stroking his thick shaft.
"Mmmm, Daddy, I love your cock. And it's my job to take very good care of it."
Bruce moaned while his daughter's hand slipped easily along his soapy rod. She brought her other hand to his balls and caressed them while she stroked his shaft. His moaning grew deeper while he just watched in awe, his eyes darting back and forth between her enormous tits and cock-filled hands.
"Feel them, Daddy," she cooed. "I know you're dying to."
Bruce brought his hands to his daughter's hefty jugs and massaged them. Her abundant flesh overflowed his large hands. When he toyed roughly with her swollen nipples it made the aching drip in her pussy even worse.
"Do you like your daughter's big tits, Dad?" she cooed, never skipping a stroke along his cock.
"They're amazing, honeybun. So perfect. They feel so good."
"They're all yours now, Daddy," she promised. "No one else will ever touch them again."
"Good girl. Daddy wouldn't like that," he told her in a growly tone.
Lily's pulse was racing faster than ever. Her father was finally accepting what she always knew was inevitable.
"Same goes for my pussy," she giggled, taking one of his hands and guiding it downward toward her smoothly shaven mound. She uttered a long, loud moan as his fingers instantly explored her slit. She was wet and slippery long before stepping into the shower, and now the skillful stroke of her dad's fingers was making her honey flow like a river.
"I guess you're really sure about this, aren't you, angel?"
"Oh, yes, Dad. I've been sure for a long time."
Bruce smiled, as if a huge weight had finally been lifted off his shoulders. He leaned over and kissed his stoutly curvaceous daughter forcefully, driving his tongue into her mouth while his fingers delved deeper between her thighs. Lily whimpered happily and planted her feet wider apart, giving him room to push a finger up inside her slick hole. He alternated between sliding into her pussy and pulling out to rub her swollen clit. Her knees were beginning to feel weak from the pleasure and sheer excitement of finally seeing her dream come true.
Lily barely knew a climax was coming over her when she felt herself cum on her father's fingers. Her body and mind were reeling with joy as she got down on her knees and faced his imposing cock from scant inches away. She took hold of his shaft, aware of him watching her every move as she began stroking him and kissing the bulbous head. She was soon licking the top end of his shaft while her hand worked the lower end.
"That's soooo good, honeybun," he moaned. "Daddy's cock loves your tongue so much."
Lily giggled, pleased with herself. She wanted to make him feel so much better than anyone else in his life ever had, including her skanky mother. She suckled and licked his balls for a long time before sliding her tongue over his shaft again and again, making him moan from way down in his belly. She loved how he kept himself shaved all around his shaft and sack, allowing her agile tongue to encounter smooth skin wherever she licked.
"This big dick is all for me now, right, Daddy?" she asked, gazing up at him with imploring eyes. "You won't let anyone else have it anymore, will you?"
"Never, honeybun," he groaned. "You're Daddy's woman now, and Daddy's your man. Now show me how much my little girl loves that rock hard cock."
"Ohhhh, Daddy," she sighed with contentment.
She couldn't say more because the next thing she did was pull the end of his pole into her mouth. She loved the mild tang of his oozing precum while she began sucking his flesh, working the solid column of meat with her hand and lips at the same time.
"Oh, fuck, baby yes, that's so good," Bruce growled, beginning to rock his hips, fucking his pretty baby's mouth as she sucked against his thrusting.
Just having her father's big, aroused cock in her mouth for the first time was a life changing experience for Lily, but hearing and feeling the signs of the pleasure she was giving him was making her heart soar. She was never more sure that this was what she was meant for. Yet her pussy was aching and dripping like she'd never felt before, either. She slipped one hand between her legs and practically clawed at her bare, wet pussy while she sucked her man's rod as if her life depended on it.
Lily lost the ability to think beyond anything but the big, throbbing stalk of man meat in her mouth. She was born to please it. To make it throb and squirt rivers of delicious cum. But then her father was grasping at her and pulling her back to her feet. He kissed her desperately, both their bodies now wet from the shower while he greedily mashed his granite pole into the soft flesh of her belly. She whimpered weakly into his mouth, ready to do anything to pleasure him.
He left her breathless and dazed as he broke off their kiss and turned her around, pushing down on her neck. Lily bent over automatically, placing her hands on the shower wall for support. Her head was below the nozzle and the spray was hitting her lower back as she stuck her enormous, round ass back toward the man who had given her life.
"Take it, Daddy. It's yours," she cooed, rocking her hips in teasing anticipation.
"You're mine, honeybun," he growled softly, letting the tip of his cock touch her ass while he fingered her slit. He rubbed her juices upward, smearing them over the starbud of her of asshole. She moaned throatily in response and heard a devious chuckle from her father.
Then the tip of his cock replaced his fingers against her pussy lips. He spent some time just teasing her eager hole with the tip of his cock while he teased her asshole with the tip of a finger.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck me," Lily moaned. "Stop torturing your honeybun and give me that hard, fucking cock."
With a brief, throaty chuckle, Bruce finally began to sink his cock into her pussy. His thick shaft spread her pussy lips into a circle as the length of his rod went deeper inside her. The sensation of her father's fat, fleshy shaft grinding against the inner walls of her sheath was robbing the girl of her ability to breathe a normal breath. She knew she was now bonded to this cock forever and nothing in her life could compare to the pleasure and happiness she felt.
"Ohhh, fuck, baby," Bruce growled. "You feel so good. So tight. God, how I love your big, beautiful body."
Lily just whimpered in reply and started to huff for air as her father began pushing his pole in and out of her steaming snatch. Her heavy melons heaved and shook with each of his passionate thrusts, and he soon reached around to fondle her orbs while he drove his cock deep inside her again and again.
"Daddy, ohhh Daddy," she cried breathlessly. "Your cock feels amazing in me! Oh god, how I love you!"
Bruce was nothing like the boys Lily had played around with solely for practice. No. Her daddy was fucking her like a man in love, a man who needed her, giving her long, hard surges of cock shaft that rubbed against her G spot every time. Keeping one hand busy between both of her bulbously dangling boobs, Bruce brought the other to his baby girl's clit. He deftly massaged her throbbing nubbin while his steely shaft surged and pumped her core.
"Oh, Daddy! Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" she cried as the first orgasm took over her entire body, making thick, curvy limbs shake and shiver.
Behind her, her father was groaning and grunting with the strain of pumping his red hot organ harder and harder into her slippery core. Lily thought the rippling clench of her pussy during her orgasm would surely make him cum, but he only began thrusting faster, more desperately.
"Arrrgggg, fuck, baby girl!" Bruce called out. "Your pussy is the finest thing I've ever felt in my life. Daddy wants to fuck you forever!"
"Yes, Daddy, yes!" she squealed delightedly. The thought of being fucked forever by the big, granite-stiff cock of the man she adored made her head spin, and before she knew it was happening, another climax rippled through her jiggling body.
Bruce kept fucking his girl for a while longer, and yet another climax took her by storm. But this time, her father rose up and grabbed her wide hips, grunting as he pounded his cock relentlessly into her hole. She knew he was about to give her what she craved. Seconds later, her father's hammering rod exploded inside her, filling her deeply with man cream while yet another climax rocked her glorious body until she was dazed. Even though she didn't think she could take any more fucking without a rest, she was disappointed to feel her father's cock pull out of her body.
They spent a long time kissing and fondling each other, but finally finished washing and got out of the shower. They dried each other off, and then went downstairs and had their dinner naked. Bruce opened a bottle of wine and they toasted their new relationship. They made vows to each other, and Lily knew they would keep them because her father was a special man, and also because there was something even more special when two people were in love yet also shared the bond of a father and daughter.
Before they even got up from the table, Bruce got down on the floor between his daughter's wide open legs and spent the longest time attentively eating and fingering her pussy. He made her cum twice before standing up to reveal his throbbingly swollen cock. Then he took her upstairs to his bed. Lily came even harder when her father fucked her from on top, his firm, naked body rubbing against her tits. The loving look on his face when he filled his honeybun's pussy with cum for the second time that night sent her spiraling into a climax that left her gasping.
Lily couldn't wait to tell Marcy what happened. She was happier than she could ever remember being, especially when she saw loving look in her doting daddy's eyes. And when she woke up in the morning, she noticed that Bruce had slipped his father's old wedding ring onto his finger while was sleeping. That told her everything she needed to know. He was her man and she was his honeybun, and a man who loved her that much deserved to be woken up with his cock in his baby girl's mouth. So that was exactly what she did.
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It sounded so outrageous that Amanda didn't know whether or not to believe her ears.
"Baby! You shouldn't have your fingers in Mommy's pussy while we have guests at the table in the other room, not to even mention your father!"
It was said in a hissing stage whisper Amanda was obviously not meant to overhear. Then those forbidden sounding words were followed by a mother's gleeful giggling.
"I can't help it, Mom. You've been driving me crazy in that dress all night. It's not my fault you make me need you so bad," the horny eighteen-year-old whispered back.
"Oh my god, baby, put that cock back in your pants!" the mother hissed, but still giggling and very clearly not minding that her son had his penis out in the open.
"Just suck it for a minute, Mom. Then I'll be good and go back to the dining room like nothing happened. I promise."
"God, how I spoil you," his mother said with mock annoyance. If there was anything to be taken from her underlying tone of voice it was that she loved her horny son's greedy attention.
Amanda couldn't see them, but as she quietly moved closer to the doorway, she spotted a mirror on the opposite wall that reflected Carol Johnson, now on her knees in front of her son, Benny. Amanda could only see the back of the other woman's head, but it was obvious she was taking her son's cock into her mouth. Benny moaned softly and closed his eyes as he savored the wicked, wet suction of his mother's mouth.
Amanda was paralyzed. Her own son and Carol's husband were still sitting at the table in the dining room. Amanda and her son, Kyle, were new in town, and Benny was a new friend Kyle had made when he joined the wrestling team at his new school. The Johnsons had graciously invited the new arrivals over for dinner. Kyle and Benny seemed to be forming a fast friendship, and the whole family were friendly and gracious, making Amanda feel welcome to their new town and school district. Of course Benny and Kyle were both eighteen year old seniors, so they would be graduating in a few more months.
During the dinner, Carol made an excuse that something needed to be done in the kitchen. Her handsome, athletic son got up a moment later, saying he was going to help his mother. It was only a couple of minutes later that Amanda said she needed to use the bathroom. It was then she discovered Carol and Benny weren't in the kitchen at all, but a sort den or library just off the hallway that led to the bathroom.
To say Amanda was shocked by what she found would be an understatement. It was shocking enough just to happen upon her son's new friend goading his own mother to suck his cock, but it was obviously not their first time. On top of that, the risk they were taking to do it during a dinner with guests was inconceivable. Amanda was trembling as she watched Carol's head bobbing steadily as she sucked her son's cock. Benny kept his moans at a low volume, but he reached for his mother's head and began pumping his excited rod into her mouth.
"Ooohhh, Mom, fuck," he groaned quietly. "That's so good. Nobody sucks that hard dick like you."
Carol made a yummy sound in response, not being able to say anything with her mouth full of Benny's flesh. The mother and son became so involved in the illicit blowjob that Amanda didn't think they'd stop no matter who found them. Benny was losing control of his volume as he ardently fucked his pretty mother's face. They were obviously in a rush. Amanda was mesmerized watching the young athlete grind his powerful hips at his mother's bobbing head, straining to feed her a load of his warm cum before they got caught.
It wasn't hard to guess they were excited as much by taking such a huge risk as they were by the sordid taboo of their incestuous actions. Amanda had never seen a blowjob, except from the perspective of the one doing the sucking. It was fascinating just to see people having sex, but seeing a mother lovingly suck the aroused cock of her own son was something Amanda had no reference for. She knew this sort of thing happened, yet it was the kind of thing no one ever talked about.
The beautiful brunette was partly disgusted. How could a mother and son do such a forbidden thing, and with the intense pleasure they were obviously taking from it? Carol's husband and Kyle were still sitting at the dinner table just a couple of rooms away! At the same time, Amanda couldn't deny the tingles of excitement spreading through her body. She hadn't been with a man since her divorce and having a handsome, athletic eighteen year old living in the very next bedroom had been a challenge to her sense of decency. Whenever she saw Kyle coming or going from the bathroom with only his briefs on or a towel around his waist made her nipples hard every time.
But what Carol and Benny were doing was completely over the top. Amanda was pretty sure it wasn't even legal in spite of Benny being eighteen. All of these things aside, the youthful brunette's pussy was beginning to feel hot and tingly. She wanted to touch herself. It would've been so easy to slip her hand under the short hem of her dress, then inside her panties to rub her smoothly shaven pussy slit, but she didn't dare. What if Carol's husband, or ever worse, Kyle, suddenly came along and caught her rubbing her pussy as she spied on her hostess down on her knees with her son pounding his rock hard prick into her hungry mouth?
She should have kept tiptoeing her way to the bathroom, but seeing how Benny was so close to having an orgasm inside his mother's mouth held her rooted to the spot. She was shocked and fascinated in equal portions. She clenched her fists to keep from touching her pussy and listened to Benny grunt and groan as he rocked his hips harder and faster.
"Mom, ohhhh fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum," the young man growled, struggling to keep his voice down.
Suddenly, the boy threw his head back while his body went stiff. He stopped pumping his hips while his mother's head increased her bobbing motion. She was sucking the hot spurts of cum right from her own son's throbbing man meat. Carol moaned around Benny's pole, savoring the gooey jets of boy cream pulsing into her mouth. Amanda couldn't breathe and very nearly climaxed without even touching herself.
Seconds later, panic took control of her mind and she quietly slipped into the bathroom before Carol and her son came to their senses and discovered her. Remembering why she left the dinner table in the first place, the brunette lowered her panties to her knees and sat on the toilet to piss. She was barely finished before she brought her hand between her open legs and started rubbing her clit. She was too excited by what she witnessed to think about what she was doing, and within a couple of minutes she found herself biting her bottom lip to keep from crying out while her body rocked with a climax that left her dazed.
Amanda couldn't believe she'd seen their dinner hostess sucking her son's cock or that she'd just masturbated in the bathroom while everyone else was probably back in the dining room having dessert. She patted her pussy dry and got up, pulling her damp panties back into place. Turning on the tap, she washed her hands, rinsing away the telltale droplets of piss that got on her fingers while making herself cum.
As she looked at herself in the mirror she felt tainted, but for some strange reason she didn't feel bad about it. Embarrassed, maybe, but not bad. How was she supposed to go back to the dinner table and act like everything was normal?
In the end, she didn't have a choice. She'd just have to do her best, especially since she'd be sitting there with Carol's husband right after catching his wife cheating on him with their son. At the same time, she couldn't help feeling impressed by the slightly older, much thicker blonde for the way she could bring a much younger man to such an intense explosion of lust, whether he was her son or not. For that matter, her boldness in pleasing her son's cock so deftly made Amanda envious. She wished she could be the type of mother who could take care of Kyle's needs the same way and save him the all the troubles that come with playing around with girls his age.
From what she saw of Benny with his mother, she could tell he was one young man who knew how to handle himself around women. As wicked as the thought seemed, she loved the idea that Kyle could be like that too, guided by the woman who loved him more than any other ever could. Amanda knew she should've been disgusted, but she only felt warm and tingly, like there were butterflies in her stomach. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt that way.
The beautiful brunette took one last look at herself in the mirror, wanting to make sure she still looked presentable. Yet she was so much more than that. Still in her thirties, Amanda was proud to still look like the girl in photos taken ten years before. The only differences were that her body was probably even more toned than back then, since she took up yoga about four years earlier. That, and her tits were somewhat larger. That must come with reaching her prime, she mused, not disappointed to be able to overflow most of the C cup bras she owned.
Amanda finally went back to the dining room, bracing herself with a deep breath before sitting back down. Carol and Benny were both already back at the table, and when she realized they must have come back while she was still gone that they probably suspected she'd seen or heard their illicit dalliance in the library. That would explain the coy glances she was getting from both of them. She felt herself blush and looked downward every time it happened.
They managed to get through dessert and a cup of coffee while Amanda couldn't help thinking about the way Carol's husband and her own son, Kyle, were the only ones at the table who had no idea what really went on that night. After a while, Amanda started to grow nervous as Carol and her son were both looking at her with recognition in their eyes. They both knew that she knew. There was no doubt in her mind. Yet neither of them seemed the least bit ashamed. If anything, they both looked a little smug and defiant.
Amanda waited as long as necessary to seem polite after the dessert and coffee were finished, and then announced it was getting late. While Carol's husband went off to the den, the same room where his wife had been sucking their son's cock, it was Carol and Benny who walked Kyle and Amanda to the door. They stopped to say good night and exchange pleasantries about what a nice evening they all had. Benny was standing closest to Amanda, and she nearly lost her voice when she felt him touch her ass.
If the brunette's dress had been just a couple of inches shorter, Benny could easily have gotten away with slipping his hand under it. But he simply caressed her firm cheek and gave her a squeeze.
"Nice," he whispered so only she could hear.
She was shocked by the gesture, and barely able to sound normal as she said yes to Carol's insistence that they would have to get together again sometime. Benny took another, harder squeeze of Amanda's ass when she turned to follow her son to their car. Both Carol and Benny snickered quietly as Kyle and his mother made their way to the driveway. The other mother had to know her son had just been groping their dinner guest's ass.
The first few times Amanda had met him, she thought Benny was a nice young man and the sort of guy she liked seeing Kyle make friends with. But tonight she'd seen a completely different side of him. As if that didn't make things confusing enough, it was her first time meeting Carol and her husband.
Amanda and Kyle made small talk on the way home. She asked her son probing questions about Benny and his mom, but he was either a good actor or simply didn't know what kind of sordid relationship the other son and mother obviously had. At the same time, she envied how close they were, how comfortable they were with each other. It wasn't hard to assume their sexual relationship made them closer than any mother and son Amanda had ever seen. She thought she and Kyle were much closer than most since her divorce three years before. She now wished more than ever that she could be that close to him, but doing sexual things with him was out of the question!
It wasn't that Amanda didn't notice how well built and good looking her son was. Or the fact that he treated her better than his father or any other man ever did before. But he was her son. Maybe Carol and Benny could break the biggest rule in any book and feel okay with it, but Amanda had her sense of decency to think about. What kind of woman kneels on the floor and sucks her son's cock while her husband and company are just in the other room?
Despite the small talk she was having with Kyle in the car, Amanda's nipples grew swollen with sensation as she drove and let these crazy ideas flit through her mind. She wondered if her son had any idea what was going on with his new friend and his voluptuous mother.
"Carol and Benny seem close," she said cautiously.
"Yeah, I guess so," Kyle replied. "She's pretty cool. It's nice. They're kind of like us."
Amanda nearly chortled at that and decided he didn't know how close the other mother and son really were. But she loved knowing he thought of them as being close.
"That's really sweet, honey. I feel really close to you too, especially with your father gone now."
"He's an asshole."
"Kyle! He's still your father, no matter what he did."
"I don't care, Mom. He walked out on me, too, remember? Not to mention the hottest, sweetest girl a jerk like him is ever gonna have."
Amanda couldn't help feeling warm to her core. Kyle had done so much to make things easier for her since his father left. She reached across the console and put her hand just above the middle of her son's thigh, just a few inches away from his cock. She gave his solid muscle an affectionate squeeze and Kyle put his hand on top of hers, holding it there while she drove with one hand.
"You're so good to me," she sighed, smiling.
"You deserve it, Mom. You're the best. I didn't even know how incredible you are until Dad left. I'd do anything for you."
Amanda's eyes watered but she blinked away her tears before they had a chance to spill. "I love you so much, baby. I hope you know that."
"I love you, too, Mom."
The brunette realized how close her hand was to her loving son's cock, and despite her better judgment, she was dying to slide her hand up to his crotch and feel what he had between his legs. And just when she thought she'd put Carol and Benny out of her mind, she thought if she and Kyle were at all like them, she would be fondling her son's cock as she drove.
Amanda's pussy was now aching so hard it was blurring her sense of right and wrong. The way Carol had easily dropped to her knees at her horny son's request and sucked his cock seemed so wrong. Yet as she felt her own son's leg the line of distinction didn't seem so clear. Amanda was relieved when they reached their house, except she was disappointed to have to remove her hand from Kyle's leg. Despite her good sense, she wanted to feel her son's cock and she wondered if he had been thinking about how close her hand was to his prize.
Not surprisingly, Amanda was restless that night and lay in her bed wishing she could fall asleep. But her mind kept going back to the lurid scene during dinner, and then to her conversation with Kyle on the way home. It was as if there was a secret force leading her when she finally got out of bed and quietly padded barefoot into Kyle's room. She had no idea what she was doing there dressed in nothing but the tank top and panties she was trying to fall asleep in. It was an inexplainable need to be near her son.
Kyle looked so beautiful while he slept, but his mother was a little disappointed not to find him awake and as restless as she was. She wondered how many times Carol must have tiptoed into her son's room in the middle of the night. But of course that would be a whole different scenario. She and Kyle weren't like the mother and son they had dinner with that evening. The two of them had a much more normal mother and son bond, even if they were closer than average. But it wasn't the perversely twisted bond Carol and Benny had.
Amanda tried to ignore the fact that she was sneaking around her son's bedroom wearing practically nothing. She tried to ignore the sticky yearning in her pussy. As she reached for the sheet covering Kyle's body, she told herself that was something Carol would do in the same situation. It certainly wasn't what she herself would do. She convinced herself it was nothing more than an exercise in curiosity to see what it would be like to be Carol sneaking into Benny's room. It was only to try to understand the other woman's bold perversity as she drew the sheet down to Kyle's knees, revealing a shockingly big erection in her baby boy's briefs.
The brunette gasped softly in surprise. Her son's cock was so much bigger than his father's. In fact, Amanda didn't know when she'd ever seen one as big as Kyle's. He must have been having some truly wicked dream. She knew if she really were Carol she wouldn't have to be sneaking around and would most certainly have that enormous piece of young man meat in her mouth by now.
Amanda touched her lips as she tried to remember the last time a throbbing cock had been between them. Too long, she decided. Much too long. Then she brought the same hand down between her legs and touched her pussy through the damp gusset of her panties. It had been just as long since she had a long, hard cock driving into that other set of lips, too. And the imposing rod stretching Kyle's briefs all the way to his hipbone would surely stretch her sheath in ways the neglected mother had never felt before.
"I'm not as wicked as Carol," she whispered softly to herself, leaning over her sleeping son's body, her hand reaching toward the rock solid bulge in his briefs. "This is what she would do. Not me."
Her heart raced as she brought the tips of her fingers to the large, bulbous head of her son's cock, clearly outlined in the tight stretch of the material covering it. Mere seconds after she ran her fingers over the ridge of his cock head and over his shaft, Kyle grunted and rocked his hips against her touch. Pulses of rich, warm cum spurted into his briefs, forming a huge wet spot and some actually seeping through the cloth.
Amanda was terrified her son might wake up and catch her touching his cum-spewing cock, but she was spellbound by the sight of his thick, pulsing rod and the generous load of cream it squeezed out. Sure that she'd never have another opportunity, she caught some of Kyle's cum on her fingers and held them to her mouth to taste it. The boy's seed was mildly tangy and warm on her tongue. It made her ache to feel his whole load filling her mouth. But then he started mumbling sleepily.
That was when Amanda bolted from the room in a panic. The last thing she needed was to get caught. This way, Kyle could still write off his cum encrusted briefs as the result of a wet dream when he woke up in the morning. It was unlikely he'd suspect his mother of touching his cock while he was in bed. He would probably assume he'd dreamt the whole thing. At least that's what Amanda was counting on.
Back in her room, she lay still in bed, listening to see if Kyle was stirring. She relaxed when everything seemed quiet as usual. She brought her hand down her body and into her panties to touch her slit. She was soaking wet by now and being safely back in her own bed she didn't feel nervous anymore. Her fingers glided over her sodden pussy lips, finally dipping inside her sensitive hole. They were the same fingers that touched her son's cum. Of course she'd sucked them clean, but the idea that Kyle's spunk had coated them only minutes before, and now they were pushing into her pussy, made her body quiver with need.



"Is this what Carol feels like when she plays with Benny?" Amanda asked herself silently.
She drove her fingers into her channel firm and steady for a long while, but then brought her other hand down to rub her clit at the same time. The fresh memory of the touch and feel of Kyle's cock set her on edge like never before. Seeing and touching that beautiful pole through his underwear wasn't enough. She needed more. She needed to feel the heat of his swollen man flesh. She needed to taste it and feel it forcing its way into the depths of her churning cunt. And these were the sordid, filthy visions flowing through her mind as her pleasure built and overflowed until a powerful climax overtook her helpless body.
"Holy fuck," the beautiful brunette sighed aloud. "Did I really just masturbate to my own son? My beautiful Kyle?"
With her fingers still wet with the juices of her climax, Amanda brought her hands up her toned, slender body and under her top. She languidly rubbed her firm, C cup sized tits. Her nipples were still hard and swollen. She thought of how those nipples had been in her son's mouth countless times as a baby. If he could suck them now it would be a completely different experience for both of them.
But that was something she could never allow happen no matter how much she thought she wanted it. She could never touch that magnificent cock she dared to chance a quick feel through his underwear. Some things were better off kept locked away in the inner recesses of her confused mind. She wasn't like Carol. Imagining herself in the other mother's shoes had proven that to her. As for Kyle, he was certainly nothing like Benny. Kyle would never dream of defiling his own mother with perverted lust.
As Amanda drifted closer and closer to sleep, she felt so grateful for the close, healthy relationship she had with her son. Carol and Benny were just different kinds of people. Their behavior was shocking, but Amanda could understand them, at least. Benny seemed a bit arrogant, to say the least, considering the way he'd groped Amanda's ass on the way out of their house. Yet he seemed perfectly polite and charming otherwise. He was almost as handsome as Kyle, and he did seem to treat his mother with love and respect aside from the fact that he'd made her suck his cock during a dinner with guests. Amanda's mind was overloaded with unanswered questions and fatigue. She was asleep before she knew it.
Waking up later than usual, she laughed at herself for how silly and irrational she'd been the night before. She still felt a sense of shock about what she'd seen at Carol's house, but now she felt like she could just laugh it off and not take it too seriously. The other woman had a right to make her own choices, and Benny was an eighteen year old young man who could do the same. Knowing about their forbidden relationship took some getting used to, but Amanda could at least understand it, even if she didn't think it was exactly normal. Even so, she didn't plan to accept any more dinner invitations from them.
Kyle was already downstairs when his mother got out of bed. She went into the bathroom to brush her teeth and hair. Then she threw on a short, thin robe, barely closing it in front when she tied the string. Kyle would be leaving for school soon and she wanted to see him before he left. It wouldn't be long before graduation. The eighteen year old had been accepted to three different colleges already, and he was still deciding on which one he wanted to go to. Obviously, Amanda had too many important things on her mind to let herself be distracted by weird sexual thoughts she couldn't control.
"Hey Mom," Kyle said when she entered the kitchen.
Amanda caught the way her son's eyes lit up at the way she was barely covered. He couldn't see her panties unless she turned the right way, but the way her bulbous tits were pushing at her thin top protruded through the wide gap at the top of her robe. The dents of his mother's aroused nipples were easily visible, and Amanda felt her breath catch as the boy stared at them. She didn't want to embarrass him by saying anything so she just let him keep looking. Besides, she couldn't remember when anyone looked at her tits with such an adoring gaze. It made her feel good. Probably too good. And as much as she didn't want to keep thinking about Carol and her son, she couldn't help thinking this must be the same way Benny looked at Carol when she wasn't decently dressed.
"Good morning, handsome," Amanda said, greeting him with the same compliment she did every morning. "How did you sleep?"
"Great," he replied simply. But his mother could see the color rise in his cheeks before he turned away. "How about you?"
"Same here," she lied.
Amanda noticed her son was wearing different briefs than the ones he'd been wearing when she snuck into his room. Those were white. The ones he was wearing now were navy blue and even tighter than the white ones. Taking a deep breath, Amanda poured herself some coffee and started cooking scrambled eggs. She knew her back was now turned to Kyle and wondered if he was looking at her the same way from behind. Her legs were toned and shapely, and if she bent forward just a little the bottom of her robe would lift enough to reveal the thumbnail curves at the base of her ass.
She realized she would've been disappointed if Kyle wasn't looking. Why shouldn't her son look at her the way his friend looked at Carol? Just looking didn't seem so bad. Was it possible Benny loved his mother more than Kyle loved her? She decided it wasn't. Sex wasn't always about love, and what she could tell from her observation of Benny was that he was just a lust-crazed pervert. Kyle wasn't like that. He was a good boy, loving and respectful.
But when Amanda finished the scrambled eggs and set two plates on the table, she found Kyle was already sitting down trying to hide the stirring erection in his briefs. As she sat down across from him she couldn't see his cock bulge, but it made her smile just to know it was there. In fact it made her more than just smile. It made the lips of her heated pussy quiver and flush with dew.
Amanda and Kyle made it through breakfast with harmless small talk about their plans for the day. He was going to school, and she was planning on some housework, grocery shopping, maybe a trip to the gym, and to spend some time in her home office on her investments. She'd gotten a large amount of money in her divorce settlement, and ever since she'd been a studious buyer and seller of stocks, having already doubled what she got from her ex.
Kyle finished eating first and got up to go. He turned away from the table quickly, attempting to keep the erection in his briefs hidden from his mother. It was bigger and harder than it was when Amanda saw it before sitting down, which made her feel as proud of herself as her beautifully hung son. Then Kyle paused in the doorway, but he didn't turn around and just spoke to his mother over his shoulder.
"Mom? Did you come into my room at all last night?" he asked curiously.
"No, sweetie. Why would I do that?" Her heart sped up as she hoped he wouldn't catch her in a lie.
"I dunno. No reason. I was just curious."
Kyle went back upstairs, leaving his mother feeling relieved. She finished eating and then busied herself in the kitchen while her son showered and dressed for school. He finally left, driving their second car. Amanda was almost relieved he was gone. She needed the time to get her head screwed back on. She thought she'd been doing pretty well, but their encounter at breakfast still left her with an ache in her panties that had her whole sense of logic flipped upside down.
No sooner than Kyle pulled out of the driveway his mother sat back down in one of the kitchen chairs and stuck her hand in her panties. She sighed with pleasure as she indulged the private luxury of rubbing her recently shaven pussy. She finally managed to rid her mind of Carol or Benny as she thought only of her son and that mouthwatering bulge in his briefs. She gasped when she remembered how good it felt those few seconds she got to touch it. Her clit was so hard now, and her fingers were smearing her flowing sauce everywhere she rubbed. She needed to cum just as badly as she had the night before after being in Kyle's room. But then, just as she was getting ready to plunge her fingers into her hole, the doorbell rang.
Amanda grumbled in frustration. She quickly pulled her robe closed, assuming it was a delivery. She'd get rid of whoever it was as quickly as possible. Yet her state of arousal left her feeling emboldened and playful so she loosened the front of her robe so it was as wide open as it had been when she first came down to meet Kyle. It was the first time she'd ever tried anything like it, but she was in a rare mood. Hopefully it would be a delivery guy and not a girl, and as soon as she made his eyes pop out of his head she'd get rid of him and rush upstairs to finish what she started in the kitchen.
But Amanda was in for a surprise when she opened the door to find Benny standing there. He was the last person she expected, and she was too surprised to remember that her insufficiently covered tits were bulging through the gap in the top of her robe.
"Hey, Mrs. Jensen," he said, grinning when he saw how the woman of the house was dressed.
He spent far too much time checking out her boldly featured tits, but she couldn't say she minded the attention. Still, she was caught off guard and didn't know why he was there or what she should say.
"Oh, uh, Benny," she said haltingly. "Kyle already left for school."
"I know. I actually came to see you."
Amanda was surprised, to say the least. "Don't you have to be at school, too?" she asked.
Benny grinned deviously. "I'm taking a day off."
Amanda looked at him skeptically while the boy just kept grinning back at her. He made no effort to hide that he was fully enjoying the sight of her big, braless tits stretching the fabric of her top. She knew she should've pulled her robe closed, but she found she liked the way he was looking despite the feeling of disapproval coming from the more rational side of her mind. It was the same feeling she had the night before when he touched her ass. She probably should have slapped his hand, but it had been so long since she'd felt a large, male hand on her ass.
"You better come in," she told him, realizing she didn't want any of the neighbors to spot her talking to one of her son's high school friends while she wasn't fully dressed.
Amanda walked back to the kitchen, acutely aware of the boy's stare at her long, toned legs from behind. It was so inappropriate, but she couldn't resist giving him a little extra sway in her hips as she walked. It didn't help that Benny's arrival had interrupted what would've been a sorely needed orgasm, or that the single mother's pussy was still aching from teasing her own son. Maybe if she wasn't still thinking about the way Kyle's cock had gotten so hard in his briefs she could keep her mind focused on something else.
Benny had been in Amanda's house a few times already, so he was at ease when he leaned against the kitchen counter while she refilled her coffee cup. She didn't know exactly why Benny had blown off school and come to see her while Kyle was out of the house, but there were only a couple of logical reasons.
"You look really nice this morning, Mrs. J," he said, taking an obvious look at her protruding tits before lifting his eyes to her face.
"Oh, but I'm not even dressed," she replied, ashamed to catch herself blushing.
"Yeah, I like that," the audacious boy said with a suggestive leer. "You've got the hottest body of any of the mothers of the guys on our wrestling team. All the boys say so."
Amanda should've been shocked and offended, but her gut response was a brief chuckle, and she enjoyed the unexpected compliment in spite of herself. "I'm sure you're exaggerating," she said.
"Nope. Not in the least. Kyle hates it when the guys talk about you like that. I hated it, too, when they talked about my mother the same way, but for some weird reason I started to like it after me and Mom got closer." He emphasized the last word just to make sure the brunette knew he meant their incestuous affair.
"I guess that's not so weird," Amanda admitted. "Under the circumstances." If it weren't for the gooey ache in her pussy she probably wouldn't have asked the next question. "Do any of the guys know about you and your mom?"
Benny shook his head. "You're the only one who knows anything. Dad is totally oblivious."
"Does your mother know you're here?" she asked.
"Yes. Actually, it was her idea for me to come over."
Amanda's curiosity was piqued. It was hard not to feel a little suspicious, too. "Oh, really?"
"Yeah, well, we both know you saw us last night. I could see you in the mirror. I told Mom before we went back to dinner."
Amanda wasn't surprised, but she didn't know how to react. It was the kind of thing she hoped everyone could just go on pretending never happened. All she could do now was wish she'd been more careful about spying.
"I'm sorry about that. I was looking for the bathroom and, well, it was hard to miss."
"It's alright. We don't mind that you saw us."
Amanda felt her nipples tingle hard. She was shocked once again to know that Carol and Benny weren't bothered by being discovered.
"Mom likes taking risks," Benny went on. "I do, too, but she's the one who showed me how much fun it can be. But last night was my idea. I really needed it," he chuckled devilishly.
"That was a pretty big risk," Amanda said softly, recalling how he'd practically begged his mother to suck him off before they got caught.
"That's what Mom said, too. She thought I should come see you in case there's anything I can do to make sure you don't tell anyone."
"I'm not going to say anything to anyone. Why would I? You're eighteen and obviously old enough to make your own decisions. What you and your mother do is no one's business."
Benny cracked an evil grin. "You liked making it your business, too, didn't you? Why else would you stay there and watch as long as you did?"
"I was just surprised," Amanda sputtered. "It's not every day you see, well, something like that."
"You mean a mother on her knees with her son's cock in her mouth?" Benny was grinning wickedly, clearly quite proud of himself for his shocking language.
"I guess, if you put it that way," Amanda said shyly. Her nipples were so erect they couldn't be ignored, and Benny wasn't even trying to ignore them. She hated herself for it, but his lustful stares were only making her pussy churn and ache even more. If it weren't for her totally inappropriate response to Kyle she wouldn't be in this vulnerable condition. She took a seat at the table, eager to get off her feet before she started trembling in front of Benny. She crossed her legs to keep too much of her panties showing from the bottom of her robe, not to mention the wet spot she knew was there.
"So," Benny went on, "Mom thought it would be nice to make a sort of peace offering."
"A peace offering? Or did she really mean a bribe to keep me silent?"
"Same thing, right?"
Before Amanda could respond, Benny unzipped his pants and took out his semi-erect cock. The brunette couldn't believe how easy and casual he made it look. He started stroking his flesh right in front of her like it was something he did all the time. And his impressive meat kept swelling and hardening until he was fully aroused.
"Benny!" Amanda cried. "Just what do you think you're doing?"
"Don't blame me. This was Mom's idea. She thought it would be a good peace offering."
"Your ... penis?"
"Mhmm," he nodded. "She figured you probably haven't been getting much dick lately, and I didn't exactly complain about the idea when she brought it up. You're really hot, Mrs. J."
Amanda was stunned. It had also been much too long since she'd seen a hard cock and she was pretty much mesmerized by the sight before her. Benny took a few steps closer from his place at the counter. Now he was standing right next to her chair, bringing his large, fully excited cock within inches of her face.
"Uh, ummm, thank you, Benny. But this ... is just so inappropriate."
Despite what she said, Amanda couldn't take her eyes off the hard, swollen, young cock in front of her face. Her ex-husband would never dream of touching his own cock in front of her, yet she found watching Benny stroke his rod was one of the most arousing things she'd ever seen. She practically memorized every stroke of his large hand.
"Is it as inappropriate as watching my mother suck my dick?" he asked haughtily.
"Even worse," the single mother replied, still gazing steadily at his stroking fist, knowing he wasn't about to stop. He already knew she didn't want him to.
"Taste it, Mrs. Jensen," he said. "I know you want to. You can see why my mom likes it, too."
Amanda was momentarily terrified. Here was her son's friend stroking his swollen prick right in her face and telling her to put her mouth on it. What would Kyle think of her? Would he be jealous the way she would be if she knew some other slut was pleasing his beautiful dick? Would he hate her for being a slut with no self-control? Deep in her heart she knew Kyle was the one she really wanted, but that was out of the question. He was her son. She could never be like Carol. Yet she couldn't escape the fact that she was following in the blonde's footprints as she obediently leaned forward and licked the tip of Benny's cock while he held it steady in his hand.
"Oh, yeah, that's it, Mrs. J," he moaned. "Taste that young dick. Take it in your mouth."
Amanda couldn't believe she was doing what Benny said, licking all around his cock head. She slurped up his precum while it seemed like twice as much oozed out. Then she took the whole, big round head between her lips and suckled his flesh. Her pulse raced while her pussy felt like it was on fire. The way he moaned and sighed as she sucked him deeper was quickly making her forget all the reasons she shouldn't be sucking this boy's excited cock. Yet he tasted so good, and she'd always enjoyed sucking cock almost as much as being fucked.
Benny took his hand away from his shaft, letting Amanda grip and stroke the part that wasn't going into her mouth. She worked his pulsing shaft with her lips and hand together, making him moan and breathe deeper every second.
"Fuck," Benny groaned. "I told my mother your mouth was gonna feel good."
Amanda tried not to think about the fact that Carol knew exactly what she was doing with Benny at that very moment. She couldn't imagine ever sending Kyle off to be pleased by another woman, as crazy as that seemed. But as she sat there with Benny's hard on slipping in and out of her mouth, she started to understand the reason mothers and sons might need each other sexually. As kinky and sordid as the scene was from the night before, there was also something so loving and nurturing in the way Benny's mother pleased his cock. Like it was the most natural thing in the world. Suddenly, all the social taboos against incest seemed so idiotic.
However, what she was doing with Benny was nothing but pure lust. His cock was throbbing obscenely, and yet she savored the heat and flavor of his lust. Her panties were soaking wet as she caressed his balls and stroked her moist lips along the girth of his sturdy shaft. His grunts and moans for more reassured her she was pleasing him. She felt so out of practice, but she wanted it to be good, especially since she was completely sure he was going to go back and tell his mother about everything they did.
Amanda pulled off the boy's cock, letting his spit-covered shaft swagger before her. She untied the sash on her robe and let it fall open. Then she pulled her tank top up above her tits, pleased to see the excited look in Benny's eyes.



"Do you like my tits, baby?" she asked, thinking her voice didn't sound like her.
"They're so hot," he groaned, reaching with both hands to feel her naked orbs.
Amanda stroked that young cock while Benny fondled her tits, taking time to play with her swollen nipples. With hyper-sensitive nubs, the brunette's pussy quivered and flushed with a new rush of juices. As much as it felt so good to feel Benny's eager hands on her tits, Amanda pulled away so she could push her panties down her legs and onto the floor. Now her hair-free pussy was on display to a man for the first time in years and her clit was throbbing with need.
"Do you like my pussy, too?" she asked, spreading her legs and sliding her fingers along her wet slit.
"Fuck, yes," the boy growled, staring at the pink treasure between Amanda's tanned thighs.
"Do you eat your mother's pussy?"
"As often as possible."
"Good. Then why don't you eat mine?"
Bennie's grin was endearingly devilish as he sank down to the floor and positioned himself between Amanda's open legs. There wasn't the slightest hesitation as he leaned in and began lapping up her dripping cunt lips. He stroked her slit with his tongue and drew wet swirls around her clit until she was moaning with lust. She pushed her ass to the edge of the chair to give him more room to lick and explore. His agile tongue darted into her hole while he massaged her clit with his fingers. He kept this up for a long time, bringing her to the edge of a dizzying climax, but not letting her go over the brink. Then he switched, pulling her clit between his lips, suckling the hot node while he shoved a pair of fingers into her slippery tunnel.
His mother taught him well, Amanda thought as she savored his eager skill at pleasing an older woman's pussy. He seemed to know just how to let his fingers rub over her G spot, something she was sure had to be learned from his mom. But the more he rubbed her special spot and suckled her clit, the less she was thinking about anything but the building pleasure in her body. He was well on the way to making her cum. It had been years since she came on anything but her own fingers, and the climax now gathering force inside her was making her head spin.
"Ohhh, fuck that's good!" she cried. "I'm gonna cum, baby! You're gonna make me cum!"
Benny sucked and pumped his fingers faster, forcing Amanda to shriek at the invasion of pleasure taking over her body. She gave herself over to the sensation completely, grinding her squirting puss desperately into the face of her son's friend. If anything, Benny savored the rush of hot, motherly spray. He lapped at her slit until her shudders subsided, and then he licked up the juices that got on her upper thighs. A few seconds later, he got up and there was that big, hard cock in her face again.
"You've got a delicious pussy, Mrs. Jensen," the boy said, taking off his clothes. "But I think it's gonna like my cock even more than my mouth and fingers."
Amanda was dazed but eager for more. As bad an idea as it seemed, she needed that boy's horny cock inside her as soon as she could have it. It had been much too long since she had any hot, rigid man flesh stretching her lonely hole. She stood up and took off her robe. Then she pulled off her tank top, which was doing nothing to cover her tits ever since she pulled it up. Now the two of them were both naked.
As horny as Amanda was, she felt weird having to look at Benny's face if she was going to let him fuck her. She turned around and bent over the table, bracing herself on her hands while he hurriedly pushed the tip of his cock to her pussy from behind. Suddenly it all felt so real. This was no dream, she thought as she felt the boy's rock hard shaft push deeper into her pussy.
Once the full length of Benny's pole was embedded in Amanda's sheath, he grabbed her by the hips and started stroking his flesh in and out of her.
"Oh fuck, Mrs. J., that pussy feels so good. You're tighter than my mom," he moaned, quickly building his thrusts to a hot, fast rhythm.
Amanda moaned and gasped as she felt that big, thrusting cock fill her hole again and again. His meat felt so hot and solid and the neglected mother lost herself to the mesmerizing sensation of that sturdy rod plunging into her hole.
"Oh god, fuck me!" Amanda cried, not in control of her own voice. "Give me that cock! Give it to me hard!"
"Oh, fuck, Mrs. J," the boy growled. "You're so fucking hot. Mom was right about you being horny."
Amanda felt embarrassed, even ashamed, but that only made her pussy quiver and ripple that much harder. She didn't even care what the consequences could be of fucking a friend of her son. All she wanted right now was to feel that steel rod pounding her senseless.
"Just do it, Benny," she gasped. "Fuck that wet puss, baby. Fuck it just as hard as you please."
Benny grunted deeply and fucked the older woman harder and faster. Amanda was rapidly approaching another orgasm and didn't even care who was fucking her. She'd been without cock so long that the only thing that mattered was the feeling of that rock solid shaft of boy meat jamming into her hole. But she couldn't ignore the knowledge that the cock inside her had also been inside the boy's very own mother!
Benny leaned forward and groped at her heavily swinging tits while he pounded his cock into Amanda's pussy with long strokes.
"Mommy taught you how to fuck like a stud," the woman growled in lust-crazed tone.
Benny only grunted and laughed, pleased with himself. "I'm gonna pump that snatch full of cum," he growled. "Just like I cum inside Mom."
"FUCK!" Amanda screamed. Knowing he came inside his mother's pussy sent the brunette into overdrive. Her body stiffened and started shaking with hot waves of pleasure that fanned out from her core. Her sheath rippled and clamped down on the pumping boner inside her. It felt like her pussy was sucking the cum out of Benny's cock while her own climax took her by force and left her huffing for air.
Benny left his cock inside Amanda's pussy for another minute or two while the two of them caught their breath. She hadn't cum that hard in years. She never realized how badly she needed a big, hard cock until now. But as her senses returned, she nudged the boy away with her ass, eager to break contact. She felt ashamed of herself for giving in to her basest instincts, yet oddly enough she wasn't the least bit sorry about it. She was glad to have been fucked so well, but what was she thinking to let a friend of her son be the one to end her dry spell? Now that she'd had her pleasure, the consequences started to feel frightening again.
Amanda put her robe back on, not bothering with her panties or top, but pulling the garment tightly around her. Benny was smiling while he got dressed. At least he had the good sense not to say much, although Amanda did appreciate the compliments he paid her while his cum was trickling down the lips of her pussy. He also had the good sense to leave quickly and to not try kissing her when he left. She didn't like the fact that his mother was going to know every detail of what they'd just done, but under the circumstances it only seemed fair. They'd never tell anyone else and she wasn't about to reveal their secret to anyone, either.
Amanda had to admit how clever Benny's mother was. The two women, not to mention Benny as well, now had a sort of contract between them. Their wicked secrets would be safe amongst each other.
A few minutes later, Amanda was in the shower washing away the traces of her sinful morning. In her whole life she could never imagine letting any friend of her son fuck her. Especially one who was fucking his own mother. Everything about that morning and the night before only increased her shame the more she thought about it.
How could she have let that big, horny man-boy fuck her? And not only with his mother's knowledge, but her blessing? She only had herself to blame, putting herself in this position because her need for a hard cock had overpowered her senses. But in total contrast to what was in her mind, her body felt alive with sensation. She'd almost forgotten what that just-fucked feeling in her pussy was like, and it felt so so good.
It wasn't long before the reality of her actions started to sink in. Every time Benny would show his face around her house, or vice versa, there would always be that sleazy knowledge between them. The same with his mother. How could Amanda ever look either one of them in the eye and try to pretend everything was normal? Yet it felt so good to be wanted and plowed so deep and hard by an athletic young guy. Would the satisfied feeling wear off too soon and cause her to need more of Benny's cock? Did his mother ever intend to share him more than once?
Amanda did her best to push these thoughts out of her mind while she finished her shower. It wasn't until later, after Kyle got home from school, that the biggest bomb of all dropped on her mind. The second he came home and gave his mother her usual hug of greeting, Amanda's instant thought was: Oh my god I've cheated on my son!
The beautiful, brunette mother was in an impossible plight. Over the next days and weeks, she went out of her way to spoil her beautiful son while Kyle had no idea what caused the change in her behavior. It was true they'd been especially close since the boy's father was gone, but now Amanda was treating him like he was the center of her world. She knew he was curious about the change, but he sure wasn't complaining, either.
Meanwhile, the text messages Amanda started getting from Carol began the same night after Benny fucked her. "It was good, wasn't it?" the first one said. It caused Amanda to think for a long time about how to respond. Was Carol just taunting her? Or was it possible the blonde was merely reaching out mother to mother with a common dilemma? It wasn't hard to imagine Carol might feel relieved someone knew her wicked secret. Someone she could confide in. Benny might not have been her own son, but fucking him had been wrong and Amanda realized she was just as relieved to have someone to talk to about it.
Maybe Benny's dick was Carol's way of offering her friendship. Such an outrageous thing wouldn't make sense to anyone but two mothers who shared similar needs. Amanda texted Carol back an hour later: "It was so good. But so bad, lol." Carol responded with a wink emoji, and they were texting each other every day from that point on.
It wasn't long before Carol became outrageously bold and started teasing Amanda by sending her pictures of Benny's cock. Most of them revealed the young man's swollen rod being held in his mother's hand. Of course they never showed Carol's face, but Amanda knew it couldn't be anyone else. Then there were a couple that showed the blonde's lips wrapped around her boy's thick shaft. These made Amanda gasp. She started to admire Carol for her unabashed sexuality, even if it meant she was cheating on her husband with their son. But the delicious naughtiness of their incestuous love began to make Amanda's heart race with excitement every time she looked at Kyle.
One of the boldest things the blonde mother did was send Amanda a video that actually showed her face as she lovingly sucked Benny's swollen cock. The brunette watched every stroke of the other woman's lips in awe, noting how wet and shiny her son's erection was. She could Carol's hungry slurping and Benny's horny moans. "Fuck, that's good, Mom," Benny groaned.
And before the end of the video, Carol let her boy's cock out of her mouth and winked at the camera. "Daddy's just downstairs watching TV," the wicked blonde giggled. "And now Mommy's gonna get a nice big mouthful of boy cum."
Carol resumed sucking her son's cock and let the video keep recording until Benny was grunting and thrusting into his mother's mouth. Amanda knew immediately he was spurting jets of cum into the other woman's mouth. It was so sordid and nasty, and the brunette's pussy grew so hot and wet that she soaked through her panties. She must've watched the video half a dozen times in a row while fingered herself to a rousing climax.
A few times, Carol told Amanda she could send Benny to her house to take care of her, always adding how much the boy had liked fucking the youthful brunette. Amanda always resisted, but she didn't know how long she could hold out without getting more cock. She thought about it nearly all the time, but it wasn't Benny's meat on her mind. It was Kyle's.
Within a few days of Benny's visit, Amanda was going in to her son's room every night to pull down his sheets and admire the ever-present erection in his briefs. He was bigger than Benny. Thicker and longer. It made her feel such pride in her boy. He was her son and it seemed like he was the one she should be giving her pussy to. She chanced touching him more and more, going to the point of pulling the band of his briefs down to expose that gorgeous boy shank. The sight never failed to make her mouth water and her pussy lips quiver with need.
She never admitted any of this to Carol, though. Amanda was sure the lust between her tanned, well-toned thighs was scrambling her brain. Yet if there was anyone she could confide in with her lurid desires it was Carol.
One night, Amanda brought her phone with her into Kyle's room and took a picture of his beautifully engorged cock while he slept. She knew it was a shameful thing to do, but she felt a rush of excitement as she sent the photo to Carol. She felt guilty about sharing a picture of Kyle's cock without his knowledge, but her maternal pride overpowered that. She was so excited to show off her son's impressive lady pleaser, and Carol's response was enough to set her on the path she now knew was inevitable.
"Gorgeous cock!" Carol texted back. "If you're not gonna take that then I will!"
"He's mine, slut!" Amanda texted immediately. And by typing those three words onto her phone, the brunette realized there could only be one outcome to the tacit tension that had been building all along.
Amanda set her phone down on the end table by Kyle's bed. His briefs were still pushed down past his cock and his mouth watering pole was throbbing against his abs, calling for his mother's loving touch. But first, she pulled her tank off and slid her panties down her long, tanned dancer's legs. Trembling with both fear and determination, she sat down gently on the side of Kyle's bed and reached for his cock. She wrapped her hand around his thick shaft and gently started stroking him. Kyle moaned sleepily while his mother caressed his beautiful rod. He felt so hot and solid. Amanda couldn't understand how a guy could sleep with such a painfully swollen member.
"Mommy loves you, baby," she whispered softly, her hand steadily gliding over her boy's silken flesh. "And god help me, but Mommy loves this beautiful cock."
As she stroked him, Kyle began to moan more deeply and stirred, his eyes finally opening to discover the sensation he was feeling wasn't a dream. It took a few moments for him to realize what was going on as his bleary eyes adjusted to the scene. But what eighteen year old stud was going to balk at having his aroused cock lovingly massaged the way Amanda was?
"Mom," he sighed. "What are you doing?"
"What does it look like I'm doing, baby?"
"Umm, it looks like you snuck in my room and started feeling my dick."
Amanda couldn't help a little giggle. "Then I guess you won't need glasses, because that's exactly what I'm doing. Do you want me to stop?"
"God no, Mom. Please don't stop. It feels so good. But ... why?"
"Because I love you. And I know you love me the same way. I just had to admit that neither one of us was ever going to stop that."
"I love you, too, Mom," the boy said as he put his hand on her leg and started to feel her smooth thigh. "God, you look so amazing."
"Not like an old lady?"
"You're not old, Mom. And you're seriously hotter than any girl I know. You're beautiful."
Amanda's heart soared at her son's compliment. She knew him well enough to recognize when he was being sincere or not, and he meant every word he said. If that wasn't enough, the hot pulsing of the cock in her hand told her everything she needed to know. Nothing told the truth like a rock-solid boner. She smiled a loving smile while the gooey churning of her pussy made her heart race.
"So you don't think it's weird if your mom wants this beautiful cock?"
"No, Mom, I love it. Your hand feels so good. If you only knew how many times I imagined you doing this."
"Baby? Do you ever think about me when you masturbate?" She already knew the answer, but she was dying to hear him say it. She'd never felt so much love and lust all at once, and she wanted to savor every second.
"Yeah. Kind of a lot," he admitted with a moan.
"I love that, baby," she told him. "I've done the same thing. But now, Mommy's always gonna take care of this big, beautiful cock whenever you need it. You don't need to jerk off anymore, sweetie. You just come to Mommy for that."
Kyle moaned in response. His steel rod was now leaking precum all over his mother's hand. Amanda smeared it up and down his luscious shaft, making his flesh slick. At the same time, his hand slid up her thigh until he was touching her silky pussy, massaging her tender lips and making them swell and juice over.
"Ohhhh, baby," the mother moaned. "Your fingers feel so good. Rub Mommy's clit, baby. Ohhh, yes, just like that."
It felt like Kyle knew just how his mother liked having her pussy touched. He massaged her clit with just the right pressure, making it harder for her to keep up a steady rhythm with her stroking hand. When she parted her legs wider, he automatically slipped his middle finger deeply into her creamy hole. She groaned deep and loud as she looked at her son's hand in awe, taking in the reality of his large finger pumping into her hole. Her nipples felt harder than they'd ever been before when Kyle slipped a second finger next to the first.
Amanda was breathless. She only wished she could've gotten over her foolish resistance to incest much sooner. Letting Benny fuck her had been exciting, but something Carol had told her more than once now rang truer than ever: no one can make you feel like your own son. And now the naked brunette found herself in the most unreal moment of her life: sitting on the edge of her son's bed moaning to the pleasure of his fingers slipping in and out of her pussy while his huge cock throbbed in her hand.
Amanda did her best to keep the lower half of her body in the same position as she leaned over to bring her mouth toward Kyle's rigid pole. His whole body tightened with excitement the moment she touched her tongue to the head of his organ. Amanda loved the mild taste of his copious precum right away. Her tongue flashed out of her mouth again as she licked up more, letting her tongue explore the ridge of his beautifully defined cock head.
"Oh, Mommmm, fuck yes," he moaned.
The boy's mother loved the way he reacted to the loving lick of her wet tongue. His moans and squirming body made her pussy flush with heat. She wondered why she ever would've waited this long to cross that forbidden line. This was the thought in her mind as she let her lips close over the head of that big cock, dropping down his shaft as she began sucking his flesh. Kyle groaned deeply. His fingers stopped pumping her pussy, like it was too much to keep fucking her hole while she sucked his cock for the first time.
Amanda knew her baby boy wanted to concentrate on the pleasure of his mother's mouth. It was good enough for now that he at least kept his fingers inside her, giving her that full feeling while his thumb rubbed aimlessly over her throbbing clit.
While she sucked his shaft slow but steady, Amanda kept her hand in motion, caressing his lower shaft and balls. The speed and force of her sucking gradually increased while Kyle's response increased along with them. She wondered if this was his first blowjob, but decided she wouldn't ask him. If his answer was yes she didn't want to hear it. All she wanted to do was savor the delicious flavor and silky heat of her son's rock hard prick. She kept on with her loving suck job until Kyle was on the brink of cumming, then she pulled off.



"Let's get these briefs off you, baby," she said.
Kyle pulled his fingers out of his mother's pussy and lifted his ass while she pulled his briefs down his legs. Now he was able to spread his legs open while Amanda straddled his face, lowering her pussy to his mouth while she leaned over and took his cock back in hers. She could barely concentrate on sucking the boy when she felt his tongue slapping all around her pussy slit, lapping hungrily at her flowing juices. Her son wasn't the least bit shy or tentative about eating her pussy. She could tell he was hungry for her taste and happily ground her dripping pussy into his mouth.
Kyle devoured his mother like candy. He brought his strong hands to the spheres of her firm ass, squeezing them and pulling them apart so he could attack her asshole with his tongue.
"Ooohhhh, baby, fuck!" the beautiful mother cried out when she felt her son's tongue stab her anal bud. The sensation was dizzying. No one had ever licked her asshole before, but her son had no hesitation. He clearly wanted everything his hot mother had. He wanted to make every inch of her glorious body his. He slathered her rosebud with his tongue repeatedly, pausing to jab the tip into her tiny little ring of muscle and open her for a deeper taste.
Amanda had never felt so fully desired in her life. If her son could fuck her asshole so hungrily with his tongue was there anything he wouldn't do for her? She soon had one of his fingers sliding back inside her pussy hole while he devoted his mouth to her snug shithole. Licking and jabbing, he finger fucked her pussy until she had to release his cock from her own mouth to cry out with a shivering climax.
Afterwards, she turned around and lay down beside him, savoring the feel of their naked bodies pressing together.
"Mmmm, baby, did you like fucking Mommy's ass with your mouth?"
"I loved it," he sighed as she took his prick into her hand and lovingly stroked him while they talked. He started exploring her large, full tits with his hands at the same time. "You're gonna get a lot more of that from now on."
"You're going to spoil me, baby."
"You deserve it, Mom. I love you so much I'd do anything you want."
"What would you say if I told you Mommy loves you right back just the same way?"
Kyle's response was to kiss his mother's pretty mouth. Even after having her son's cock in her mouth and his tongue in ass, kissing her boy like a hot lover felt deliriously naughty. Amanda's lips opened immediately to welcome his tongue inside to curl and swirl with hers. They kissed more needfully than she'd ever felt before, and she knew they were made for this, to be so much more than a loving mother and son. She finally realized that she and Kyle were more like Carol and Benny than she wanted to admit. But she was ready for that now, and she was more than ready for her boy's beautiful, big cock.
Amanda moved easily when her son rolled her that last quarter turn onto her back. She knew what he was coming for, and she wanted him to have it. Her legs moved open automatically as he held himself over her, grinding his shaft into the bare flesh of her pussy mound.
"I think somebody wants to fuck his horny Mommy," Amanda giggled excitedly.
"I can't help it," he said, teasing the swollen, wet lips of her puss with the head of his cock. "It's not my fault you're so fucking hot."
Amanda laughed joyfully and ground her slippery cunt into her son's shaft. "Then fill up Mommy's pussy with that big, beautiful cock, baby. Take it and make it yours forever."
Kyle looked at his mother with a piercing gaze in his eyes. The blunt tip of his thick cock mashed in between her lips and plugged into the hole he was born from more than eighteen years before. Amanda groaned deeply, feeling an intense warmth spread through her body as the length of Kyle's thick pole pushed deeper and gradually filled her channel inch by inch. Her eyes went wide as she felt her sheath stretch like it never had before, realizing her son's cock was the biggest that had even been inside her. How could a mother ever be prouder of her son?
Amanda loved seeing the look of awe on his face as he watched his impressive shaft sink deeper into his mother's luscious body. But then as he began pulling and pushing back in, his gaze moved to her full tits as they bounced to the force of his eager, young thrusts. Pinned up on his arms, Kyle's hip thrusts were rhythmic and graceful, and the incredible thickness of his cock was hitting all the right spots inside his mother at the same time. She already felt like she was on the edge of another orgasm.
With Kyle's eyes watching the heaving bounce of his mother's tits, Amanda clutched and played with them while she took the forceful shoves of his cock with deeper and deeper moans. With his tautly defined abs flexing to the rocking motion of his body, Kyle was the most beautiful thing his mother had ever seen. It gave her as much pleasure to watch him fuck her as it did to feel him. It all hardly seemed real except for the mesmerizing stroke of his hard, veiny shaft as it scraped over every sensitive nerve inside his mother's quivering fuckhole.
Amanda could tell it wasn't her son's first time, but that only made her feel even prouder of him. He was a natural-born woman-pleaser, and now he was there to please the hot, erotically-charged mother he loved more than anyone else.
"That's it, baby, fuck me," she crooned through her deep, throaty moans. "Fuck Mommy's cunt. Make it yours, baby! Ohhhh fuck, that huge cock feels so good!"
Kyle just muttered and groaned breathlessly as he drove his dense rod deep in his mother's pussy again and again. He had her dripping so much that their bodies were now making wet slapping sounds as they rocked in unison. The touch of his juice-wet balls, shaven so smooth, against her sensitive rimhole made her want to explode. Her body shuddered through a pair back-to-back orgasms, but her son just kept on pounding his fat rod into her cunt while she crooned and moaned for more.
But after her climaxes, Kyle slowed his pace, catching his breath without stopping completely.
"Do you like Mommy's pussy, baby?" Amanda said with a moan.
"It's perfect, Mom. I want it all the time from now on. Do you like my cock as much as I like your pussy?"
"I love it so much," she told him. "I'm gonna want more and more of it all the time."
Suddenly Kyle stopped thrusting his cock, but kept it shoved deeply into Amanda's sheath. He leaned down close to her face.
"I'll stop fucking Carol if you stop fucking Benny. I want you all to myself," he said.
"Oh god ... you mean ... you knew?"
Kyle grinned. "Remember that night we had dinner over there?"
"I'll never forget," his mother replied.
"After she sucked off Benny, she jerked me off right into my pants under the table."
"With your mother and her husband sitting there with us?" she asked in surprise. Her son nodded with a devious smirk. Despite a swarm of jealousy, Amanda's pussy clenched with arousal. Apparently, there were a few, final secrets everyone had been keeping, but Amanda felt too good to be upset about any of it. "When did my sweet little boy become such a naughty fucker?" she asked with a loving smile.
"Only when I realized how fucking hot my mother is, and thinking I could never have you."
"Well now you have me," she said, her brow furrowing. "And you won't need to go fucking that sleazy, blonde slut anymore."
"And you won't need to fuck Benny anymore, either," he said.
"Oh my god, baby, it was only once. But if it makes you feel better I'll show you the dirty videos she sends me."
Kyle chuckled and pulled his cock out of his mother's pussy. He told her he wanted her from behind while he stood up beside the bed and Amanda got onto her hands and knees right up to the edge. Her son guided his cock back into her puss hole while he held on tightly to her hips. Almost immediately, he was pumping his rigid cock deep and hard into her slot. Amanda arched her back which sent her baby boy's cock on a path that dragged across her G spot. No cock had ever been thick enough to touch her that way before and she was soon crying out with more back-to-back orgasms.
Amanda lost count of how many climaxes her son was giving her on their first time fucking, but the hottest, hardest one of all came when he couldn't hold his cum anymore. Kyle growled and cried out. He suddenly smacked his mother's ass with an open hand, hard enough to make her flesh sting. The surprise of the sudden strike along with the warm gush of her son's cream bursting into her cunt sent Amanda into the stratosphere as she felt her body shudder out of control. She was breathless, realizing it took her own son to give her the longest, most powerful climax she'd ever had.
After the peak of their mutual pleasure subsided, mother and son cuddled together. She felt more loved and needed than ever before as he held her close and kissed her as if he worshipped her. They spent the longest time just kissing so deep and tenderly, expressing not only their incredible satisfaction, but a love that ran as deep as only a love between a mother and son could.
"You're so beautiful, Mom," Kyle sighed, gazing at her with adoring eyes while he calmly traced the rounded shape of her tits with his hand. "I love you so much I don't even know how to say it."
"I think you just showed me, baby. And I hope you felt how much Mommy loves you back."
"I never thought anything could feel this good," he admitted.
It was only then that Amanda realized she'd let her son cum inside her unprotected pussy. But she didn't care. It was what she needed from him. They could never have sealed their mutual bond in quite the same way if she'd made him pull out and squirt on her body, even though she wanted him to do that too. But they were together now, and there was a world of motherly pleasures she vowed to give only to her beautiful son.
Amanda decided to invite Carol to have lunch the following day. There was much for the two mothers to talk about. But in the meantime, all the happy brunette wanted to do was melt into the strong arms of her young soulmate, the love of her life.
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The minute Jaye turned eighteen she moved five states away and into her older brother's house. Dex had been the only child until he was fourteen, and his little sister came along as an unplanned surprise for the whole family. Dex loved having a baby sister, and he doted on her constantly. Consequently, their parents ended up leaving as much of Jaye's care and attention to her older brother as possible. This only increased as Jaye got bigger. Their parents weren't unhappy about Jaye's arrival, but they were relieved to have their son take up so much of the slack.
All of this meant Dex spent his teen years being more like a dad to his baby sister. As a result, when he left for college, four year old Jaye was confused and unhappy, and that began the strained relationship she ended up having with their parents. They gave her the bare minimum of love and attention, and it was only when Dex came home for summers and holidays that she was truly happy. This didn't change even after he graduated and started working a great job in another state.
Dex tried to get home to see his sister as much as he could, but it wasn't as often as during his college days. So, with the approval of their parents, Jaye went to stay with her brother as often as she could. It was almost like Dex and their parents had shared custody. He didn't mind at all. He was certainly familiar with how self-centered their parents were so he understood what it was like at home for her. Besides, he liked being able to give his pretty little sister the love and attention only he could provide. She made him feel special and important in a way that no girlfriend ever matched. It made him feel good to see the way she basked in her brother's love, and the way she loved him back felt even better.
As Jaye began to develop, she turned out to be a slightly pudgy girl so she didn't date as much as her skinnier friends. Yet she was more beautiful than any of them, and her thick legs and ass along with full, D cup sized tits, drew the kind of attention from guys she didn't like. She was quick to realize the boys were only after one thing. She wanted it, too, maybe just as much, but she wasn't about to share what she had with someone who didn't love her the way she wanted. She had standards. If she'd learned anything from her dashing older brother it was what it felt like when a guy really loved and respected a girl.
Meanwhile, Dex had his share of relationships with women, but they never lasted. Just when things would get serious, he'd end up putting everything on hold while he went to visit Jaye or if she came to visit him. The situation was frustrating sometimes, but Dex realized if a woman couldn't put up with him having his sister in his life then she wasn't the right one for him. Not surprisingly, he never spent much time pining over any of the women who broke up with him because of his sister. She was his blood and would always be the permanent one in his life.
It was nothing he could explain to anyone else, but Dex not only loved Jaye like a sister, but a little bit like a daughter, too. He took her to the mall and bought her clothes and things she needed for school. He helped with her homework. And whenever some guy made her feel like a prude for not putting out, he held her in his arms and reassured her she was sweet and beautiful. He lost track of how many times he'd told her those guys were just jerks who couldn't deal with the fact that she was so desirable but steadfast about being a good girl. There were a few times she made guys cum with her hand or mouth, but that was nothing she ever told her brother.
Jaye turned eighteen with four months still to go before she finished high school. Her parents had forgotten her birthday, but that was the day she decided to announce she was going to live with her brother, not bothering to wait for her graduation.
"And what about finishing school, young lady?" her father had asked with his usual tone of phony concern.
"They've got this program for kids with high grades like mine," she explained. "I can just test out of the whole last term and start applying to colleges early."
"That's nice, honey," her mother had said without looking up from the travel brochures she was reading through.
The entire conversation lasted about five minutes, and Jaye was already planning to move in with Dex by Christmas while their parents were planning to spend the holidays in a resort in the Caribbean.
Dex was overjoyed that his sister was coming to live with him. The two had been in touch every day ever since Jaye got her first cell phone, either texting or making video calls. It only made perfect sense to both of them that Jaye would come live with her brother. He did try to convince her to wait until graduation, but he was impressed with the way she'd planned things out with the accelerated testing program. He didn't want to wait that much longer, either, and he already had a stack of college brochures for her to go through. They were all from schools within driving distance so she could live with him while she was working on her degree.
At thirty-two, Dex had already become highly successful in his chosen field, and he was ready to take on any financial responsibilities for his sister that might come along. When Jaye talked about taking a bus, he insisted on buying her a plane ticket so the trip would be easier, and he was right there to pick her up at the airport the day she arrived.
Dex couldn't help smiling when he saw his much younger sister come into the baggage claim area. To him, she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen, even though he knew she didn't think she was so attractive. She spotted him just seconds later and they immediately closed the distance between them and threw their arms around each other. The brother and sister always hugged when they hadn't seen each other in a while, but this time was different. They were finally going to live together under the same roof for the first time in years, and they held on to each other for dear life while the other travelers made their way around them.
"I can't believe you're finally here," Dex said excitedly, holding Jaye back a little by her shoulders as he looked her over.
Jaye was wearing a winter coat that she wouldn't need now, since Dex lived in a much warmer state than their parents. Underneath, however, the girl appeared to be ready for the warmer climate in a pair of clinging yoga pants and a cropped T shirt that left her soft tummy bare from an inch below her large tits to the waist of her leggings.
"Neither can I," Jaye responded just as excitedly. "I can't believe I don't have to go back home after a few days."
"You are home now. Finally."
"Oh, Dex, I'm so happy," she said, leaning back into the hug and pressing her boobs and face against her brother's large, solid body.
"You don't have to tell me, baby. I'm even happier," he said, lightly stroking her long, medium brown hair.
Dex thought it was weird to call his sister baby. He'd never done it before, always using her name or calling her sis. Fortunately, she didn't say anything to make him feel awkward about it, and hopefully she didn't mind. She just snuggled him as tight as she could, making him aware that she'd been traveling without a bra. Her firm melons squished against him tightly while he tried not to think about how good they felt.
It wasn't like Dex had never noticed the way his little sister's body had blossomed with a vengeance, but it was the first time he'd ever felt his pulse race when he hugged her. He wrote it off to the excitement of the occasion. This was his sister, after all, even if he'd always thought she was sweeter and more beautiful than any woman he'd ever gone out with.
The siblings finally broke their hug and went to the carousel where the luggage from Jaye's flight was coming in. Since she was staying permanently, she was traveling heavy and Dex had to get a cart to get her luggage back to his SUV. She had even more things coming by parcel delivery, but Dex had been planning for it and made plenty of room for her in his spacious condo. Once they got everything in the car, Jaye took off her winter coat and tossed it in the back. Her big tits were jiggling freely under her shirt, and her nipples were brazenly swollen and denting the fabric. Her brother had to hold his breath while she stretched and arched her back. Her nipples were hard, and if he hadn't known any better he would've thought she was showing off.
All Jaye did when she caught her brother looking at her tits was giggle and blush. Dex was relieved she didn't react badly. In fact, she even seemed pleased, but he felt like an idiot for getting caught looking at his baby sister like she was some kind of sex object. But this wasn't an average day. There was an excitement they shared in the fact that this wasn't just another temporary visit. They would be part of each other lives now more than ever, at least until Jaye finished college, but they would cross that bridge when they came to it. For now, the two siblings were excited and happy to be together.
While Dex was driving his baby sister home, he couldn't help admiring how happy she looked. It was like she was glowing, and the girl's excitement seemed to turn her from pretty to radiant. As they talked and laughed, excitedly making plans for things they wanted to do in the happy days ahead, Dex felt a weird sense of possessiveness about his sister. It was up to him to protect her more than ever now, and being as curvy and pretty as she was he knew he'd have to keep her safe from guys who would hurt her. The thought made his blood boil, but he kept that to himself.
That appealing glow of happiness that came over Jaye the moment she landed stayed with her. It showed no signs of ever going away over the next days and weeks. In the past, when Jaye had made her temporary visits, Dex had always given her as much attention as possible to make sure she felt good to be there. Now that she was there permanently, he became even more attentive, as if he wanted to make sure his baby sis was living a happy life.
Jaye basked indulgently in her handsome big brother's attention. She felt like she had everything she would ever need, except maybe late at night when she found herself lying in bed with her hand between her thick, shapely thighs. Just the way her brother looked at her now, and the way he'd been treating her like a princess made her feel the lack of male companionship in her bed. Not that she'd ever known it before. Her entire range of sexual experience consisted of a few handjobs and blowjobs for guys who only stuck around long enough to figure out they weren't getting their rods into her pussy.
Jaye didn't want to be as thick and curvy as she was, but she took excellent care of her skin and especially of her pussy, keeping it smoothly waxed and moisturized to a silky smoothness. She couldn't give that treasure to just anyone. Dex was the only man she knew who deserved it, and if he weren't her brother she would've given it to him long before now. Yet she still basked in his loving attention, and in turn she began dressing to please his roaming eyes. She also tried to do things around his condo to make life cozy for them, what with cooking and cleaning. She had time for it since she wasn't in school right now, and it made her happy to see the loving look her efforts put in her brother's eyes.
Jaye also had more time to hide in her room and watch porn on her computer. She spent hours at a time studying the way those girls sucked men's cocks, or learning the way they talked dirty. That was supposed to make the male viewers horny, but it made Jaye's pussy wet, too. Sometimes she thought of being able to talk that way to her brother, and she could only imagine how hard it would make him to hear his "innocent" little sister whispering her filthy desires in his ear.
Meanwhile, Dex made arrangements so he could do more of his work from his home office. He only had to go in to the main office a couple of times a week for a few hours. The rest of the time he stayed close to his sister. Sometimes he was afraid he could be smothering her, but the way she looked at him always calmed his fears. He knew she loved being taken out to dinner every other night, and he was sure she would be overjoyed at the surprise he had in store for her.
At the end of the second week, Dex said he wanted to take Jaye out for dinner. As usual, she wanted to look as pretty as possible for him. Dex knew most people would think it was weird for a girl to dress for her own brother like she had a hot date, but to her that's what it was. Dex made no secret of the fact that he loved every second of the way his sister dressed so nicely for him. There was no shortage of women he could've been taking out, but none were as sweet or beautiful to him as his baby sister. Besides, he just loved spending the time with her so much more, and no one knew they were brother and sister in any of the places he took her.
The only frustrating part was when he found himself alone in his bed at night, stroking his aroused cock when he thought about the way his baby girl looked that night, whether they went out or just spent the evening snuggled on his big couch. But the night in question, Jaye came out of her room looking like a curvy dream. Her long, silky, light brown hair was loose as it fell past her shoulders. Her makeup was light but perfect, and the little black dress her brother had never seen her in before looked amazing on her. The dress was cut daringly low, featuring the deep, satiny cleft between her full, luxurious tits. It was a rare occasion she wore anything that tight, allowing the fully ripened curve of her ass to stretch the fabric that left most of her stout legs bare.
"Wow," Dex said, barely above a whisper when his sister presented herself. "You look ... just ..."
He couldn't even finish the sentence, making his sister blush and smile sweetly.
"Aw c'mon, Dex," she said. "You make it sound like I'm hot or something."
"That's because you are."
"Even if I'm your sister?" she giggled.
Dex felt it better not to reply considering the way she was making his cock feel hot and tingly. It was bad enough to be on the verge of getting hard for the luscious girl standing before him. So with a mysterious smile, he escorted his sister down to the building parking lot. She looked confused when he walked over to a shiny, red, brand new BMW 2 series and handed her a set of keys.
To say Jaye looked stunned was an understatement. It seemed so unreal to her and it was a minute before she could let herself accept the fact that her brother was giving her a car. When she found her voice, she shrieked with excitement and rushed to hug him.
"Oh my god, Dex," she said, crying on his shirt. "No one ever did anything like this for me before. Not ever."
Dex smiled and hugged his sister tightly. She held onto him like she was afraid to let go while she sobbed. He stroked her back and hair, and angled his head so he could kiss her forehead.
"Sweetie," he told her, "I was hoping it would make you happy. Not cry."
"Oh god, Dex, I am happy, you big dumb jerk! I don't know how I could be happier. You've been treating me like a queen ever since I got here. And now this!"
"As far as I'm concerned, you are a queen. Besides, you're gonna need a car for checking out the area campuses, and then of course for fall when you start classes. I just wanted to make sure you have what you need."
Jaye still wasn't letting go. Her tits were crushed against her brother's taller body, and the warm pressure of them felt much better than it should've. Dex was in danger of getting hard right against his little sister's body, but he didn't want to let go any more than she did.
She looked up at him, her eyes still watery. "Oh, Dex, you make me so happy. It's not even about the car. It's just ... just that you love me enough to do such a thing. What did I ever do to deserve you?"
Dex smiled at his pretty sister. He was dying to kiss her, not as his sister but a real, lover's kiss. Her supple mouth was driving him crazy and his cock was beginning to stir despite his best efforts to hold off his reaction.
"What can I say? I have the best sister in the world," he smiled.
They looked at each other for a long moment or two without saying anything. Dex knew it was wrong, but he didn't seem to have a choice in the matter as he lowered his head and kissed his sister's luscious mouth. She saw it coming and readied herself for it. Within seconds, the kiss grew deep and hungry, their mouths opening and their tongues swirling around each other. Dex's cock instantly swelled to the point there was no way his sister couldn't avoid feeling his shaft trapped between them.
He knew it was so wrong, but he never felt this way with any other girl in his arms. His hands started to move from the base of her spine onto her ass. Just as he began to grasp and squeeze his sister's large, round spheres, the reality of what he was doing sank in and he broke off the kiss, pushing away from her at the same time.
"Oh god, Jaye, I'm sorry!"
She was frowning and almost looked confused, like it never occurred to her that a brother and sister shouldn't kiss the way they just had. Her excitement over the new car completely deflated. Dex felt bad, but making out with his hot, younger sister in a public parking lot wasn't something people did. At least not normal people. Although at the moment he felt anything but normal. He felt ashamed of himself while his cock was still partially swollen in his pants. And as he looked at his frowning sister, he hated knowing he'd upset her on what was supposed to be a happy occasion. He also couldn't stop taking in the way she looked in her cocktail dress.
"I'm the one who should be sorry," Jaye said, looking down. "It was my fault. I guess I got carried away."
Dex stepped closer to her again and took her back in his arms, needing to soothe her. It was what he'd always done. His cock was still halfway erect, but since she'd already felt it pressing on her once it wasn't much of a secret anymore. He held her close, though not as tight as before, hugging her with one arm and brushed the streaming tears off her face with the other.
"No, baby, it was my fault. I'm older so I'm supposed to be the responsible adult here," he said.
"In case you haven't noticed, I'm an adult now, too." At least she was starting to smile again.
"Um, yeah, that's part of the problem," Dex said with a light chuckle. "My little sister turned out to be, uhhh ... whatever."
"Hey, you can't just start and stop like that. Your little sister turned out to be what?"
Dex gave her a bittersweet smile. "Sorry, sweetie. There are just some things a guy should never say. And, we really need to get going to dinner now because I made reservations. And you're driving."
As they moved apart to get into the shiny new car, Jaye threw her brother a look and said: "One way or another, I'm gonna get you to tell me whatever you were about to say."
Dex knew she would try, but when they got in the car she grew excited about her brother's expensive gift again. He looked at her proudly as she started the engine, letting the dash lights illuminate her face and the bulging mounds of her tits. He kept looking at her while she familiarized herself with the controls. Now sitting in her seat, her dress was even shorter, and the big, smooth legs she'd always complained about never looked more beautiful to her big brother. But he kept that to himself. For now, he just had to brace himself to deal with a night out with the sexiest vision he could imagine. She finally started to drive while he gave directions.
Jaye was impressed with the restaurant. It was in a secluded area of the hills on the outskirts of their city, with sweeping views of the valley below showing the flickering lights of downtown. Once inside, Dex felt proud of the way his sister turned the heads of the men in the dining room. He felt a surge of jealousy when he realized half of them were watching the youthful bounce of her lush tits as she crossed the room to their table. The waiter assumed they were a couple, and neither of them did anything to act otherwise. Dex knew it didn't matter to a bunch of strangers, but he'd never felt this proud of being out with a "girlfriend" ever before. Jaye was everything to him, and it was getting harder to remind himself that included her being his little sister.



And yet she was so much more than a sister. He felt it every moment across the table from her. She had never looked prettier, and whenever he made her laugh her smile seemed to light up the whole room. There was also that smoky look of satisfaction that came into her eyes every time she caught him glancing down at her tits. She might've been his little sister, but Jaye was not a little girl anymore, and with the two of them acting as much like a couple as siblings, Dex couldn't deny she would be a better girlfriend than he ever had before. Any man would be lucky to have her. It was his shit luck to be the only man in the world who wasn't supposed to have her.
By the time they finished and went back to Jaye's new car, Dex was feeling the wine he'd had with dinner. He wasn't drunk, just feeling a little high and relaxed. It was good to have a break from all the doubts and fears from earlier. Instead of going straight home, the brother and sister leaned against the back of the car and looked out at the romantic view below. With the car being as small as it was, they were close together, and Dex put his arm around his sister's waist. She immediately snuggled closer to him like it was the most natural thing in the world.
"I love you, Dex," Jaye said softly.
He looked at her, finding her face turned toward his. "I love you, too, baby."
She grinned. "I really love it when you call me that."
"I probably shouldn't do it so much."
"Why not?"
"What if I slip up and say it in public?"
"Do you realize you called me baby at least four times during dinner where bunches of people overheard you?"
"Oops," he chuckled. "I guess I didn't realize I was doing it."
"I did. And I loved it. And nobody knew the difference, so what's the big deal?"
"You already know the answer to that."
"Yeah, but what if I don't care?"
"That's what big brothers are for. To remind you of the rules."
"And what if certain rules are all fucked up?"
Dex didn't have an answer, so he just kept looking at her and thought about kissing her again. But he resisted, telling himself he would just have to satisfy himself with the memory of her amazing mouth.
"Dex?"
"Yes, baby?"
"I need you to finish saying what you started before."
"Nice try, JJ," he smiled.
She gave him a coy look and touched the front of his pants where his cock was already inflated halfway. Dex flinched, but her hand felt so good he didn't try to stop her. It was so wrong, yet if felt so right at the same time.
"If you tell me, I'll make you feel really good." She was fondling his bulge that was quickly growing to its full size. "Oh my god, bro. Is that all you in there?"
"Baby, you've gotta stop doing that," her brother groaned.
"Why don't you stop me, if it's so bad? You're bigger and stronger. You could just push my hand away."
But he didn't push her hand away. He just let her keep feeling his fully engorged shaft through his pants. "This is really bad, JJ," he said.
"What were you going to say, Dex?"
With his aching cock clouding his logic, the only way he could think of to keep her from asking again was kiss her. So he did, even deeper and harder than the first time. Jaye whimpered happily into his mouth as their tongues slipped together and swirled. Dex was completely intoxicated by the taste of his sister's mouth, not to mention the feeling of her hand exploring the shape of his aching shaft through his pants. Promising himself it would only be this one, brief time, he reached to feel her bulging tits through her dress, running his fingers over the smooth skin of her mounds where they billowed over the top.
Jaye whimpered into her brother's mouth as he explored the firm shapeliness of her melons. They felt even bigger than they looked, and her nipples were hard as pebbles through the thin dress. It was so tempting to just lift her onto the rear of the car and rip her panties off before filling her young tunnel with throbbing cock meat. Dex knew he was falling down the rabbit hole and forced himself to back off before his illicit love became overpowering. Jaye was breathless, her full moons heaving to her deep gasps for breath.
"I'm sorry, baby," her brother said. "You just make it so hard."
"I can tell," she giggled, giving his cock a squeeze.
Dex playfully swatted her hand away and moved around to the passenger's door. Jaye unlocked the car and got in on the other side. She drove home with a coy smile on her face, as if she knew something her brother didn't. He was relieved to be in the car now, but the arousal in his pants only subsided partway as he couldn't stop admiring the beautifully curvaceous girl in her sexy dress sitting right beside him. But by the time they reached home, Dex's cock was fully erect again because his precocious little sister reached for his crotch and gave him a rub every time she didn't need both hands on the wheel. And he couldn't bring himself to stop her.
When they went back inside the large flat, Dex had the mistaken idea things would go back to normal. Jaye had stopped asking him to say what he'd started to at the beginning of the evening, and she hadn't tried touching his cock again since the last traffic light before home. He missed feeling her eager hand on his dick, but he told himself it was for the best.
The layout of the condo was mostly open, with the two bedrooms at opposite corners, a spacious living room area in the between. Jaye had a bathroom that was separate from her bedroom, but the two doors were close. Dex, having the master bedroom, had an en-suite bathroom. When he went to his room, he took off his clothes and went into his bathroom. He decided to take a shower and seriously contemplated relieving the pressure in his cock after it had been hard off and on most of the night. He began stroking his soap-lathered prick, but he couldn't bring anything to mind but thoughts of his voluptuous baby sister.
"God, no, I just can't," he groaned, gritting his teeth. He turned the water to cold and let it blast him until his erection subsided, at least mostly. Then he made a mental plan to get out with some woman other than his sister and have the kind of sex that wasn't against the laws of nature. That's all he needed to clear his mind.
Out of the shower, Dex dried off and put on a lightweight pair of long sleep pants. He was just about to lie down when Jaye suddenly appeared in the doorway. She was dressed for bed in a pale pink, V-neck T shirt. It didn't show nearly as much cleavage as her dress, but the bottom was barely an inch or so past the curve of her full, fabulous ass. Her light brown, almost blonde, hair was flowing loosely around her shoulders. Her tits jiggled slightly under her shirt, nipples fully erect and denting the fabic. Dex couldn't believe how good her thick, shapely legs looked, her skin so smooth and supple. She smiled as he took in the sight of her and took a deep breath.
"Is everything okay?" he asked.
"Everything is perfect. Well, almost. I just wanted to thank you again. For everything. It's like you didn't just save my life, but you're giving me a whole new one."
Overcome with affection, Dex went to her in the doorway and held her by the shoulders. "I'm just so happy you're here," he said.
Their arms went around each other's waist, but they held their heads apart so they could see each other. But Jaye's tits were up against her brother's bare chest, pushing on him through the thin material of her shirt.
"You know," she went on with a slight hesitation, "I could really show you my appreciation in another way if you tell me what you were going to say earlier."
The gleam in her eyes left no doubt as to what she meant. Dex felt his cock pulse with heat, but he held himself steadfast.
"Sorry, baby. Some things are better off unsaid."
"Some things, I guess. But not this time. I hope you know I'm going to get you to tell me sooner or later." She had a defiant smile on her sweet face.
Dex leaned in and gave her a very quick kiss on the lips. Just a glance, no tongue. Then he gave her nearly bare ass a swift spank and told her to go to bed."
"I can't believe you did that!" she cried. But there was a smoky look in her eye.
Then, with Dex leaning in his doorway, he watched his sister turn and slowly cross the room. He knew she was purposely giving him an extra sway in her walk. Reaching back, she lifted the bottom of her shirt and exposed her glorious ass. It was magnificent. She rubbed the cheek he spanked as if it hurt, but it was obviously just a move to tease him even more.
"Ow," she said dramatically. "You're so mean."
"G'night, baby," he said, smiling at her back.
At the same time, his sister's slow, deliberate walk across the space to her doorway was making his cock rise back to its former state of hardness. When she stopped at her door, she turned to blow her brother a kiss and went into her room without closing her door. He noted that her light didn't go out, either.
Dex stood in his own doorway and let his hand drift down onto the front of his sleep pants. He muttered cusses as he rubbed his cock, feeling his meat quickly engorge. He couldn't believe how hot and tempting his sister was. The little girl he'd always loved and cared for had grown up to become luscious and formidable. He seriously doubted she would leave him in peace until she got what she wanted.
But he wanted the same thing. He was just trying to do the right thing. What if they lost control and she regretted it later? He could never risk making his sweet little sister resent him. But then came the sound of her sighs, soon to be followed by unmistakable moans. His little sister was very obviously touching herself in her room, and with her light on and her door wide open. Between the light and the increasing intensity of her pleasure moans, Dex realized she wanted him to hear her.
No fair, he thought, pushing his hand inside his pants now, grabbing his hard shaft and stroking the meat.
"I love you, big brother," the girl moaned. "I need you so much." Then she started moaning again.
Hearing what his sister sounded like in the throes of her erotic pleasure gave Dex a good idea of what she'd sound like making love. It was a sound that worked its way into the inner recesses of his soul, so deeply he knew it would stay there forever. When he found himself walking toward her doorway it was as if his legs were moving on their own. His body was giving the orders now.
Jaye was still wearing her sleep shirt when her brother stepped into her doorway. He still had his hand inside his pants, making no secret of his cock stroking. His sister parted her thighs a little wider, revealing her smoothly shaven, wide open pussy. Dex's breath caught in his throat as he adored the vision of his baby sister's tender, pink treasure. She rubbed her wet lips with her fingers a little more, but then pulled the bottom of her shirt down to cover her slit. This brought the top down almost to her nipples.
"Didn't you say we shouldn't be doing things like this?" she said.
"Baby, you're driving me crazy," her brother groaned. "Maybe it's alright if we watch ... just a little."
To prove his point, he pushed the elastic band of his pants down below his balls, revealing the fully glory of his painfully swollen cock. Jaye's eyes widened in surprise while Dex slowly moved his fist along his impressive shaft.
"It's so beautiful, Dex," she sighed. "But I need more and you know that."
"But I'm your brother. Aren't you afraid you could hate me after?"
"You're the only one in the world I could never hate."
"But ... "
"Brothers and sisters are forever, darling. Not like boyfriends and girlfriends who just come and go. I've had you love me all my life, and I love you more than anything in the world. Who wouldn't want more of that?"
Dex had a hard time arguing with her logic, especially since his cock was aching like mad and he was dying to see her reveal her pussy again. He wanted it more than anything in his life ever before, but could he really take his own sister to be all his?
"Baby, lift up that shirt again," he said with a husky voice.
"You wanna see your little sister's wet pussy again?"
"Fuck, yes I do."
Jaye giggled. She looked happy and excited, but she hesitated before granting her big brother's wish.
"Finish that sentence you started down by the car and I'll let you do much more than look," she cooed. She lifted the hem of her shirt and gave him a brief flash of her bald, wet pussy, letting go with a teasing giggle when she yanked the shirt back into place.
Dex heaved a sigh and gave up. He pushed his pants to the floor and walked to his sister's bed.
"I was going to tell you that you're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen in my life, and that if you weren't my little sister I'd fucking marry you and fuck you every day for the rest of our lives."
"Oh, Dex," she sighed.
She sat up far enough to pull the shirt over her head. Now the brother and sister were both fully naked and more aroused than ever before in either of their lives. With her luscious tits now fully exposed, Dex's attention was divided between them and her pussy. She was even more magnificent than he thought. He sat down on her bed and slid his hand up her smooth, rounded thigh until his fingers came into contact with her slit. The lips were wet and so warm, already swollen and parted from her own fingering. She whimpered and moaned as her brother's much larger fingers stroked her delicate peach.
Dex felt his cock throb wildly as he felt his baby sister's slippery folds. He drank in the sight of her like he wanted to memorize every dip and curve while she was looking back at him with love in her eyes like he'd never seen before.
"Baby, does it make me sound like a pervert if I say you're even more beautiful naked than with clothes on?" he said.
"Maybe a little," she snickered. "But I like it. As long as you're my perv."
Jaye reached for his big, upstanding cock, curling her hand around his thick shaft to stroke him.
"God, Dex, it's so hard," she cooed, gently moving her hand up and down his rod. She explored the head with her fingers, forcing precum to dribble out and give her slick juice to spread over his shaft.
Dex couldn't believe how good it felt to have his beautiful sister's hand on his cock. It was unthinkable, but there it was. He turned his head down to watch her caress his man meat, amazed by what he saw. At the same time, he slid a finger into her pussy, feeling the tightness and heat of her creamy core.
"This is so wrong," he groaned.
"Yes, darling, it is. And so perfect."
"Yeah, perfect. I still can't believe we're doing this."
"What are we actually doing, big brother?"
Dex felt his rock hard organ pulse in the girl's hand when she emphasized their forbidden relationship. He'd tried to resist so much, but he now saw how impossible that would've been over time. He knew he would've given in eventually. Their love for each other was too powerful, and the fact that it was so much more than simple sibling love was something neither of them had any choice in. They were meant for each other, and yet the forbidden nature of it all only made his cock throb even more.
"We're getting ready to have sex, baby sister," he said. "We're going to make love. Fuck. All of the above. I'm going to claim the most beautiful girl in my life and take her to be my own ... for now and always. Is that what you really want, baby?"
"Oh, brother," she sighed breathily. "My big, beautiful brother. It's everything I've ever wanted."
Dex leaned closer and kissed that beautiful mouth once again. There was no hesitation or doubt. It felt like their tongues were dancing back and forth between their lips while he slipped a second finger into his luscious sister's pussy. She moaned into his mouth with pleasure, her channel gripping her brother's fingers like it was trying to swallow them up. He slid them in and out against her tight resistance, bringing his thumb to her swollen clit.
"Oh, fuck," Jaye cried, pulling out of the kiss to gasp for air. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she cried, grinding her hips back against her brother's fingers. "Dexy, you're gonna make your sister cum!"
Dex watched in awe as his precious little sister transformed into something he'd never seen right before his amazed eyes. She pulled both hands back behind herself to prop herself up, slightly lifting her ass off the bed and grinding her dripping hot cunt against her brother's stroking fingers. She shivered and shook with pleasure until her glorious tits were heaving from side to side. Dex knew he would be devoting himself to making his sweet little sister cum as much as he could from that day on.
Jaye finally settled back onto the bed and took a moment to catch her breath. She looked at her brother as if he'd just performed a magic trick. He then lay along beside her on the bed and she slid down to lie alongside him. They lay on their sides facing each other. His cock was touching her thighs while her large tits pushed against his chest. His right hand went around to her ass, cupping the abundant sphere and pulling her closer. He massaged her ass and gradually worked his finger toward her taut rosebud. Placing a finger over the tight ring, he massaged the little pucker gently, making his sister purr.
"Dex, baby. You're touching your little sister's asshole."
"I know," he smiled. "It's mine now."
Happiness glittered in her eyes. "I love that. I don't know how a cock as big as yours is going to fit back there, though."
"We'll just have to work up to that. Just to see if you like it."
"If it's my handsome brother's dick in me then I'll love it."
Dex sighed. He kissed her again, and she responded eagerly. They kissed a long time while he massaged her rimhole, finally working his finger further on until he was fingering her wet pussy from the back. But Jaye was soon kissing her brother's chest, stopping to suck each of his nipples when he rolled to his back. She kept her hand on his cock while she kissed and licked his body, going lower and lower. Dex watched in anticipation. He knew what she was going for, and he couldn't wait to feel her mouth on his waiting cock.
Her silky hair dragged over his skin, highlighting the pleasure of her exploring lips and tongue. But when she finally reached his cock, he brushed her hair out of the way. Now he could watch her pink tongue explore the long, thick shaft jutting up against his abs. It was a sight he never dared imagine, but now it was happening right before his unbelieving eyes. Yet his cock was a true believer, sending waves of pleasure through his whole body with every swipe and roll of his sister's eager tongue. She caressed his balls with one hand while her tongue laved over every vein in his shaft, moving all the way up to the head as she finally took the tip of his rod into her mouth.
"Oh, ohhhh fuck, baby," Dex groaned as his sister pulled more of his cock into her mouth.
Jaye's hand moved from her brother's cum-heavy balls to the root of his shaft and began stroking the lower end while her lips lovingly suckled and slipped up and down the top end. Her wet, velvety tongue sliding over the under-ridge of his cock head made Dex groan harder and deeper. He resisted the urge to thrust into her mouth and savored the stroking and sucking she was doing her best to give him. She seemed tireless at sucking her brother's oversized cock and kept up her exquisite treatment until Dex lost track of how long it went on.
"Baby, ohhhh, little sister you're gonna make me cum," he finally groaned in warning.
Jaye released his cock from her mouth and giggled with satisfaction. "You like having your devoted baby sister suck your big cock?"
"It's perfect," he told her, reaching to touch her face. She smiled and looked ready to keep going, but he stopped her. "Later, angel. I'm dying to cum in your mouth, but being our first time together I have something different in mind."



"I can't imagine what you're thinking, you big, incest pervert."
"I think you do, but I'm going to show you anyway."
With a peal of giggles, Jaye allowed him to guide her up over his body, her heavily dangling tits rubbing over his skin until they were face to face and her pussy was just inches above his throbbing cock. Her eyes were full of love and excitement. Dex kissed her and fondled her pliant melons.
After the kiss, he continued massaging her orbs. "Reach down there for your brother's cock, baby," he said. "Take it in your hand and put it inside that beautiful pussy."
"Ohh, Dex," she sighed, following his instructions. She held the tip of his cock to her juicy cunt lips. She stroked his shaft as well as she could from that position, but the motion of her hand was causing the tip of his pole to slip into the opening of her tunnel. Now she stroked him and pushed her body down, taking more of his stalk into her hole. "Fuuuuuuck," she crooned. "You're already stretching me so much."
"Keep going, baby sister," Dex said through his excited breathing. "You feel so good."
"Mmmfffff," Jaye huffed as she mashed her pussy further down her brother's rigid cock.
As much as he hated to let go of her perfect tits, Dex brought his hands to the girl's full, round ass, firmly clutching each sphere and guiding the motion of her hips as she rose and fell onto his cock. Each movement brought his thick, throbbing stalk deeper into his sister's tight hole, her leaking slit spreading her juice along his man flesh. At long last, Jaye took every inch of her brother's formidable cock shaft into her stoutly curved body. The pair looked at each other in loving awe.
"You took it all, baby-love," Dex said, massaging her ass while her body held still, adjusting to the pressure of his cock filling her pink passage.
"Dexy," she breathed, wincing slightly. "I never fell so full like this before. You're the first one ever. Be good to me, okay?"
"Aww, sweetheart," he said, bringing his hands up from her ass to caress the sides of her pretty face. "I'm your big brother. Hell, I practically raised you so it's almost like I'm your dad, too. It's my job to make sure you're always safe and loved. I promise I'll always treat you like my special queen. I love you so much."
Jaye's eyes went moist like she was going to cry. "I love you so much, big brother. If I'm your queen then you're my king. I sure I hope I can make you feel like one."
"Baby, no one ever made me feel like this," he told her sincerely, giving a slight pump with his hips.
Jaye closed her eyes, biting her bottom lip in response to the gentle motion of the imposing cock inside her. Dex pulled her face closer and kissed her, then brought his hands to her hips and guided her body into a gentle riding motion. The stroke of his sister's incredibly tight, hot pussy made the breath rush out of his body into her mouth. She soon didn't need his guiding hands while she began rocking her body over his, squeezing and stroking his throbbing pole with the velvet walls of her succulent cunt.
Their kiss finally broke as brother and sister both needed to gasp for air. Dex caught her weighty tits in his hands and massaged her smooth orbs while his own hips started to rock to meet her riding plunges. Jaye's moans became deeper and louder, until she was rocking on her brother's rod with everything she had.
Dex couldn't believe the amazing sight hovering over him. His sister was now propping herself up on her hands and riding his cock in a back and forth motion. Her tits were heaving and dangling over his face while he reached for them, massaging them and plying pressure to her nipples that made her moans go deep and throaty. The now constant stroke of her overheated pussy was making her brother's cock throb out of control. He couldn't wait to fill his precious baby's love channel with cum, but he wanted to make it last as long as he possibly could. But then she started cum, her hole flushing ever hotter and wetter around his cock, making it next to impossible to hold his brotherly juice.
"Fuck, oh fuck, fuck, fuck," Jaye squealed. "I -- I -- I'm cumming, Dexy. Oh, I can't stop! How can anything feel this good!"
Dex braced himself and thrust into his baby's rippling pussy sheath. He didn't know how he managed to stave off filling her channel with spunk, but somehow he did. He momentarily forgot his own need while he watched the glorious spectacle of his voluptuous baby sister reaching the peak of her ecstasy on his cock. Now more than ever he knew their lives would never be the same. They would be better than ever before.
When Jaye's climax subsided, she slowed her riding motion and gazed at her brother like she was truly seeing him for the first time.
"That, oh god, Dex. That ... I never felt anything like it."
"From now on, I'm going to make sure you feel like that all the time," he promised.
"I never came that hard, Dexy. But ... is it bad I just want more? Does that make me slutty?"
Dex chuckled. "Baby, there's nothing slutty about you. Except ... only if you want to be your big brother's slut for the rest of your life."
"Deal!" she giggled happily.
Dex pulled her face toward his, bringing her large tits mashing into his chest while he kissed her more deeply than ever. They kissed so hard and deeply. Jaye was ravenous for her brother's tongue. Without breaking either the kiss or the deep contact of his cock inside her sheath, he rolled them over so she was now on her back. He held himself above her on his extended arms and started moving his cock in and out of her slick snatch.
"Now you're going to cum for your big brother again," he said, making it sound like an order that couldn't not be disobeyed. "Are you going to be a good little sister and cum all over my cock again, baby?"
"Ohhhhhh, yesssssss," the portly beauty crooned. "Give it to me, brother. Pump your little sister's hole full of that huge, nasty man-cock!"
Dex nearly came right away when he heard his precious little sister start talking like a performer in a porn video. But those girls always made it sound so fake and insincere. Jaye, on the other hand, meant every word she said, and the devilish gleam in her pretty eyes told him she knew exactly what her filthy talk was doing to him. She obviously loved reminding him of their true relationship, their condition of being siblings that made this unavoidable union between them so thrilling and beautiful. He began stroking and pounding his rock solid cock into her fabulous body, making her bulky tits heave so beautifully with every thrust.
But while Dex began thrusting harder, deeper, faster, his sister lost her voice to the raspy moans and gasps for air. She gazed at him through slitted eyes while he rammed his cock into her substantial body so hard it made every inch of her luscious flesh jiggle to the force. Dex had never seen anything so magnificent. He knew there was no other woman alive who could give him anything close to what his sweet, beautiful baby sister could. She was everything to him, and now, nothing seemed more important than filling her snatch with her own brother's hot cum. Nothing else could seal their bond the same way.
They were both sweating now while Dex gazed down upon the stunning vision beneath him. He was pumping so hard into her cunt he could barely speak, but she was gazing back at him just as intently. An unspoken understanding became clear as day between them. This was forever. This was sinful, lustful and deeply incestuous. And above all, it was the deepest love either had ever felt.
"Do it, Dexy!" Jaye managed to huff out in a garbled voice. "I know you want to. Cum in me, baby! Cum in your little baby sister's hot fucking cunt!"
Just when he thought his supposedly innocent sister couldn't surprise him even more, Dex felt like her nasty words lit a new fire at his core. Feeling the orgasmic rippling inside her hot, squirting fuckhole, he rammed his massively swollen cock into her with ravenous thrusts. Again and again and again, until he cried out like a wounded animal and unleashed a spurting geyser of man spunk deeply into her succulent cunt.
"Oh fuck, I feel it, baby!" she cried in awe. "I feel your cum!"
Dex pumped his organ into that glorious, young girl's pussy until he'd given her every drop of baby sauce his body had to give. At least for now. But afterward, he felt so drained he wondered if his balls were even capable of producing more. They would have to be. His cum was the most special way he knew to mark his little sister as his. And after this, there was no way he could ever imagine her belonging to anyone else. It would've been worse than losing a limb.
But that was something he knew he'd never have to worry about. He reluctantly drew his cock out of Jaye's pussy and lay down beside her, pulling her sweaty, curvaceous body into his arms. He kissed her face and neck, feeling her damp tits squash against him.
"Oh, Dexy, I'm all sweaty now," she complained.
"Mmmmm, and you taste better than candy," he sighed.
She giggled and playfully punched his arm. A minute or so went by and they were both quiet, but still holding each other close.
"Dex? You're not gonna feel sorry we did this, are you?"
The man kissed his much younger sister gently but deep and slow. It was the kind of kiss a man gives a woman to prove something to her. "The only thing I'm sorry about was that we didn't do this sooner. Baby, I'll never let you go. I mean, not as long as you don't want me to. I love you more than I ever loved anyone and I never want to lose you."
"You never will, my love. My ... big brother. I was made for you, silly."
They spent a long time kissing, then resting and catching their breath. Then kissing some more. But before too much longer, Dex was suckling his sister's swollen nipples while she reached for his cock and started to massage his flesh back to hardness.
"You horny prev," Jaye giggled.
"I can't help it around you. Honestly, you made me cum so hard I thought it would be days before I'd get hard again."
"Hmmm, maybe that's because you just can't resist a horny sister who loves you like crazy."
"Looks that way," Dex agreed with a smile. He got back between her thick thighs again and pressed the head of his cock to her juice-coated slit. "I think this is what it feels like when people go on a honeymoon." Then he began to slide his cock back into its wet, rightful home.
"Ohhh, yes, baby. That's it. Marry me. Marry your little sister with that big, horny cock."
And that's exactly what he did, at least twice more before the sun rose on their new lives.
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"Dad?"
The kittenish voice came from the open doorway to Carl's home office. He looked up from his computer screen to find his daughter, Willow, leaning against the doorframe. The eighteen year old had colored her hair again. It was a muted shade of ginger that suited her tanned complexion to a T as it cascaded well past her shoulders. She was wearing a cropped, light blue T shirt that ended barely a couple of inches past her tits, and a pair of light grey booty shorts she used to wear for playing volleyball or going to her dance classes. But she hadn't been able to do those things for months now, and Carl felt bad for the way he had to keep his teen daughter on such a tight leash. Yet the pandemic was surging to frightening new levels, and the man was focused on one thing over anything: to keep his precious daughter safe.
"What is it, sweetheart?" he asked. His mind was still half submerged in the business he was conducting online, but the vision of pure, teen sensuality standing in his office doorway had him fixated on her.
Willow's tits weren't especially large, but they could fill a man's hands and had an insanely gravity-defying perkiness that pushed against her belly shirt in the most distracting way. Carl could tell his daughter wasn't wearing a bra, a practice that seemed to be much more common the longer their home quarantine went on. His eyes quickly traveled over the girl's shapely hips and legs, one crossed in front of the other, as he hoped to catch a quick glimpse before she could tell he was sizing up her classically formed young body.
"Well, um, I need to order some more stuff," she said demurely, as if there was some chance he might deny her anything. He doted on her more than he probably should have, but he could never help it. But since all the worries and stress of the pandemic had altered their lives he thought she deserved to be spoiled.
"Stuff?" He raised an eyebrow.
"Yeah," she said, as if 'stuff' was a perfectly clear word.
"Umm, okaaaay. Explain 'stuff'."
"Uhh, stuff. Ya know. Like some clothes and stuff."
The girl could have started a used clothing store with what she had in her overstuffed closet and dresser. On top of that, the only places either of them went were for essential trips, such as the pharmacy or supermarket. Although at least once a week, Carl got Willow out of the house for a drive just to get a change of scenery. He knew enough places that were private or else sparsely crowded enough that he could get the girl out in the open air to relieve some of the stress of being locked down. At least she had the pool and their home gym in the basement to help her keep active while she wasn't involved in her usual activities.
"That's not much of an explanation," Carl pointed out. Her thighs were pressed together and he could just see a suggestive hint of the girl's camel toe, but he quickly brought his eyes back to her face before she caught him looking where he wasn't supposed to.
"Well ..." she hesitated briefly, "I need a couple new bikinis. Umm, some workout stuff. And a couple of nice outfits, maybe a summer dress or two. Even if you only take me out to a drive-through place, I still wanna look nice. It kinda helps things feel more normal."
Carl felt his heart sink. As rough as the lockdown was on him, it was probably double that for his daughter. He wouldn't have said no anyway, but now he wanted to make sure Willow got something extra. Something more than she was hoping for. She deserved at least that much.
"Okay, sweetheart, no problem." He shifted in his chair and reached for his wallet, then pulled out one of his credit cards.
Willow came into the room and took the card.
"So how much can I spend?" she asked, her pert tits bulging against her shirt.
Carl pretended to think about it, even though he'd already decided. "A thousand," he said.
Willow's eyes lit up with surprise. She planted her hands on the arms of her father's chair and leaned over to kiss him. She probably didn't mean to, but in her excitement she kissed him on the mouth. Carl felt his pulse skip. She didn't even seem to realize she'd just kissed her dad on the mouth. When she leaned back, her father could see her tits all the way to their puffy, pink caps as her shirt bowed down. She caught him looking, then she turned away with a coy smile.
Automatically, Carl's hand arced out and swatted his daughter playfully on her beautifully curved ass. She spun and looked at him with a shocked expression.
"Go do your shopping," he told her with a serious frown he didn't really feel on the inside. "I've got an online meeting in just a few more minutes."
Willow giggled. "Thank you, Daddy." She turned to leave, but before she did she bent halfway over and stuck her ass out at him, wiggling it just as playfully as he'd swatted her. Then just as quickly, she straightened up and strutted out of the room with an extra sway in her hips.
Carl sighed. What was he thinking? Being cooped up for too many hours every day for months with his sweetly precocious daughter must have been playing on his brain. And now, his teenaged girl was starting to look hot and desirable to him. But no. When he really thought about it, Willow had always looked hot and desirable. She was simply made that way. Maybe if her mother were still alive or if their daily lives were more like they were before the pandemic he wouldn't have so much time to notice the captivating creature she had become.
He finally tried to shake off these distracting thoughts and turned back to his computer. Getting involved in his work, Carl wasn't sure how long it was before Willow was suddenly back in his office, returning his credit card. He hadn't even noticed her until she put the card down right beside his keyboard.
"Thanks, Dad. I found everything online, and I only spent like eight hundred dollars," she said, as if she'd done him a huge favor by not spending the full grand he said she could.
Carl looked up to find his daughter now wearing a revealing black bikini. The bottom was cut high on the sides and the top had a halter style neck strap that pulled her teacup tits upward and closer together. It was impossible not to help himself to a long glance at the girl's entrancing orbs with so little fabric covering them. At the same time, he couldn't help noticing a hint of her camel toe in the bottom. There was no doubt she was keeping her pussy smoothly shaven.
"That's great, sweetheart," he managed to say. "I hope you found everything you want."
"For now," she smiled, hinting at a next time. "You're the best, Dad, thanks."
She leaned over and kissed her father's cheek. She straightened back up with an awkward laugh, as if she'd really wanted to kiss him on the mouth. Carl was relieved she hadn't. He wouldn't have had the will to stop it.
"Well, you know I love you, baby," he told her. "I know these are hard times and I just want you to be as happy as you can under the circumstances."
"I've got you, Dad. So I'm happy," she quipped with a bright smile.
Carl was in danger of getting hard. If his daughter had to be that hot and sexy, why did she have to be so sweet too? But the truth was that he was just as happy just having her around. He barely missed seeing his friends or coworkers.
"That's sweet, honey," he replied. "But I know you'd probably like to be able to get out and see your friends more than just on video calls."
"Sometimes, I guess. But you're my best friend so it's cool."
Carl just smiled. He felt proud and overwhelmed with love for this girl he shouldn't have even noticed was as pretty and sexy as she was.
"You're the best daughter a man ever had," he told her truthfully.
"Well you're the best dad so I guess we're even."
Carl had a severe urge to stand up and sweep the girl into his arms and kiss her so hard she could hardly breathe. But he resisted. That was a pleasure he could never enjoy no matter how much he wanted to.
"I guess I'll go out and hang at the pool," Willow added. "Maybe you can take a break and come out. You don't want me getting lonely, do you, Daddy?"
Carl thought he detected a suggestive gleam in his daughter's eyes, but he did his best to ignore it. "Maybe later, sweetheart. I've got to get a few more things done," he lied.
"Okay. Don't take long, though, okay?"
Willow then turned to go. The bottom of her bikini looked like it was pasted to her ass as she walked out. He shouldn't have been looking, but at least her back was turned.
That was the end of Carl's work day. He couldn't concentrate on anything business related after watching his eighteen year old daughter wiggle her delectable ass on the way out of his office. There was a cater-cornered view of the pool from his office window, and he stood there watching his baby girl dive into the water and swim laps. When she came up out of the pool in her wet bikini he gave in to the urge to fondle his growing cock through the fabric of his shorts.
Willow arched her back like a magazine model and finger-combed her wet hair back. It was as if she knew her father was watching. Did she really want him to see her this way, Carl mused silently. He was glad he put the tall, wooden privacy fence around the yard last year or the neighbors would've been watching his teenaged vixen the same way he was. At least the houses in their neighborhood weren't that close together.
Willow finally picked up a towel and slowly patted her body dry before lying down on a chaise to work on her tan. Carl looked at her for a while longer, his hand rubbing along his now fully swollen cock. It was so wrong to want her so much, yet she was the most desirable thing he'd ever seen and he didn't know how he could love anything or anyone more than her.
Carl decided to join Willow by the pool, but he had a problem to take care of first. There was no way he could go out with the unruly hard on now bulging into his shorts. He went upstairs to the master bathroom and stripped naked. Stroking his shaft, all that was in his mind was that beautiful girl now waiting for him by the pool in a wet bikini. He rubbed out an intense load of cum into the bathroom sink and felt completely ashamed of himself afterward. Had he really sunk so low as to be jerking off to fantasies of his own daughter? Only a true pervert would ever do such a thing. And if he was a pervert, what did that make his daughter for teasing him more than she should?
After cleaning up and pulling on a pair of swim trunks, Carl convinced himself he'd gotten his secret lust for his baby girl out of his system. He went downstairs assured of the fact that he wasn't a horny pervert for his daughter. It had just been a one-time lapse in judgement. Millions of fathers with pretty daughters must go through the same thing every day, and now his unspeakable moment was behind him.
But then Carl walked through the back of the house onto the deck by the pool only to discover that Willow had taken her top off and was sunning herself with her mouth-watering tits exposed to the sun. When he went out, she sat up and covered her pert orbs with her arm.
"Oh, hi Dad," she said brightly.
"Oh, umm, I can come back later if you want some privacy," he said, looking at the way her tits bulged up against the pressure of her forearm.
"No!" she almost shrieked. "I don't want you to go back in. It's just us here, right? I didn't think you'd mind if I decided not to end up with tan lines. It's only my boobs, Dad. I bet you've seen lots of boobs before," she ended with a giggle.
"Well I've seen my share," he admitted. "But those weren't my daughter's boobs."
"Then try not to think of me that way," the girl said with a coyly suggestive tone.
"Not much chance of that," Carl muttered as he lay out on one of the other lounges.
Willow moved her arm and exposed her tits with a smile. She lay back again, and Carl kept his eye on her. Over the next hour or so he watched his daughter change sides several times. She also dove into the pool to swim again and he joined her. He was relieved when she finally decided to go back inside, leaving him in the water with another throbbing hard on in his swimsuit.
The next few days were pretty much the same, with Carl trying to work from his home office, and Willow coming in and out of his office and distracting him in the most revealing outfits she owned. With the extra time she'd been putting in at the pool and their basement home gym, the girl had a large collection of swimwear and workout outfits. Sunbathing topless was now her daily routine, and Carl couldn't help but go out to join her by the pool as often as he could.
The cuddling started one night when Carl was up a little late watching television. He was kicking back in his large, reclining easy chair with a movie running that he was only half paying attention to. He was starting to feel sleepy, but then Willow came downstairs and into the living room. She looked like she was half asleep herself, but must have been tossing and turning upstairs in her bed.
She was wearing a thin tank top that was cropped a couple of inches below her perky tits and a pair of boy short style panties that didn't fully cover her perfectly round ass cheeks. Without a word, she climbed onto her father's chair and snuggled up to the side of his body in the scant space beside him. Willow used to cuddle with her dad in his chair nearly every night, but she was a lot smaller then. Now there was much less room for both of them, and the girl pushed her pussy up against her dad's hip while throwing her bare leg across his body, her thigh directly on top of his cock.
With the girl's face lying against his upper chest, her hair just touching his chin, Carl shifted and looped his arm around her.
"I love you, Daddy," she said sleepily.
"I love you, too, sweetheart," he replied, laying a light kiss on her forehead.
Carl let his hand rest on Willow's body just above her hip, right where her soft skin was bare between the bottom of her tank top and the waist band of her panties. She made a soft, cooing sound when his hand touched her skin, but in less than five minutes the girl was asleep.
Carl didn't want to move. He didn't want to wake his daughter. It felt too good to hold her so close and feel her breath against his chest. Yet at the same time his cock was growing hard under the warm pressure of her bare leg. He was only wearing a T shirt and boxer briefs, and his cock was soon throbbing and swollen. He was afraid if he woke her up she'd discover his rock hard dick trapped under her leg. Maybe she wouldn't be so cheeky in teasing her father if she were presented with the reality of his swollen cock. Even if she didn't mind, Carl didn't think it was a good idea for Willow to know how much she aroused him.
But that smooth, luscious leg felt so good against his cock. The girl he loved more than anything in the world was molded to his body, and at that moment he wished he could have made the girl his woman more than anything in the world. Yet the impossibility of his desire was like a constant dark cloud over his thoughts.
For now, Carl pushed those thoughts away and carefully slipped his hand onto his daughter's hip, touching the tautly stretched panties at her side. He didn't dare move otherwise, even though he was dying to grind his cock shaft against her thigh.
Willow had come downstairs wanting to cuddle with her daddy like she did when she was younger, but she had no idea just how intimate they were now. It hardly seemed right to feel so good while the girl was sleeping so soundly. And it definitely wasn't right for Carl's hand to slide, ever so slowly, onto the curve of the girl's ass cheek. He was dying to squeeze her supple ass, but with her sleeping he just let his hand rest there.
The occasional sounds the girl made in her sleep had a sexual feel to her father, but he had to write that off to the fact that his cock was throbbing with hardness against her leg. At that point he probably would've thought it was sexy if she sneezed.
He was aching to do so much more. As it was, he unwisely chanced sneaking his fingers under Willow's thigh on top of his cock. He managed to pinch the waistband of his briefs and gently pull them along his shaft. The fabric was trapped between his cock and her leg, so it took some finessing to work his briefs off his cock without waking his daughter up. But he finally managed to do the job. His heart was pounding with the fear of waking her up, but now he could feel the girl's bare thigh directly against his cock. The mere contact of skin to skin was electrifying.
Carl had to force himself to keep from grinding against the teen's leg hard enough to wake her, but he couldn't stop the subtle rocking of his hips. The warm, silky feel of her skin was painfully exquisite. He was breathing hard, but careful to keep silent while he went on and on, softly pressing his hot shaft against his daughter's thigh until the pleasure finally built to the boiling point. His whole body was electrified while his cock spurt four or five hot jets of cum against her leg.
Carl could hardly believe he'd just cum on his sweet daughter's delectable, young body. Just as carefully as he exposed it, he worked his briefs back over his cock. It was easier now that his hard on was subsiding, but the wet, gooey stain was still there to remind him of his irrational lapse in judgement. It was a stupid mistake he should never repeat, yet he never felt to warm and content, wetting his beautiful daughter with his cum and holding her close like the precious doll she had always been to him. It was so wrong on every level in existence, but god it felt so good.
He moved his hand back onto the girl's hip. "I love you, baby. You have Daddy's mark on you now," he whispered. She cooed against his chest and snuggled tighter, causing him to wonder if she'd been completely asleep.
Some hours later, Carl woke up in his chair and discovered he was alone. Willow had gone back to her room, and he went upstairs to finish his night's sleep in bed. Hopefully, she'd been totally unconscious after all and never noticed the wet stain on her father's briefs.
It was another couple of days when packages started arriving from Willow's online shopping spree. It seemed like packages were arriving every day for almost a week. That was when the teen started going out to the pool in a brand new turquoise thong bikini. It was the tiniest garment Carl had ever seen his daughter wear. But since she'd started sunning topless, she was only wearing the bottom half most of the time. The front barely covered more than her pussy mound, and Carl's heart nearly stopped beating every time he saw her in it. There was no way he would ever allow her to wear anything that skimpy anywhere but in the privacy of their yard.
As Willow became more and more casual about going topless in front of her father, she started walking in and out of the house in nothing but her thong. She'd stop in his office doorway to talk about whatever seemed important at the moment, and Carl was left trying to work with a hard on every time. He made several futile attempts to forget what he'd done that night in his easy chair, but he couldn't get the way her inner thigh had felt so warm and silky against his throbbing cock.
Willow had ordered a couple of other bikinis that were just as skimpy as the blue one, and Carl got to see her in each of them over the next few days. At least in the bottoms, since she'd given up on wearing the tops. She'd also gotten some sheer, skin-tight tank tops that she started wearing at night when she came to snuggle in his big, reclining chair. This included her wearing a new pair of panties each time, too, the new ones she'd just ordered, and none of them covered any more of her ass or pussy than her new bikinis.



The girl was driving her father crazy. Night after night as they cuddled in the chair, he became intoxicated by the scent of her shampoo and the satiny warmth of her bare thigh on top of his cock. She stopped pretending to be asleep while his raging erection pulsated under her leg. They both pretended everything was perfectly normal while Carl would hold his little girl and let his hand settle on her mostly exposed ass. He didn't dare fondle or squeeze her flesh, though, since he didn't want to risk going too far and freaking her out.
With Willow being awake as she plastered herself to his body in the chair, Carl hadn't dared trying to expose his cock to feel it against her exquisite skin. He wanted to more than anything, but what if all his daughter wanted was a little extra physical affection during the stressful times they were going through? On the other hand, she sure didn't seem to mind the way his cock blossomed into large, full-blown erections under her supple leg. She always worked her way into that position immediately on crowding herself into the big chair with him.
Carl didn't dare trying to cum against his daughter's luscious leg ever since that first, irrational time. It was much safer to wait until they went upstairs to their separate bedrooms where he could yank his cock to as many orgasms as he could manage.
One night about two weeks into this new, nightly snuggling routine, Carl found his nightly stroke session abruptly cut short when Willow walked into his bedroom without knocking. Fortunately, he still had his boxer briefs on so he was able to pull the sheet over his bulge before his daughter could see what she'd caused. Of course she'd been snuggling with him with her leg on top of it earlier so it shouldn't be a surprise to her, but Carl just responded with automatic conditioning: never let your teen daughter see you with a boner.
Willow just walked in that night, looking sleepy, and crawled into her father's bed without a word, as if it were the most normal thing in the world to do. Under the covers, she sidled up close to her nearly naked and very erect father.
"Baby, what are you doing?" he asked, a little frustrated at losing his nightly chance to relieve his pent up frustration.
"I don't like it when we snuggle and then I have to go to my bed all alone. I miss you, Daddy. I don't see why we can't keep cuddling after bedtime."
Carl was lying on his back, and Willow cuddled up beside him with her leg across his swollen cock just she did in the chair, except in his bed they were lying completely flat. Carl held his daughter close with an arm around her, even though he was trying to tell her they shouldn't be cuddled together in bed.
"Girls your age don't usually snuggle in bed with their dads," he pointed out.
"I don't care what other girls do, Daddy," she insisted sleepily.
Her father just sighed in resignation. Besides, his pretty daughter's perky body felt amazing good. He wanted to cum in the worst way, but he knew he was going to have to put that off until morning. In the meantime, he was just going to have to enjoy the way her leg felt bearing down on his enlarged cock without doing anything more. He knew she was getting used to his erections, but she was his daughter. She was so off-limits. And she felt so incredibly good.
"Daddy?" she said after a long time being quiet.
"Yes, baby?"
"Do you ever miss Mom?"
"Of course, baby. Very much."
"Is that why you never go out with other ladies?"
"At first, honey. But after a while it was because I wanted to be there for you. Not for someone else."
"Mmmm, that's really sweet, Dad. I love you so much."
"I love you, too, baby."
It wasn't much longer before Willow was breathing heavily against her father's neck, signaling that she was asleep. Trying his best to respect the warm, pretty eighteen year old plastered to his body, Carl tried to keep as still as possible. It would've been so easy to grind his cock against the girl's leg until he came, but he still felt guilty about the time he came on her leg. If he let himself do it again there was no telling where his lust for his little girl could end up.
Carl finally managed to sleep, but he woke up at least three more times before morning. The last time, he discovered they'd changed positions in their sleep, and he was spooning her from behind with his arm draping over her smaller body. His cock was steel hard and pressing against her ass. He was so swollen that the top end of his shaft was sticking up from the top of his briefs. He carefully shifted his weight so the naked portion of his cock was touching his daughter's panties. He wanted to grind against her body in the worst way, but he finally managed to get back to sleep before doing anything he might regret.
In the morning, Carl was alone when he woke up, but his cock was still throbbing with heat. He was sorry Willow wasn't there but also relieved. He went into his private bathroom and locked the door. Then he shoved his briefs off and smeared lotion all over his carefully shaved cock and balls. He was so starved for release that he just started pounding his stalk hard and fast. After being on the edge for so long he came so hard and fast it took him by surprise.
He took a quick shower and brushed his teeth, and before going back into his room he promised himself he was going to stop his daughter from cuddling him the way she had been in his chair and now in his bed. He would have to just face up to reality and explain to her how wrong it was. Maybe she'd even understand how much it frustrated him. At the same time, he told himself it was time to start seeing some women and hopefully find a steady relationship with someone his daughter could get along with.
Pulling on a pair of shorts and a T shirt, Carl went downstairs and made coffee to take into his home office. While he was opening the tabs he needed for work, the sound of splashing came from the pool. Willow was already out swimming in one of her skimpy new thongs, without the equally skimpy top that was supposed to go with it. He was glad he'd just jerked off so fast and furiously. As it was, the sight of his topless teen was already making his cock tingle with interest. Without the climax he'd just had he probably would've been stiff as a board within seconds.
Forcing himself to concentrate, Carl set his attention on work before his daughter ended up occupying his every waking moment. He couldn't allow that to keep happening. After about a half hour, his mind was completely on task and he was starting to make some progress. That's when there was a soft knock on his wide open office door. He turned to find his topless daughter standing in the doorway in nothing but her barely existent thong.
Her tits stood out like a pair of fleshy teacups, just enough to fill his large, manly hands, but if she was anything like her mother her tits would one day fill C or D cup bras. Her nipples were coral pink and swollen into delectable nubs while her areolas covered nearly half of each mound. Her body looked dry, but her hair was still damp from swimming.
"Dad, are you busy?" she asked, seemingly unashamed of her nearly naked state.
"No, sweetie. Just catching up a little with work," he said, silently wishing he'd said exactly the opposite.
"Can I ask your opinion about something?"
"Of course. Anything you want."
"Anything? Are you sure?"
"Absolutely, sweetie. I'm your dad. You can talk to me about anything."
"Okay, cool. I wouldn't want to say anything weird."
Carl gave her a warm smile to reassure her.
"It's just that ... well, my tan lines are almost gone." She squared her shoulders to push her naked tits forward. The line of the bikini top she'd stopped wearing was filling in and almost as dark as the rest of her, but still visibly lighter. It wouldn't be long before her delectable, young boobs would be the same, buttery bronze color as the rest of her body.
"Uhh, yes," he agreed, taking the opportunity to gaze at her perky tits while the view was being offered.
"Do you think it's nice? I mean, not having a tan line?"
After a short hesitation, Carl found his voice. "Yes, baby. You look very nice that way. You'll look very pretty with an all-over tan. But I hate to think of anyone else seeing that much of you."
"Oh my god, Dad!" she cried. "I'd die if anyone else saw me like this. It's different when it's just as at home."
"Good girl," he sighed with relief.
She uttered a short giggle, but her father could tell she wasn't finished.
"The thing is," she went on, "ummm, well, it makes more sense if I'm gonna tan everywhere, then I should take off my bottom too. I mean, doesn't it look weird like this?"
Willow pulled the string of her thong partway down, revealing the white line where it rode over her hip, and partially uncovering her pussy mound which was smooth and hairless as a peach. And also just as white as the line on her hip. She was careful not to expose her slit, but her father was having little trouble imagining it.
"It's ... not, uhh ... weird at all, sweetie. But ... you'd definitely look really pretty if you keep tanning all the way."
"Thanks, Dad. I just wanted to know what you thought. So I guess it's okay if I sunbathe nude?"
"Sure, honey. But just at home, okay?"
She giggled again. "Of course, Daddy. I'd never show everything to anyone but you."
Carl was trying not to think of the various implications of her statement while she pushed her thong down her legs and stood completely naked in the doorway. The girl's pussy was indeed totally smooth and hairless. Her father's pulse raced while his cock began to rise in his shorts as if he'd never jerked off that morning. Willow looked nervous and giggled as her father's eyes roamed over her beautifully blossoming young body.
"Thanks, Dad," she said. Then she turned to go back outside, leaving her thong on the floor in the office doorway.
"Fffuck," Carl muttered quietly. With his naked daughter gone, he took the opportunity to squeeze his fully aroused cock through his shorts. He couldn't believe he'd just encouraged his eighteen year old daughter to sunbathe naked. He was still squeezing his cock when Willow suddenly reappeared in the doorway. If she noticed him touching his cock she didn't let it show.
"Dad?"
"Yes, baby," Carl nearly croaked. He stopped rubbing his cock but left his hand on top of the bulge, pretending it was a natural resting position while his brain was still processing that his sweet little angel was standing there without a stitch of clothing on her succulent body.
"That thing you said?"
"What thing was that, sweetheart?"
"About me being pretty?"
"Oh, right, sure."
"Do you really think that?"
Carl pulled in a deep breath, stalling and trying to steady his nerves. At the same time there was a clear look in his daughter's eyes aching for her dad's approval. He wouldn't give her anything but the pure, unvarnished truth.
"Sweetheart, you're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," he told her.
Willow blushed. If her nipples weren't already hard and swollen they probably would've been swelling up right under her father's gaze.
"Are you just saying that cuz you're my dad?"
"Maybe, but that doesn't make it any less true."
The girl looked pleased with his answer and went back out to the pool with a smile on her face. Carl's cock was throbbing madly under his hand, the image of his bare naked daughter fresh in his mind. Her tits were the very definition of delectable, and her smoothly barbered pussy formed a perfect, pouty V shape at the apex of her shapely thighs. She barely had hips, which only seemed to draw that much more attention to her pussy mound and legs. His cock was painfully hard so he unzipped his shorts and pulled out his large stalk without bothering to leave his chair or even close his office door.
Carl swiveled in his chair to look outside just as Willow was applying tanning lotion over the white lines on her pussy and hips. The gesture gave him a bold hint at what she must've looked like when she masturbated. But all too soon she pulled her hands away from her pussy and smeared the lotion over the rest of her body. She took a long time massaging the slick oil into her tits. She wasn't just protecting the precious orbs from the sun, she was playing with them, pulling and twirling her hard nipples.
Watching his daughter lie down on a chaise, Carl's hand began moving up and down his rigid pole. Precum was dripping steadily from the dome and making his hard shaft feel slick and slippery. Then Willow spread her legs with her feet planted wide apart on either side of her chaise and she put her right hand between her legs and started rubbing her fresh, young pussy.
"That's my baby girl," he moaned quietly, stroking his rod a little harder. "Touch that pussy for Daddy. Show Daddy how you make it feel good."
Carl was amazed that his daughter was being just as careless as he was. He was relieved she couldn't hear him muttering words of incestuous encouragement, but at the same time the thought of her being able to hear him drove his arousal higher. He didn't have a direct view of her open pussy, but it was easy enough to follow the motion of her hand and it was obvious what she was doing when she shoved her fingers into her hole and started pumping. Her spine arched off the chaise while her free played over her tits.
The girl's father was so turned on that he could've exploded any time, but he stroked his aching pole carefully while his young daughter finger fucked herself in the open air and sun. The way her body started rocking and twitching revealed how she was bringing herself closer and closer to her climax.
"Cum for Daddy, you hot little angel," Carl groaned, stroking his meat to the rhythm of his daughter's fingers in and out of her tight, young cunt. He went on muttering filthy words to his teen angel that she would never hear, but he could hear her cry out when her climax struck. Her whole body shivered and squirmed with pleasure while he finally pounded his raging cock hard and fast, sending long spurts of cum all over the front of his shirt.
"Fuck," he sighed when it was over. Willow lay back and relaxed on her chaise while Carl went upstairs to clean off his hand and cock and put on a fresh shirt.
Over the next few days, it was obvious Willow was becoming more and more at ease with being naked outdoors and also around the house in front of her admiring father. He teased her a few times about becoming a nudist, and she would sass him back, saying he loved having a naked young girl around the house. He was totally unable to disagree with her. He watched her masturbate every day from the window of his office while he stroked himself, every time holding himself on the edge until the father and daughter climaxed together. It was a weird feeling for him to think that he and his daughter actually had a kind of sex life together, but the fact that they were only touching themselves kept his paternal guilt under control.
And yet Willow still came to his big chair for her nightly snuggles and followed him to bed where she craved being held into the night. The first few days after she started sunbathing nude, she continued wearing panties and tops from her online shopping spree during snuggle time. And no matter how many times Carl might have jerked off on any given day, he never failed to get hard with his daughter's smooth leg draped across his groin.
Willow's confidence seemed to increase every day, until the evening she walked into the living room and climbed into her dad's big chair with nothing on her succulent, young body. She wrangled herself into her usual position while her father put his arm around her the same way as always. He could feel a new, more increased feeling of warmth with her uncovered pussy mashing against his hip, and his cock began swelling faster than ever under leg. He was wearing a T shirt, but nothing covering his daughter's perky tits they felt even better as she pressed them up to his side.
Carl wasn't sure what to say when his little girl snuggled up to him fully naked that first time. "Uh, gee honey you're naked," sounded stupid in his mind so he never said it out loud. Obviously she was naked and he really couldn't bring himself to tell her to put something on. He loved her, and he loved the way her bare body felt up against him. Besides, considering how scant and thin the panties and tops she'd been wearing before this were it wasn't that much of a change.
"Daddy? Have you ever been to a nude beach?" she asked, being the one to break the deafening silence.
"Yes, sweetheart. A few times, actually."
"I guess you like it, then, if you went back a bunch of times."
"That's true, sweetheart, I did. It felt really nice."
"Then how come you don't come sunbathe naked with me? I mean, I heard lots of families go to those naked places together."
Carl quickly tried to think of a way to tell his daughter they were already doing things fathers and daughters should never do around each other, but at the same time she was right about nudist families.
"We're not exactly the average family," he finally pointed out.
Willow giggled. The idea of not being average obviously pleased her very much. Then Carl asked her how she thought she'd feel being naked around a lot of other people.
"If they're naked, too, then we'd be even," she said. "And if you're there I'd feel safe and everything would be okay."
Carl smiled at her reply. "Do you feel safe when we cuddle, baby? Even now?" He was thinking of the way his cock was always throbbing and hard under her leg.
"Especially now, Daddy. Cuddle time is when I feel the best. I just wish you'd cuddle naked with me, though. That would feel even better."
"But sweetheart, then you'd see things, feel things, you're not supposed to."
"I can already feel your dick, Dad," she said. "I've been feeling you get hard for me for weeks. Wouldn't it feel better if we didn't have any clothes in the way at all?"
"Baby, I'm sorry about that. I never should have let you feel me like this."
"But I like it. And obviously you do too or your thing wouldn't be so big and hard," she giggled. Then her voice dropped to a whisper: "It makes me wet, Daddy."
"It's wrong, baby. So wrong," he mumbled, although he started to push his briefs off with one hand. Willow shifted her weight and helped him pull his underwear all the way off. He sat up and pulled off his T shirt while his daughter gazed in awe at her first sighting of her father's big, naked, fully aroused cock.
"It's amazing, Daddy," she cooed as she snuggled back into position. She put her leg back in her usual spot, but now her skin was touching the hot skin of his swollen shaft. "Mmmm, this feels much better, don't you think?"
"Oh god, baby, it feels incredible," her father admitted. The warmth and weight of his daughter's naked leg made his cock throb wildly. He couldn't stop arching his hips slightly and grinding his pole against the girl's silky flesh. She moved her thigh against his shaft, rubbing him with her leg. At the same time she started to mash her warm pussy mound against his hip. Whimpers of pleasure escaped her lips as she managed to grind her clit against the large bone. He humped his rod in counterpoint with the movement of her thigh while he cupped the nearest cheek of her ass in his hand.
"Daddy, oh, ohhh, Daddy," she moaned as she started to lose control of her breath.
Reaching for her delectably pliant tits with his other hand, he fondled and squeezed them while firmly kneading her ass flesh. They both ground themselves hotly against each other's naked body. Once Carl's precum started flowing and wetting his daughter's leg, Willow whimpered breathlessly and her father knew she was quickly rising toward a climax. Her body shivered against him as the orgasm overtook her. At the same time, he ground his cock desperately against her smooth, warm skin, using his own precum to lube his cock. Warm spurts of milky white cum began spewing out of his cock head onto his stomach before the girl's orgasm had worked its way through her core.



They were both wet and sticky from their shared peak and Carl put both his arms around her and hugged her protectively.
"I love you, Daddy," she purred. "So so much."
"I love you, too, angel."
Later, Willow followed her father straight into his bedroom where they got under the covers together. Carl spooned the girl from behind and cupped her titty mound in his hand.
"We're gonna cuddle naked from now on, Dad. Okay?"
"Okay, baby," he said sleepily, too tired to argue.
Sometime in the middle of the night, Carl woke up with a raging hard on. He discovered his cock was trapped snugly between his daughter's warm, supple thighs. It would have been so easy just to slip his pole into the girl's pussy hole, but he suspected she'd never been fucked before -- or at least never been properly fucked -- and he didn't want her to be half asleep for the experience. He loved her too much to take her in such a selfish manner. Besides, what he really wanted was to take her the way a man takes his mate for life, and that was something he wanted her to remember forever so he forced himself to go back to sleep.
The next morning, he found his pretty baby already down at the pool. No longer worried about clothes, he'd gone downstairs naked, having decided to go for a swim and then take a shower later. The look on Willow's sweet face when she saw her father walk out of the house with his bare cock swinging proudly between his legs was priceless. He didn't know how, but it made him love her even more.
She scurried into the house with an enticing wiggle in her perky tits and firm ass, only to come back out with some coffee and fruit salad she put together for breakfast.
"I made you breakfast, Daddy," she announced proudly.
While they sat at the patio table eating, Willow made him promise to bring her to a nude beach. He easily agreed, feeling his cock tingle at the prospect of showing off his naked, young beauty in public. Meanwhile, they were naked and free in their own world at home.
By the time they finished eating, Carl's cock was hard as a rock and jutting up between his legs. The constant view of his daughter's perfect tits was more than he could resist. Happily aware of her father's rapt attention, Willow got up and went to her usual chaise where she lay back and spread her legs. She was smiling at her dad as she brought her hand to her pussy and raked her fingers over the lips of her mouth-watering slit.
"You don't have to watch me finger my pussy from your office window anymore if you don't want to, Daddy," she said. "You can just stay right here and I'll show you how I touch it."
Carl groaned, gripping his cock as he watched the girl's fingers spread and rub her pussy lips. "And what if I feel like stroking my cock while you do it, sweetheart?"
"Then we can watch each other," she giggled. "You don't have to hide it anymore."
The girl's father stood up with a grin, slowly moving his hand along his swollen shaft as he walked up close to her chaise. Her eyes went wide as he stroked his long, thick pole just inches in front of her face.
"I think someone's been wanting to see her dad jerk off," he teased.
"Aww, Daddy," she pouted. "Do you think I'm really such a bad girl?"
"No, baby. I think for your daddy you're gonna be a very good girl and stroke that cock for me."
Willow gasped, her excitement beaming from her eyes. She lifted her hand to her father's jutting dick and took hold of his shaft.
"It feels so hot," she said softly.
Carl groaned from the pleasure of her hand. "Stroke it, baby," he told her. "Just like I was."
"Oh god, oh fuck," she mewled as her hand mimicked the motion of his along his shaft.
"Ahhhhh, baby it feels so good," he praised her.
Emboldened by his compliment, Willow gripped her father's shank a little tighter and jacked him a little faster. Meanwhile, the fingers that were slipping and sliding across her enlarged clit started going faster. The schlick schlick schlick sound her fingers made on her pussy grew louder the faster she rubbed herself. Carl would've been perfectly happy to let his daughter jack his cum all over her pert tits while he listened to that luscious sound of her ardent frigging, but he had better things in mind for his special girl.
He had her get up and then took her place on the chaise, setting the back at a lower angle so he was lying almost flat. He directed her to stand astride the chaise and squat until her pussy was directly on top of his cock.
"Now rub that pretty little slit all over Daddy's cock, angel," he told her.
With her hands on his chest for balance, Willow began rocking her hips to slide her pussy slit along her father's shaft. A cute little squeaky sound came out of her mouth as she painted the man's fat pole with her pussy juice. The rocking of her hips was rhythmic and graceful. The girl was a natural.
"Oh, Daddy, that feels amazing," she cooed, rubbing herself harder and faster.
Carl slid his hands all over the girl's body as she humped her slit over the length of his rod. He felt her beautiful legs and massaged the globes of her ass, finally bringing his hands to her outthrust tits. He squeezed and massaged her blossoming orbs, tweezing her nipples until her body began to make those now familiar shudders that signaled an oncoming climax.
"Daddy, oh fuck I'm gonna cum!" she cried, grinding herself harder than ever along his unyielding man stalk.
Willow's desperate humping along her father's cock nearly made him cum. As it was, his pole was now soaked in her dewy flow, but he managed to hold off. After her peak, she fell onto his much larger but equally naked body and kissed him excitedly.
"Oh, Daddy, that was so good," she cried kissing him all over his face.
Carl took hold of the back of her head and brought her in close. He took her pouty lips in a deep, loving kiss of fatherly passion. His cock was still trapped under her pussy, and his hands were still kneading the taut mounds of her young tits. Her tongue was swirling wildly in his mouth, making his rigid bone throb with heat. They kissed deeply and passionately for a long time. Carl never felt so alive kissing any other girl in his life. Soon, Willow was grinding her pussy on his cock again, letting him know she was hot to cum yet again.
Carl finally pushed the girl up and off his body. She pouted, but looked at him curiously as he guided her toward the edge of the pool. He had her sit down with her feet in the water as he got down in the pool and stood in front of her. Then he gently pushed her backward so she was lying back with her pussy pushed up to the edge. Lifting her legs up and further apart, he leaned over and began licking her slit.
Willow responded instantly to her father's tongue with moans and gasps of joyful pleasure. Carl licked her dripping twat eagerly, relishing her smoothness and the fresh, tangy taste of her syrupy hole. While he targeted her swollen clit with his mouth, he slid a finger into her pussy and massaged her G spot, causing her to beat on his back with her heels.
"Fuck, Daddy!" she cried. "How do you make it feel so good?!"
Taking his time in spite of the needful throbbing of his cock, Carl licked and fingered his baby girl's pussy through two more orgasms, finally making her explode while sucking her clit and pushing a second finger into her hole. He gave her asshole a loving lick and kiss before standing upright and finding her lying back in a daze. Then her eyes drifted down to the big, imposing cock now poised just inches from her hole.
"Do it, Daddy," she purred. "Fuck your daughter and make me yours."
Carl grabbed his cock and rubbed the head over his baby girl's slit. She purred in response, arching her snatch toward his cock, eager to get his thick meat inside her.
"Are you sure this is what you want, baby?"
"Fuck yes," she practically spat. "I need your cock so much. I need to be yours all the time."
"I love you, baby," he told her as he pushed the tip of his boner into her hole.
"Ohhh, Daddy, I love you even more," she moaned, feeling his stony girth gradually surge deeper into her sheath and fill her channel with meat.
Carl watched his daughter's face contort as he pushed his long pole fully into her quivering maw. Her pussy gripped him so tightly, her inner walls so velvety and hot. He began sliding his shaft back and forth, in and out, stroking the walls of his daughter's inner core with his fat organ. Willow whimpered and exhaled at every inward thrust while Carl reached for the upturned mounds of her pretty tits. He grasped and kneaded the smooth orbs while he steadily drove his aching prick into her luscious body.
There was a steady flow of trickling girl juice coating the man's long, solid meat shaft, finally dribbling over his ballsac. He was completely entranced by the sight of the beautiful girl before him as she took his eager thrusts with joyful gasps of fulfillment. Fucking his beautiful teen baby was an exquisite pleasure, yet at the same time it felt so perfectly natural, like his cock and her pussy were made to fit together.
Grasping each of Willow's nipples between a thumb and index finger, Carl squeezed and pulled them, discovering they were almost as sensitive as her clit. Between his desperately thrusting cock and the stimulation of her swollen nipples, Willow started cumming one peak on top of another, as if each of her multiple orgasms were blending all into one.
"Daddy, oh Daddy, fuck! Your cock is so good!" she cried. "Fuck I'm gonna cum...gonna cum...gonna...cummmmmmmm..."
The inner walls of his baby's tight, young cunt were rippling all down the length of Carl's pumping organ. He kept thrusting desperately, wondering why he had ever tried to resist the hot perfection that was his daughter. And through her flurry of climaxes, he finally lost the power to hold back the explosive rush of cum that poured through his cock into her unprotected pussy.
"Oh, fuck baby, Daddy's gotta cum!" he grunted, straining to pump her squelching fuckhole as deeply as he could.
"Yes, Daddy, oh yesssssss. Do it inside me," she begged. "Cum in your daughter's tight little pussy!"
As if he couldn't cum any harder, Willow's sordid words made her father feel like his cum was spurting that much harder and deeper into his baby girl's hot little womb. He ground his long shaft into her slit until he was thoroughly spent, every drab of cum having raced from his cock into her receptive hole.
Carl held his cock inside his daughter while they both took the time to catch their breath and come back to their senses. Yet eventually, his meat began to relax back to its softer state and slipped from the cream filled slit of his beautiful girl. She finally sat upright and hugged her naked father. He hugged her back, pulling her into the pool with him where they kissed and caressed each other's body like a couple on their honeymoon.
"Oh, Dad, I love you so much," Willow cooed between their deep, loving kisses.
"I love you even more," her father repeated her own words back to her.
She purred happily as she buried her face into her father's neck and plastered herself to his body with both her arms and legs wrapped around him.
"That felt even better than I thought," she told him.
"It did for me, too, sweetheart. It never felt that good ever before."
"Not even with Mom?"
"Not even with Mom," he confessed, "as much as I loved her too. You're just something very very special, baby."
Willow hugged him tighter, pleased to feel special to the man who had not only given her life, but had made her cum harder and more times than she ever had in a single day.
"Does that mean you're only gonna fuck me from now on?"
Carl couldn't help letting out a brief chuckle. "After you, how could I even think about another girl? You're everything to me."
"Good. Because I only want you fucking me forever."
Carl knew a long term relationship with his own daughter would mean complications. It would mean keeping the most important part of their lives a secret from the rest of the world, but he was ready to face that, and he knew his sweet little girl had already been ready for longer than he realized. He actually felt relieved that he'd never have to worry about dating again, and trying to find the right woman, not when he had the perfect girl right there under his own roof. And once you've had your own sweet, more than willing daughter, no one else could ever be the same.
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Tony was sitting at the end of the bar, halfway through his second whiskey when Hadley showed up in a wickedly revealing dress. It was the proverbial little black party dress, with spaghetti straps, a daring plunge between her prominent tits, and a hemline that covered her rounded ass but not much more. He watched his twenty-two year old daughter cross the room with her head held up proudly, shoulders squared, and those large, sumptuous tits wobbling with the motion of her long, determined strides. With her brown hair cut stylishly just above her shoulders, it made her look taller than her actual 5'4" frame. Of course the heels she had on only added to the effect.
On top of his surprise at seeing her in the first place, he was amazed by the way she looked. The man's daughter looked hotter and more beautiful than ever. There was simply no other way to say it. He might've been her father, but he was still a man with a deep appreciation for a girl as sexy as Hadley.
He started to wonder how she knew where to find him at the hotel lounge downtown where he liked to escape on his most stressful days, but then he remembered how she had put some app on her phone that allowed her to find him by tracking his phone. When she told him about it, he encouraged her to do it so she could find him if she ever needed to. And this was definitely one of those stressful days. After the argument he'd had earlier with his fourth wife, Amber, it was mutually agreed she would soon become his fourth ex-wife. But seeing Hadley unexpectedly was enough to take his mind off his chronic marital problems. The dress she had on and her brassy, confident stride was a welcome sight to the stressed out forty-four year old.
Despite Hadley being his daughter, Tony couldn't help admiring the way she just kept getting sexier and more beautiful, even if she did look a little tired and frazzled around the edges. It wasn't so much that anyone else would notice, but Tony knew his daughter better than anyone. She must've had just as bad a day as he if she was showing up now at his semi-secret hideaway. On top of that, she had to drive almost two hours to get there. She'd also taken the trouble to make herself look like she was going out to a club. Tony couldn't help chuckling to himself when he thought of how much that had to piss off the moron she was married to.
He could imagine her walking out of the house looking the way she did and not bothering to say she was going out to find her father. If she were his wife and went out dressed the way she was, he'd be worried.
Whatever the reason she was there, Tony was happy to see her. After the day he'd had, she was exactly what he needed. They talked and texted regularly, but he hadn't seen her face to face in months. He couldn't help admiring her as a woman. Sometimes he couldn't believe he'd ever fathered anything so exquisite. It wasn't that he harbored inappropriate thoughts about her -- at least no more than any other man with a beautiful, lusciously built daughter -- he merely knew what she was, and what she was filled him with love and pride. She was the best thing he'd ever done.
He was proud, smiling to himself at the way she turned every head in the room as she made her way toward him. She wasn't beautiful in the way a model would be. She had a brainier, more professional air about her. Hadley's real quality came from her air of confidence and self-awareness. Having a perfect body didn't hurt: fit and firm yet with a soft look to her natural curves. Although tonight, her father noticed that her tits seemed bigger than he remembered the last time he saw her wearing anything that showed as much cleavage as she was showing now. She'd always had the kind of tits that looked perfect in a dress like the one she was wearing. She still did, only now they were at least a cup size bigger.
Tony bit the inside of his cheek when he felt an unbidden stirring of heat between his legs. Hadley wasn't smiling as she wiggled her perky ass onto the stool beside her father. She crossed her legs and sat up with her spine staight, which caused her dress hem to ride up dangerously high and expose more of her smooth, beautifully shaped thighs. Tony couldn't help taking a long scan of his daughter's luscious legs before making eye contact with her, feeling guilty when he saw the knowing smirk now on her pretty face.
Getting straight to the point, Hadley simply announced: "Dad, I married an asshole. I just needed to say that at least once. In case there was any doubt."
Tony sighed. She'd just confirmed his main suspicion as to why she was there. "I won't say 'I told you so'," he replied.
"Thank you. Even though you kind of just did. You tried to warn me. I'm sorry I didn't listen."
"There was only so much I could say. I didn't want you to think I was trying to control your life."
"I could really use a controlling dad right about now," she said with a wistful sigh.
Tony looked at his daughter curiously. He signaled the bartender and ordered her a stiff drink and another one for himself. "Things that bad?" he asked.
Hadley took a long moment to reply. "I just want out, Dad. I've had it. I just want to admit my mistake and move on. Does that make me awful?"
She didn't have to explain why. Hadley's husband was a self-centered little prick, and Tony had known he was never going to treat his daughter the way she deserved. But he felt bad that the most precious girl in his life was going through such a hard time. Maybe he should have been more adamant about warning her, but she had been twenty and madly in love, and Tony hadn't wanted to alienate her. She had to find out on her own. It was the way she was wired. Tony wished he'd been wrong, but he was relieved to hear his daughter talking about putting this episode of her life in the past.
"It doesn't make you awful," he reassured her. "You know I'll support whatever you want to do. In fact, we could even share my divorce lawyer."
Hadley looked at him in surprise. "Again, Dad?"
Tony nodded sheepishly. "Last time, I promise," he told her. "I think I've finally learned my lesson."
Hadley's drink arrived and she raised her glass for a toast. "Here's to a pair of soon-to-be divorcees," she said.
Tony laughed and clinked glasses with her. They sat quietly for a few long seconds. Hadley caught her father staring at her thoughtfully.
"Dad, what is it? Am I growing a third eye?"
Tony shook his head. "Nothing, sweetie. I was just thinking, that's all."
"Well, from the way you're staring it has to be something about me. It's not fair if you don't tell me."
Tony shot down the rest of his drink, then he chuckled. "Okay, I was just thinking when Chuck realizes he lost the best thing that's ever going to happen to him he's gonna be in a bad way."
Tony laughed again while Hadley smiled from ear to ear.
"Thank you, Daddy. Same for that bitch, Amber," she said, referring to his soon-to-be ex-wife.
Tony groaned. "It's gotta be me," he complained. "Every one of my wives cheated on me. Including your mother."
Now it was Hadley's turn to laugh. Her father couldn't keep his eyes off her tits while they jiggled with her laughter. He blamed the drinks for the way he kept looking at his only daughter and only child sitting so prettily on the stool beside him. Yet at the same time he was vexed that she was laughing at his current marital predicament.
"What's so funny?" he asked, finally lifting his eyes back to the impish grin on her face.
"Seriously, Dad? You keep marrying sluts. Including Mom."
Tony looked at his daughter in disbelief. "I can't believe you just called your mother a slut," he said. Then they both laughed for a long time.
"You're the one who always taught me to speak the truth," she reminded him with a coy smirk.
"Maybe that was a mistake," he said, returning her smirk.
"I guess I can't criticize, though," Hadley said more seriously. "Looks like we've both been cheated on."
"What?" Tony nearly yelled. His first instinct was to want to thump his idiot son-in-law upside the head, but when he saw the looks he was getting he lowered his voice. "He's a bigger moron than I thought," he sneered.
"I was actually kind of relieved when I found out, to tell the truth," Hadley admitted. "It gives me an easy way out."
With his third drink half gone, Tony took a long, appraising look at his daughter in her scant party dress. There was no ignoring, even for her own father, how hot and desirable she was. Cheating on a woman like her was something he didn't understand, especially for an idiot like Chuck who would never find another woman like Hadley. But Tony was just as relieved as she that she'd be getting out of a marriage he always thought was a disaster in the making.
For a while, they commiserated about cheating spouses and going through a divorce. Tony wasn't fazed when his daughter suddenly asked if he'd ever cheated on any of his wives. The drinks were keeping his usual reactions at bay, but they were also doing nothing for the feelings he was getting whenever he looked at his beautiful daughter and listened to her relationship woes. His first thought as a father was to want to make her feel better, but the ways he was thinking of doing that were anything but fatherly.
"Only on wife number three," he admitted, making his daughter giggle.
"Why, Daddy, you bad boy," she said, pretending shock, but Tony could see she was intrigued. "But I have to admit I'm surprised it wasn't more."
"Seriously? What kind of guy do you think your I am?"
"Extremely attractive," she said, not skipping a beat. "Hot, actually, if you believe what every one of my friends always said, not to mention most of their mothers."
Tony rolled his eyes comically, but his daughter's compliment made him feel good. "What about you?" he asked before she could question him any further about details. She was already finished with her second drink and her tongue was getting looser. He paused to order another round for the two of them.
"I thought about it," she said after the drinks arrived. "A lot, actually. But no, I never did anything naughty."
Tony wasn't surprised that Hadley would think about someone else being married to such an asshole. "Why didn't you?" he asked. "I'm sure you never had a shortage of interested parties."
"Hmmm, I guess not. But the guy I had in mind was taken, for one thing. Not to mention twenty-two years older."
"Geezus, Hadley. That would make him my age?"
She giggled heartily at her father's reaction. "Oh c'mon, Dad. You can't tell me you never wanted to fuck a girl my age. Really, your latest wife isn't all that much older than me anyway."
"If I ever did, you'd be the last person I'd tell," he said, laughing. But underneath his laughter he was looking at his daughter like some hot girl he was just meeting for the first time. They'd always been able to talk openly with each other, but tonight they were reaching a new level. Tony was also reaching a new level in the way he was starting to let his eyes take in his daughter's beautifully displayed features, not the least of which were those lush, bountiful tits that were nearly halfway out of her dress.
Hearing her admit she was interested in a man twice her age made Tony think his beautiful daughter seemed bold and open-minded in her tastes. It was impossible not to wonder if she'd slept with older men before, and the more he thought about it, the more he thought she probably had. She made it sound like the age difference between her and the man she was interested in was no big deal. He couldn't explain why he thought so; it was just his instinct talking to him. Besides, he'd rather see her with someone older and more mature who would treat her right instead the clueless asshole she was married to.
As he gazed at her tits for the hundredth time that night, he was dying to know if his mind was playing tricks on him or did she actually have some surgical work done? But regardless of the buzz he was working on from the drinks or the fact that Hadley was talking to him in a way she never had before, he still couldn't imagine just coming out and asking his daughter if she'd had her tits done. He didn't even realize how long he'd been looking at them until she pointed it out.
"Uh, Dad. You're staring at my boobs."
"Oh shit. Sorry, sweetie," he said, dropping his gaze lower. Now he found himself staring at her legs as she perched on her stool with one crossed over the other. They were just as perfect as her tits. They looked smooth as silk and shapely as any dancer's legs, except a little bit thicker. Tony raised his head and made himself look his daughter in the eye. She had that proud smirk on her face again.
"It's alright, Daddy. I don't mind. I didn't put on this dress to have them ignored."
"They're pretty impossible to ignore," Tony said before giving himself a chance to think about what he was saying.
Hadley smiled brightly and squared off her shoulders, pushing her full globes up and forward. "Do you like my tits, Dad?" she asked in a low, conspiratorial voice. "You sure have been looking at them a lot."
"They're gorgeous, sweetie. I mean, from a purely esthetic point of view, being your father and all."
Hadley's grin widened even more. "Hmmm, I think you might like them a little more than that."
"No comment," he grinned guiltily.
"I don't know if you could tell, but I had some work done on them a few months ago. Chuck wanted me to go bigger."
"That asshole," Tony muttered, gazing openly at his daughter's tits now that he kind of had her permission. "They're spectacular, but they were always spectacular."
"Awww, thank you, Daddy. I'm glad you like them." Then Hadley giggled deeply. "Poor Chucky. He paid for them. Now he's never going to touch them again."
"Yeah. Poor Chucky," her father agreed.
"Do you really think they're that nice, Daddy?"
"I really do, sweetheart," he nodded. "They're perfect."
Then Hadley leaned a little closer to her father and whispered. "I like the way you look at them," she said. "That's why my nipples are poking out so much."
Tony swallowed hard. He couldn't believe the direction the conversation was going. He was even more surprised when his daughter turned on her stool and discreetly pulled the edges of her dress open further, until the very rims of her areolas were teasing at the edge of the material. When he felt his cock start swelling in his pants he felt like a complete pervert, but then he reminded himself that Hadley was a big girl now and she was enjoying her father's attention as much as he enjoyed giving it to her.
What was so wrong about a little innocent looking? As long as he kept her from seeing how hard she was making him then what harm was there? Besides, if it made her feel good, then so much the better. Having been through so many divorces, he knew what kind of stress she was under. Stress she didn't deserve.
"Dad, I'm starting to feel tipsy. Maybe you should buy me dinner," she suggested.
Tony thought it was a good idea. Some food might take the edge off his buzz and maybe he'd quit ogling his daughter's body like some kind of incestuous freak. She was surprised to hear him tell the bartender to put their drinks on his room tab.
"You have a room?" she asked.
He nodded. "After today's blowout with Amber I knew I wasn't going home tonight."
"Hmm, that was smart. I wish I'd thought that far ahead when I left the house."
"Then share my room. It's got two beds. I'd hate to see you go back to the same house as that idiot tonight."
"Seriously? You don't mind?"
"How often do I get to spend a night in a hotel with a beautiful young woman?"
"Oh, Daddy, you're my knight in shining armor." She bat her eyelashes like a damsel in distress.
They slid off their stools at the same time and Hadley gave her father a long, tight hug as she leaned up to kiss him, half on the mouth and half on the cheek. Her tits were now bunching against him while they hugged, and there was no way his daughter could miss the rock hard bulge in his pants.
"Oh my," she grinned wickedly. "Maybe we'll only need one of those beds."
Tony chuckled, despite being surprised by his daughter's remark. "Did you really just say that to your own father?" he said. At the same time, he was enjoying the way it felt to hold this hot, young woman's body against his aching cock.
"We're the only two people here who know you're my daddy and I'm your bad little girl."
Tony felt his cock spew precum into his briefs. "You really are a bad girl," he laughed.
"Are you complaining, Daddy? Do you wanna punish me?"
"You're not too old to get spanked, you know." He let his hands brush over the twin swells of her firm ass under her dress.
"Promise?"
Tony gave his daughter's ass a two-handed squeeze and couldn't resist grinding his cock against her tummy. Between the drinks and the hardness of his cock he was too far gone to be appalled at his own behavior. Hadley was looking at him with a gleam of excitement in her deep brown eyes that only encouraged him. He started to wonder if she was joking or if she really did like getting spanked. Amber liked getting spanked when he fucked her from behind, but that wasn't about to ever happen again. But she was his wife. A father can't be thinking that way about his own daughter no matter how good it felt to hug her with a hard on.
Tony and Hadley held their hug too close for too long, and Tony's cock was throbbing like he never felt it throb before. He wanted this hot, younger woman more than he'd ever wanted any other. Then he saw something else. There was something far more than naughty excitement in the way she was looking at him. There was an overpowering look of love in her eyes. It was more than a daughter's love for her father. Much more. And it was making Tony's cock pulse against her body like a schoolboy rubbing up against the head cheerleader.
Tony kissed his daughter without thinking about what he was doing. He went straight for those supple lips which opened immediately and took in his searching tongue against hers. He was aware people were looking at the older man at the end of the bar making out heavily with a much younger woman. He didn't even stop to wonder what they'd think if they knew they were looking at a man and daughter kissing like lovers.
The kiss finally broke as they both needed to breathe. Tony knew he should tell his daughter how wrong it was, but it was already done and he couldn't bring himself to take his hands off her ass or stop mashing his rigid cock against her. Besides, it wasn't like she didn't already know. He finally took her by the hand and they left the bar and went into the restaurant where they easily got a booth. Hadley slid in to sit next to her father. He knew it was probably a bad idea, but he couldn't resist having her that close.
When their server came, they each ordered another drink before dinner. Hadley reached under the table to feel her father's cock while they were talking to the girl who was even younger than she was. Tony tried to keep his surprise off his face and managed to place an order. When the server left, Hadley kept her hand on his cock while he put his arm around her shoulders.
"This is probably a really bad idea," he said.
"Dad, if you really think it's so bad then why is your cock as hard as cement right now? But I can stop if you really want me to."
She was smiling at him with a look that was teasing and loving all at the same time. Tony could've sworn the girl was hypnotizing him. She was turning him on more than any woman before her, but he could see in her eyes that this was about much more than naughty, taboo sex play. Even after having fantasies about her, he would've thought he'd recoil if his own daughter ever tried touching his excited cock. But the last thing he wanted her to do was stop. He felt insanely wicked, yet nothing had ever felt more right than having this one, particular girl feeling his cock.



"No, baby, don't stop. Whatever you do, don't stop. It's just ..."
Hadley grinned in triumph. She started stroking the length of his shaft, slowly jerking him off through his pants.
"It's just what ... Daddy," she asked, emphasizing that last, forbidden word. Her hand kept moving affectionately along his pulsing cock.
"Oh, nothing really bad. I mean, we're in a public place and you're playing with my cock right here under the table. And by the way, you have me throbbing harder than all four of my wives put together. Including your mother. Then there's that tiny detail about me being your father. I'm a little hazy on the details but I seem to remember hearing something about dads and daughters not doing exactly what we're doing."
Hadley giggled. No one ever made laughter sound so girlish and wicked at the same time. "Oh c'mon, Dad. We haven't done anything wrong. Just some kissing, and daddies always kiss their little girls, don't they?"
"Uhh, technically, yeah. But, baby, you're touching my cock."
"Actually I'm just touching your pants, and I'm pretty sure that's okay. I can't help it that your cock just happens to be right underneath the part I'm touching."
Tony groaned in response. As wrong as they both knew it was, the last thing he wanted was for Hadley to take her hand away from his cock. But when their dinner was finally served, she used both hands to eat for the most part, although she reached under the table at every opportunity to fondle her father's cock and keep his throbbing meat right on the edge.
Meanwhile, Tony reached under to savor the silken feel of his daughter's luscious legs, stroking the insides of her thighs all the way up to wet gusset of the panties she had on. She purred for him every time his fingers brushed over her aroused pussy. They were trying to be as discreet as possible, but the pair were huddled together so intimately in their booth. Tony couldn't get enough of the warm smoothness of his daughter's skin. Touching her legs and pussy-soaked panties felt even more liberating than forbidden, and yet it was both at the same time. Years of repressed urges came boiling to the surface.
It was after they finished eating and got a couple of cups of strong coffee to offset the drinks when Tony slid his fingers under his daughter's panties and stroked the slippery folds of her young pussy.
"Ohhhh, Dad, fuck," she sighed. "No one ever touched me like you do."
"No one loves you the way your father can," he said, sliding a finger part way into her hole. He gave her just the teasing suggestion of a good finger fuck right there at the table. She reached back for his cock and squeezed. He slipped his finger into the girl's hole a little deeper, bringing a long, soft moan out of her delicate throat.
"Daddy," she whispered, "I haven't touched a man's cock for over three months."
Tony looked at her in surprise, but also feeling pleased that she hadn't been fucking Chuck for a long time. As for him, it had been well over a month since he'd had sex with Amber.
"You're still just touching my pants, remember?" he teased.
Hadley giggled briefly. "Then maybe we better go up to our room so I can touch it the way I've been dreaming of doing for years."
Tony looked at his daughter nearly in shock. "You mean, you've ... you've thought about his before?"
"Daddy, who do you think the older man is that I told you about before? There's no one else for me, and you can't tell me you don't want me just as much. This huge hard on doesn't lie."
"God, you're such a bad girl," he groaned with a smile.
"Yeah, I am, but I can be even worse for you, Daddy."
Tony couldn't sign for the tab fast enough. He had to button his suit jacket in an attempt to hide the bulge of his erection as he led his daughter out of the restaurant to the elevator. The second the doors closed, he pulled his daughter to him and kissed her deeply, slipping his hand under her dress from behind to cup the firm spheres of her ass in his hands. He was excited to feel bare flesh and realize she was only wearing a thong under her dress. She arched against his rigid cock as he kneaded her firm ass.
But the most amazing part of it to Tony was how easily and perfectly natural she was to kiss. Her lips opened for his tongue and she kissed him back with her own tongue swirling against his. It was electrifying to kiss his own daughter this way, but at the same time it felt so perfectly natural, almost like they'd been kissing as lovers for years. He also realized it was the first time in his life he'd ever kissed a woman he was already in love with. A first kiss with a girl he'd known and loved since she was born. And there she was -- so ripe and ready for him.
They were still kissing when they reached their floor and the elevator doors slid open. There was another couple waiting to get on, and they got an eyeful of Tony's hands all over his daughter's ass. He and Hadley just smiled at the other two and got off, heading down the hall to their room. When they got inside it seemed like they both had to stop and catch their breath. The depth of what they were doing seemed to hit them both at the same time. They were still holding on to each other, but Tony leaned against the wall, pulling Hadley up to his body. His cock was still hard and aching, but the father and daughter were looking at each other with expressions that were full of questions. But that didn't stop him from putting his hands back under her dress to keep feeling her ass.
"Are you sure you want this, baby?" Tony asked. "Once we cross that line we can never come back from it."
"I know it's a huge step, Dad. But I wouldn't want to come back. Do you really think I could be with you and then go back to being with someone like Chuck?"
"I know, baby, but there are a lot better men out there than him."
The smile that crossed her supple lips made her father's cock throb even harder. "But there's no one better than you. Not for me. Let me make you happy, Daddy. I know I can make you really happy. Better than any of your wives ever did. Including Mom."
Tony couldn't help squeezing the girl's ass firmly and pulling her tighter against his straining cock shaft.
"You already do make me happier than any of them," he said. He wanted to know she was as sure of this as he was. "You don't have to fuck me just to make me happy."
"Mmmmmm, I know," she purred. "But just think of how good it's gonna make both of us feel. I don't care if it means I'm a freak. I'm just so tired of men who aren't ... " she thought a moment, " ... who aren't you," she finished.
Tony understood. He couldn't help feeling the same way about her. Before he could respond, Hadley backed a few steps away from him. She reached behind and pulled down the zipper on the back of her dress. It went loose around her body, and after she pulled the thin straps off her shoulders she let it drop to the floor around her feet. She was wearing nothing but that scant thong underneath. Her round, heavy tits stood out proudly, with hard, swollen nipples begging to be sucked. Tony groaned in appreciation and watched her bend over to pull her panties down and off. As she stood back up, she revealed the perfectly smooth, waxed pussy he'd been fingering in the restaurant.
"God, baby. You're amazing," he told her.
"You made me, Dad. It's only right I should belong to you. And it's too late to say you don't want me."
Hadley then went back to her father and they kissed, eager and deep while he explored her warm, naked curves with both of his hands. They both let out a gasp when he took her lush tits into his grasp and fondled them, paying ample attention to her thick, sensitive nipples. He was about to reach for her pussy with one hand when she started to push his jacket off his shoulders. He let his daughter undress him. She had a mischievous look in her eye the way she used to get when she was small and did something naughty. Bit by bit, she removed every piece of her father's clothes until there was nothing left but the boxer briefs that were bulging with an erection that made Hadley do a doubletake.
"Is this all for me, Daddy?" she giggled as she finally pushed his briefs down over the bulge and liberated his throbbing cock.
"You can have every inch as long as you're a good girl," he told her with a smile.
"I'll be a very good girl, Daddy, I promise," she purred, sinking onto her knees on the carpet. "Oh god, I'm gonna love this," she added as she wrapped her hand around her father's imposingly swollen cock and started stroking his shaft while she licked the head.
"Ohhh, fuck," Tony moaned. The sight of his naked daughter on her knees, stroking and licking his aroused cock in a hotel room while she gazed up at him with devoted love her in eyes hardly seemed real. But the pleasure of her hot breath and wet tongue all over his large shaft was too intense to be a dream. It was a sight Tony never imagined really being able to witness, but it was by far the most erotic thing he'd ever seen.
"I love you, Daddy," the girl said, looking up at his face with the head of his cock poised just beside her lips. "And I love your cock, too. I'm gonna love it so much better than she ever did."
Then Hadley took the bulbous tip of her father's cock into her mouth and swirled her juicy tongue all over the ridge of his head. Tony groaned with pleasure and watched the most important girl in his life make love to his pole with her mouth and hand. She wasn't simply passionate about sucking her father's cock, she was also skilled and clearly no stranger to the task. Tony tried not to think about what his daughter had to do to become so adept at pleasing a man's cock with her lips, but he couldn't help throbbing with excitement at the idea. Finally, he just gave in to the overpowering pleasure of his baby girl's love, watching as she patiently bobbed her head back and forth, stroking his thick shaft with her moist lips.
Tony strained to hold off cumming in Hadley's mouth. He wanted to, though, as much as he ever wanted to cum in anyone's mouth. But he didn't want the first load he ever gave his beautiful daughter to go down her throat. He summoned every ounce of willpower he had and tried to push her back off his cock, but Hadley wouldn't let him. She pushed his hands away and kept sucking and bobbing her face down the length of his fat pole, bringing one hand to his balls and the other to the lower half of his meat.
Her mouth and hand were now working his shank with a furious vengeance while a low growl of determination rumbled down in her throat. Hadley was obviously fixated on taking her father's load into her mouth, and he wasn't about to disappoint his hot, sexy baby girl. She was working her shapely ass off to give her father a special gift, the kind of gift that meant giving one back to her: namely his warm, spurting cum. It wouldn't do to deny the most special girl in his world his life-giving cream.
"Baby, oh fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum!" Tony growled in warning.
Hadley made as much of a welcoming yummy sound as she could with her mouth and the very opening of her throat plugged full of rigid man cock. Then Tony felt it. It came in an intense rush of electric sensation firing up the length of his cock that felt as if it was coming all the way up from the floor. He couldn't help thrusting against the bob of his daughter's lips while the hard jets of man sauce jolted into her mouth. Hadley swallowed the spurting gushers of spunk as easily as if she were sucking a milkshake through a straw. The hot rush of spunk racing through Tony's shaft left him with knees of rubber.
"Mmmmmm," Hadley purred as she released her father's well-spent cock with a wet smack, "that was so good, Dad. I hope you always cum like that for your baby girl."
Tony just looked at his daughter in awe. He was too dazed to form words yet, and he was also amazed to see the proud, happy look on his daughter's face as she gazed up at him in triumph. Her lips seemed a little puffy from sucking as well as glistening with moisture. She was holding his cock in her hand like a prize she won at a carnival. Tony's meat relaxed part way, but even after the explosive climax his girl had just given him it refused to soften completely.
Gathering his wits, Tony leaned over and guided his naked daughter back to her feet. He still couldn't get over how incredible she looked naked. He'd seen her in some pretty skimpy bikinis before and had a pretty good idea of her luscious body, but with her recently enhanced tits and salon waxed pussy, the sight of her took his breath away. He took her hand and led her to the bed where he tore off the covers. Still standing, he took his daughter into his arms and kissed her as hard and deep as he ever kissed any woman. The warm press of her naked tits felt exquisite against him while his hands explored the rest of her body, travelling over her back and sides, then moving behind to massage the firm globes of her ass.
There wasn't a trace of cum left in Hadley's mouth, but Tony could sense the lingering taste of his cock. The tangy reminder that his amazing daughter had just given him the blowjob of a lifetime kept his man meat tingling with sensation. He pulled back and playfully pushed her back on the bed. Hadley sailed backward onto the mattress, her legs flying upward as she let out a joyful shriek. Her legs barely went back down to the mattress when her father was climbing onto the bed to take his baby girl's luscious mouth in another passionate kiss.
Tony spent a long time kissing his daughter and exploring the firm feel of her tits while she kissed him back. He was soon kissing her neck, his lips working their way toward each of her hardened nipples. She giggled but then moaned with pleasure as he grasped her melons and suckled each of her nipples in turn.
By the time he worked his mouth down to her pussy, Hadley's legs were spread open wide and Tony had a pair of fingers sliding in and out of her slick girl hole. He licked around her clit while his fingers sought out that special spot inside her that started to make her moan and squirm. As he massaged her G spot and suckled her swollen clit, Hadley's juices flowed heavily until her hips were rocking so much it was all but impossible to keep his mouth on her pearl. He sat up and kept up his inner massage but took over stimulating her clit with his fingers.
Tony loved watching his gorgeous daughter writhe and squirm as she became a lust-crazed animal for his well-practiced touch.
"Oh god, Daddy, fuck! You're gonna make me cum before you even get that big fucking cock in me!" she cried.
Then her body seemed to go spastic while she cried out, her pussy spraying a mist of girl squirt all around her father's pumping fingers. But Tony could tell his daughter was still ready for more when her pussy had yet to reach that sensitive point. By now his cock was raging with hardness all over again and nothing short of an alien invasion was going to keep him from getting that hard stalk of aching man meat deep inside his baby's hole.
Hadley's eyes followed her father's movement as he got into position between her open legs. He took his cock in hand and stuck the head just inside her dripping puss.
"You can still change your mind, baby," Tony said, knowing from the look on her face that she wasn't about to turn back now.
"Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your daughter. I'm gonna be the last wife you'll ever need."
Tony groaned, knowing she was right. He slid his hips forward and his thick cock sank completely into her slippery sheath. Both father and daughter moaned in unison as his large rod stretched and filled that wet hole she offered up for him to claim. Tony's and Hadley's eyes met with an understanding that needed no words. The man's eyes roamed from his girl's pretty face to the rest of her beautifully naked body, until he found himself staring down at her flesh-filled pussy.
That's when it really started to feel more real than ever, as Tony realized his throbbing cock was fully embedded inside his own daughter. It wasn't even in the same league as sinking his bone in any other woman. Hadley was the one girl in the world society said was expressly forbidden to him, yet the hot, wet clutch of her tight pussy was sheer perfection. She wanted that cock inside her. She needed it. She needed a man who would love and treat her the way only a father could. Who else could ever deserve a pussy as exquisite as hers? Tony knew then with no more doubts that she was his now and always would be.
As he brought his eyes back to Hadley's, the look on her face confirmed what he was feeling, that he not only deserved this incredible girl, he was entitled to her. He was now bonded to her so much more deeply than to any of his wives. He only wished they could have discovered this love sooner so he could have saved her the experience of a bad marriage.
"Daddy, are you just gonna look at me all night or are you gonna fuck me?"
Tony smiled wickedly and slowly drew his cock backward, nearly to the tip, then pushed back into her pussy hard and fast, bringing a shriek of delight out of her perfect mouth. He then began stroking his granite rod in and out of her sheath more rhythmically, pumping her steadily, not hard but not too gently either.
"Ohhhhh, Daddy, yessssssss," his daughter cooed. "Fuck me forever, Dad. God, that cock feels better than anything I've ever had."
Tony leaned over and kissed her hungrily while his ass rocked back and forth, driving his overheated cock through her cream coated core. Her lush tits were now squeezed against his rocking body, her nipples hot and hard against his skin. After kissing her for a long time, he lowered his face to suckle her nipples back and forth while kneading those firm orbs with his hands.
Hadley couldn't keep from rocking her own hips in synch with her father's cock thrusts. She huffed and whimpered with every inward surge of his rock solid meat.
"D-d-daaaaaaaddy," she cried. "My clit is on fire. Don't stop, don't stop...oh fuck yes!"
Tony then rose upright while his daughter lifted her ass and wrapped her supple legs around his hips. He was able to keep up a good, hard pumping motion from this position and savor the delectable sight of his naked, horny daughter at the same time. He couldn't get enough of the sight of his fat, throbbing fuckstick jamming back and forth in her wet hole. Their juicy union made lewd, sloshing noises as they fucked each other desperately.
"Oh, Dad...Dad!" the girl howled. "I love the way you fuck me! Oh fuck, I need to cum!"
Tony felt the walls of his daughter's sheath ripple around his driving cock while she grimaced and wailed at the wave of pleasure riding through her. She was magnificent when she came, inspiring him to pump his cock ever harder and deeper into her body. This rewarded him with the unforgettable sight of his daughter rocking through yet another climax. But it was quickly becoming more than he could endure. Mere seconds on the heels of her second climax, Tony lost all control and unleashed a pulsing gush of cum deep in his daughter's welcoming cunt.
At the end of it all, the pair discovered how wet and slick they were. They laughed briefly, but then Tony lay down beside his baby girl and kissed her softly, caressing her damp body as they brought themselves as close as they could be. Hadley snuggled into him and let him hold her almost like he did when she was young and small, but cradling her curvy, fully grown body was a whole new feeling.
"Daddy?"
"Yes, baby?"
"Do you feel as happy as I do right now?"
"Probably even more."
"Hmf. I don't think that's even possible. No one could be as happy as I am right now."
"You better get used to it, little girl."
"Promise?"
"Always."



"Dad? Is it bad that I don't feel the least bit guilty?"
"Neither do I. As long as we stay in tune with each other nothing is bad."
"Okay," she said sleepily, burying her face against his neck.
Tony was surprised that he didn't feel the least bit of guilt about what they'd done. Maybe that would come later, but the way he was feeling now he didn't think so. Besides, they were both asleep before he knew it.
It was around mid-morning when Tony began to stir with consciousness. He was aware of how hard his cock was, but that was a condition he woke up to every morning. What he wasn't used to was the deliciously wet, warm swirling feeling all around his aching shaft. There was a smile on his face even before he opened his eyes to find his loving daughter leaning over his cock while she stroked his flesh with her soft, wet lips.
"Good morning, Daddy," she said with a sparkle in her eyes, releasing his cock. "I hope you don't mind me taking advantage of the fact that your big dick was hard as a rock when I woke up. I just couldn't leave it that way, could I? Besides," she added, dropping her voice to a whisper, "your baby girl loves sucking cock. Especially this big, beautiful cock right here."
Tony chuckled deviously. "Oh no, baby, we shouldn't waste a perfectly good hard on. Daddy must've been dreaming about the most special girl in the world."
"Hmmm, I wonder who that lucky girl could be?"
Before her father could reply, she took his swollen tool back in her mouth and kept bobbing and sucking his flesh. Tony just groaned with pleasure, savoring the sheer luxury of being sucked awake by his devoted daughter. She was bringing him just as much pleasure as she had the night before, except now they were both more relaxed and she was taking her time with his aroused cock. She took over stroking his cock with her hand while she spent a long time licking and sucking each of his balls into her mouth.
"I love how you shave, Daddy," she told him with a happy giggle. "I love a nice smooth cock and ballsac."
"All the better to feel my beautiful daughter's lips and tongue, baby," he moaned.
Hadley ran her tongue up along his shaft and took him back in her mouth all in one, fluid motion. His balls were now wet with her saliva as she caressed them with her hand and slid her lips up and down his shaft. She kept him on the edge for the next twenty minutes, alternating between soft and easy and hard and fast. As she patiently brought her father closer to his climax, Tony started to gasp and rock his hips, thrusting his cock greedily into her mouth.
"Baby, baby, fuck...you're gonna make Daddy cum," he growled. Seconds later, Tony's prick was pulsing with creamy jets of spurting spunk. Hadley didn't skip a beat as she took every gush of cream her father had for her, making him cum until he was fully spent. He lay back hardly believing the best cock sucking he'd ever had had just come from his own daughter.
"Mmmm, breakfast was yummy, Dad," she said, rising up and licking her lips.
She crawled up the bed to kiss him, giving him a chance to fondle her heavily dangling tits before she got out of bed and went into the bathroom for a shower. Tony lay there for just a couple of minutes to savor the afterglow of cumming in his daughter's mouth, but then he got up and joined her in the shower. He kissed her for a long time and finally took the soap and lovingly washed her entire body. Then he got behind her and held her up to his body. Constantly caressing her wet tits with one hand, he massaged her clit with the other until she was shaking with a climax.
Afterward, they decided to take the elevator down to the restaurant for breakfast. Since Hadley hadn't been sure about spending the night, all she had to wear was the party dress she had on the night before. Her panties were now dried and crusty after soaking through them last night so she didn't bother putting them on. Her hair was still damp from the shower and all she had in her clutch purse were a little mascara and lip gloss. When they entered the restaurant, Hadley looked beautiful, but there was no way anyone would mistake how the older man and younger woman had spent their night.
The father and daughter didn't care how they looked to anyone else. Hadley held her father's arm and walked with him proudly. The love she had for him was every bit as obvious as their morning-after look.
Knowing his daughter was naked under her little dress made it hard for Tony to focus on anything else, but they had a large breakfast and ended up talking seriously about everything that happened between them and what they thought should come next.
When Tony left the day before he hadn't planned on going back to live with Amber. He'd brought enough luggage to get by on and planned to go back some other time to move the rest of his things out of the house. Meanwhile, through a few phone calls before he went to the bar last night, he'd arranged to move into an apartment in a building he owned along with his business partners. A couple more nights in the hotel and the apartment would be ready.
For Hadley, all she'd been thinking about when she walked out of the house she shared with Chuck was getting out and seeing her father, knowing he was the only one she could turn to. She hadn't planned on spending the night out, but after what happened she couldn't bring herself to go back to Chuck. After the way it had felt with her father, there was no way she was ever crawling back into a bed with her husband. She just wanted to end it as quickly and cleanly as possible. When Tony suggested she move into the apartment with him she felt more excited than she had in a long time.
Tony's breakup went more easily than Hadley's, but once their new life as a couple began in the new apartment, there was no looking back. It took some effort to keep the true nature of their relationship a secret from the people who knew them, but they were already planning to move again before the end of the year, far enough away so they could live as the loving couple they were always meant to be.
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Jane was a light sleeper to begin with, but the night in question she hadn't been sleeping at all, merely lying in bed letting her mind wander. It was a Friday night, and her son and daughter had left her with a large, empty house. This was happening much more frequently now that it was summer and her kids were spending more nights out with their friends. This probably wasn't enough to bother most widowed mothers, but Jane's maternal instinct was on edge.
Mia and Ben were as close as any pair of siblings Jane had ever seen. The only possible exception was her relationship with her own brother, Henry, but lately she suspected her son and daughter were unnaturally close. The root of it went back ten years, to the time the kids' father was tragically dying. At the time, Mia was nine and her brother eleven. In his final days, Ben's father took him aside and explained that he would be the man of the family, and that it was up to him to look out for his little sister.
"What about Mom?" the concerned boy had asked his fading father.
Jane had been eavesdropping, and Ben's question brought tears to her eyes.
"Of course you'll need to look out for Mom, too," her late husband replied in the weak voice he had in those last few days. "She'll need you to be strong for her, but she also has her own big brother, your Uncle Henry. He'll be checking in from time to time, I'm sure. But Mia," the dying man paused, "she looks up to you and she's gonna need you to show her the way and keep her safe."
Jane had always been so impressed that Ben took his father's deathbed advice to heart and barely left his little sister's side for the next ten years. He treated his sweet little Mia like a princess, and there were a few times he got in trouble for beating on boys at school who'd said things to make her cry. This became a more common occurrence as Mia entered her teen years and began developing curves that wouldn't stop blooming. She wasn't a chubby girl, by any means, but she was thickly built and shapely. By the time she graduated she was as voluptuous as any bikini model, and more than most.
It wasn't like Mia was unaware of the effect she had on the males around her. She was. She simply wasn't fully aware. During her school years, she became more interested in fashion and makeup than her studies with the unusual urge to make sure she always looked good for her brother. She loved that Ben was so proud and attentive toward her and she wanted to keep it that way. Yet this also drew the attention of every other man and boy in town. But after the first couple of overzealous boys ended up with blackened eyes and bloodied noses, courtesy of Mia's protective big brother, the local males safely adopted a look-but-don't-touch policy.
Realizing his little sister's effect on men, Ben started working out and studied martial arts. He wanted to be ready to handle anything when and if he were called upon to defend his curvaceous sister's dignity.
Now that Mia was nineteen and Ben was twenty-one, the pair acted more like a couple than siblings, which caused their mother no shortage of concern. Mia now idolized Ben like no one else after years of looking to him for advice, love and protection. And Mia was Ben's princess. In his eyes she could do no wrong. Ben was a straight A student on top of being fit and capable. He was popular with girls, but Mia was the only one he treated like an unblemished angel. It shouldn't have come as a surprise to Jane that on top of everything else, her kids were best friends and did things together far more than they ever dated anyone outside the family.
Jane understood how her kids felt about each other probably better than they did. Now forty, she was still fit and beautiful, with looks and a body that left no one wondering where her daughter's incredible appeal came from. Yet she was a woman with secrets. The kind she could never tell anyone, least of all her own offspring. But she often thought she might have to in order to save them from suffering the same kind of heartache she had.
It was past midnight that Friday night, now Saturday morning, when Ben and Mia came into the house laughing. It was far from the first time Jane had heard her daughter and son come in late giggling over whatever fun they'd been having. Mia let out a sudden shriek that was louder than she meant it to be, which was followed by more laughter between the siblings with Ben cautioning her to keep from waking up their mother.
After that, the giggling became softer and their voices dropped to murmurs Jane couldn't distinguish. There was no way she was getting to sleep anytime soon, so she quietly got out of bed and tiptoed toward the end of the hallway.
The ground floor of the house was mostly an open floor plan except for a guest room and home office toward the rear. The rest was kitchen, dining area and a living room that all flowed together without walls. The upstairs was built as a loft that took up about two-thirds of the area the first floor had. Past the bedrooms was an open, balcony type area with a railing that looked down on the floor below.
There were only two houses like it in the wooded development they lived in. Jane's late husband had been in the construction business and had maneuvered his way into a good deal on a large tract of land that he divided into individual plots and built upscale houses. He'd kept the nicest for his family, while Jane's brother lived in the only comparable house about a quarter mile away. With a few of the properties also being held onto as rentals, the family had been left extremely well off.
Jane came out as far as she dared, not wanting Ben and Mia to know she was awake. She'd had unsettling feelings about their unusual closeness for a long time. She didn't know what to expect, and based on her own history she could never be sure just how close they were. Yet. But in the back of her mind she knew it was only a matter of time before the unthinkable happened. Or was she simply being paranoid and letting her own past cloud her judgement?
She spotted her son now sitting at the end of the couch with his sister sitting half sideways, leaning her back against him. He had his arm around her shoulders and was lightly stroking her arm. This was nothing unusual for Ben and Mia. They'd been affectionate that way for years already. Jane never thought there was anything wrong with it. Despite her own personal history, she didn't think it would lead to anything shameful. If anything, it made her happy to know her kids weren't afraid to show they loved each other. So many of their friends had siblings they constantly fought with.
But that night they'd been out and Jane could tell they'd probably done some drinking with their friends. And the way Mia was dressed wasn't the most appropriate way for cuddling with her big brother. She was wearing a tight pair of white denim shorts and a pink tank top that scooped down low between her outsized tits. Jane wore C cup bras herself, so she knew her daughter was at least a D cup if not even DD. It was also easy to tell she wasn't wearing a bra and with her brother's arm around her his hand was dangling close to his sister's bust.
The way Mia and Ben were sitting might've been unusual for average siblings, but it was perfectly routine for them. It was the conversation they were having that really made their mother's ears perk. She knew they've been doing a little drinking with their friends, but they never seemed to overdo it so Jane didn't say anything about it. She supposed she shouldn't have been surprised that people their age liked to experiment in other ways too, but her son and daughter were about to open their mother's eyes to something she'd tried not to think about.
"I can't believe you actually kissed me in front of everyone," Mia giggled heartily, like she was boasting and not at all complaining about being kissed by her brother. "Did you see the look on everybody's face? They couldn't believe you really did it."
Jane's heart nearly stopped at the sound of her daughter's words.
"They were just jealous 'cuz I got to kiss the most beautiful girl there."
"Awww, Benny, you're sweet."
"It's true, though. Besides, you kissed me back so I guess you didn't mind."
Mia made a distinct purring sound. "I liked it," she admitted in a loud whisper. "Besides, I didn't want to kiss any of those other guys."
"They all sure wanted to kiss you, though," her brother mused with a light chuckle.
"They were watching us like horny hawks," Mia giggled.
"We gave them a pretty good show, didn't we, sis?" her brother said, laughing again.
"They'll be talking about it forever," she said proudly. "You're a really amazing kisser, you know."
"You, too, little sister."
"I guess I just liked it so I got into it. Is that really weird?"
"Nah. I was into it too."
They got quiet a minute or so after that. In her shaded hiding place, their mother felt relieved. So they shared a naughty kiss. They were probably goaded into it by their tipsy friends. Peer pressure. Sure, they liked it, but it looked like they were back to normal, or at least what was normal for them.
"Benny? Can I ask you something?" Mia broke the silence.
"Of course."
"Did you ever kiss anybody you really loved ... like a lot?"
"Hmm," Ben thought it over. "I guess not really."
"Do you think that's why we both got into it so much? Ya know? I mean 'cuz we're brother and sister, so we automatically love each other, right?"
"Geeze, I guess you're right. It's not like we're a couple or anything, but yeah, we love each other a lot."
"Thank you for saying that, Benny. I didn't wanna think it was just me."
"Aww, I love you the most."
Mia purred happily. "I love you, too, Benny."
Jane felt a beautiful warmth surround her heart as she listened to her son and daughter express their love for each other. She felt so lucky on one hand, but on the other she was worried. It wasn't as if history never repeated itself, even her kind of unmentionable history.
"Ya know, the guys weren't the only ones jealous when we kissed," Mia pointed out with another playful giggle. "All the girls wished they were me, especially Tera."
Ben chuckled. "Yeah, but I didn't kiss her."
"How could you when she had your dick all the way in her mouth?" Mia then giggled louder than she meant to. "After our little display she couldn't wait to get your thing out of your pants. She didn't even care everyone could see."
Ben snickered too. "Just like Bob couldn't keep his hands off your tits," he replied.
"Yeah, but I didn't kiss him, though. Just like you didn't kiss Tera."
"He sure kissed your melons enough," Ben chuckled.
Jane wasn't surprised to hear about the sexual nature of the fun her kids had been having, but it made her pussy go warm and quiver with arousal. It had been too long since anyone had touched or sucked on her tits, or for that matter, since she'd had a nice, hard, tasty cock in her mouth. Being an older, slightly heavier version of her hot, raven-haired daughter, she was still an intensely appealing woman, but she wasn't young like her son and daughter. A woman her age couldn't afford to give in to every naughty urge that came over her, but that didn't stop her hand from slipping into her panties while she overheard the kids' talk of their games.
She could see that Ben was still keeping an eye out for his sister like always, but now that they were older there was more he would tolerate than when Mia was still in school. Back then, any boy who tried feeling her gorgeous tits would've gotten his hand broken.
Jane was wearing what she put on for sleeping: a tank top that fit her loosely everywhere except her formidable bustline and a pair of dark purple bikini panties. When her fingers slid over her smoothly shaven mound to her slit, her sex lips were already moist and heating up.
"And how do you know what Bob was doing with your sister's boobs, Mister?" Mia said teasingly.
"Oh please. You knew I was watching. You were watching me at the same time. If I didn't know any better I'd say you liked seeing your sister's boobies." She giggled much too loudly again and her brother shushed her, also laughing.
"I was just making sure Bob didn't try anything you didn't want him to," Ben said. "In case I had to break his neck or something."
Mia purred audibly. "I always feel safe when I know you're there, Benny."
"I'll always be there for you, baby sis. I promise."
Mia sighed wistfully, then her tone turned playful again. "I still think you liked seeing 'em."
"Who wouldn't?" her brother replied. "They're perfect. Besides, I know you were watching me, too, but you weren't exactly making very much eye contact."
His little sister giggled again, but this time it sounded forced. "I, umm, I just never saw it hard before. At least not out in the open like that."
Ben groaned. "Umm, when did you ever see it hard anywhere?"
"In the pool, silly," his curvy little sister giggled triumphantly. "You think I can't tell when you're in the water, but I always see that big bulge in your suit when I come out in a bikini."
"Oh my god, sis, I'm so sorry. I don't know what to say. I guess I just can't help it. You look so incredible in a bikini. Actually, you look incredible in anything. I'm really really sorry."
"Don't be. I take it as a huge compliment. And I do mean huge. Tera couldn't even take the whole thing," she giggled too loudly again. "Besides, I know you were looking at my tits."
"Okay, I admit it. I was looking, but Bob's head was in the way most of the time."
"So was Tera's!"
The brother and sister laughed together for a long time.
"Shhhh," Ben finally shushed. "We shouldn't wake up Mom."
But their mother now had one of her fingers inside her pussy while she struggled to keep from moaning. She knew it was sick and twisted, but she wanted to hear more of the naughty things her kids had been doing that night, in front of each other and who knew how many others. Everything about what she was doing was so wrong, but she couldn't help herself. Mia and Ben both had a reputation for being the hottest looking brother and sister in town. Whenever anyone talked about how good looking one of them was, it was inevitable the other would come up, too.
Jane was proud of them. Despite being their mother, she was fully aware of how hot and good looking her son and daughter both were. They reminded her of herself and her brother, Henry, when they were the same age. For years, people teased them about being a hot looking couple. Jane and Henry usually just laughed good naturedly, but they also realized they acted as much like a couple as siblings.
At least Ben and Mia didn't look as much alike as their mother and Uncle Henry. Neither of them ever said anything about that, so Jane never had to explain the truth to them. Only one other person knew that Ben and Mia were actually half siblings, and that was Henry. Not even Jane's dearly departed husband ever knew Henry was Ben's father.
All those years ago, Jane and Henry had done their best to put their explosive relationship behind them. And for a while, it seemed like they had. Yet not long after Jane got married, she and her brother lapsed into their old ways and had made furious love several times over a period of a few weeks. Mia's father, James, had been away during that time so there was no doubt in Jane's mind whose sperm had taken hold in her womb. It was her brother's. Jane had lied to James about Ben's due date, and fortunately, James was too excited about becoming a father to pay much attention to too many details. The timing had been just close enough for the deception to work.
For years, Henry suspected he was his own nephew's father. He'd brought it up now and then when they had a chance to be alone, but Ben was already six years old before Jane told her brother the truth. Henry never held the deception against her. He was the most understanding man in her life and he never failed her. He also protected their secret as fiercely as she. He understood why she did it, but when he found out he had a son he felt proud.
Jane's mind wandered over everything while she continued to finger her pussy. Her slit quivered and ached for the feel of her loving brother's cock. It had been years since the last time he fucked her, but she remembered that exquisite feeling like it was yesterday. And now, she didn't want to see her own children go through the same thing she had, but the way they treated each other reminded her so much of herself and Henry it made her pussy ache like mad.
"Benny?" Mia said, jarring her mother out of her thoughts of the past. "Would you think I'm a freak if I said I felt jealous of Tera while she was sucking you off?"
Ben sighed deep and loud. "No, sis."
"Really?"
"Really. I mean ... if we're being honest, I hated it when Bob was feeling and sucking those gorgeous tits. I was wishing it was me instead."
"Yeah, and I wanted to be the one with your dick in my mouth," Mia said in a dramatic whisper.
"Yeah, that would get 'em talking way more than the kissing will."
Mia giggled again, but then blew a sigh. "I wish you weren't my brother. Ugh! I didn't mean that like it probably sounded."
"It's okay, sis. I know what you mean. It's not like you're the only one who thinks like that sometimes."
"Seriously?"
"Only like forever, sis."
"Oh god, me too. Ya know, if you were my boyfriend I'd make you marry me."
They both laughed. "You wouldn't have to," her brother replied. "I'd already want to. I'd never let you go with anyone else. You'd be all mine forever."
Jane felt her eyes going wet with tears, but at the same time her finger began pumping faster into her pussy.
"Mia, what are you doing?" Ben said, making his mother look back down at them.
Her daughter was sitting up and pulling her tank top off. She sat with her shoulders squared back and her shapely, oversized tits hanging out in the open in front of her brother.
"You said you wished you could see my boobs without Bob's head in the way, so I'm letting you."
Jane was amazed to see her daughter proudly baring her chubby melons. They defied gravity even despite their considerable weight, and her russet colored nipples were clearly swollen.
"Ohhhh, sis ... fuck," Ben said, stunned. "They're even more than perfect. Bob definitely doesn't deserve those."
"Well I only let him play with 'em 'cuz you let that whore, Tera, suck your cock."
"I'm sorry, baby. Once she got started, I couldn't help it. But I was looking at you the whole time, wishing it was you instead."
"Did you really?" She tilted her head coquettishly and grinned.
"Of course. I already told you you were the most beautiful girl there. And, also the only one I'm in love with."
Mia gasped. Jane noticed her son was now rubbing his growing cock through his pants while he gazed at his sister's spectacular melons.
"You mean in love like a guy loves his sister in love? Or like a guy loves his girlfriend?" the busty beauty asked.
"Both," her brother replied.
"Fuck," Mia whispered.
"Yeah. Fuck," her brother repeated.
"I love you too, Benny." She hefted her glorious tits in her hands and toyed with her nipples. After a minute she giggled like before. "So do you like my boobs better without Bob's head in the way?"
"Much better," Ben replied with a chuckle.
"Well," Mia came back in sing-songy tone. "I'd like seeing your cock without Tera's mouth on it."
"This so bad," he replied, unzipping his pants.
Jane pushed another finger into her dripping cunt as she watched her son pull his thick, impressive cock out of his pants to a look of pure delight on his younger sister's face. He began stroking his flesh while Mia fondled her tits for him. They were both breathing heavily and couldn't take their eyes off each other. Jane bit her bottom lip to keep from crying as she orgasmed spontaneously. The release felt sublime and badly needed, but she knew it wasn't going to be her last climax before the night was through.



"God, it's so nice," Mia purred sexily. "That slut, Tera, definitely doesn't deserve one that good."
"Baby, this is driving me crazy," her brother groaned.
Mia giggled. "Did you know you've called me baby like three times already?"
"Is that bad?"
"Not if you mean it."
"Ohhh, baby."
Another pleased giggle from Mia. Their mother brought her free hand into her panties and started rubbing her clit while she pumped herself with the other.
Mia shifted closer to her brother and pushed her tits toward him. "Touch 'em, Benny. I know you wanna, and you're the only one I really wanna have playin' with 'em."
"Are you sure, Mimi?" Ben said, using the name he'd often used for his little sister since they were very young.
"Definitely," the topless beauty replied.
With his right hand still sliding up and down his cock, Ben reached for his sister's tits with his left. He slid his palm over both of her firm mounds, stopping to tweeze her swollen nipples and make her purr.
"Use both hands, baby," she told him, taking his cock from his hand into hers. "I'll take really good care of this for you."
Ben uttered a long moan as his sister began stroking his pole. He fondled and caressed her beautiful jugs with both hands, always paying plenty of attention to her sensitive nubs.
Their mother's pussy oozed its natural lotion as she watched her son and daughter fondle each other. Her fingers slid into her hole with steady force while the other hand put more pressure on her aching clit. It was becoming more and more of a struggle to keep from making noise that would give her presence away. The exact thing she'd known would probably happen, yet dared to hope against it, was now going on almost literally under her nose. And when she saw them finally kiss -- the handsome and virile big brother and his hot, fertility goddess of a baby sister -- Jane finally accepted the unmentionable facts. She'd given birth to a boy and girl who were meant for each other, just the way she and her brother, Henry, were.
Ben kissed Mia like she was the only girl in the world, and she kissed him back just as passionately. Their lips were open wide for both of their tongues to duel and dance in a wet swirl of mutual need. Ben's hands moved around his sister's body and pulled her in close, crushing her melon sized tits into his bigger, harder body. Mia whimpered loudly into her brother's mouth. It was obvious that by now they were forgetting to stay quiet, or else they just didn't care.
It looked to Jane like her son and daughter would never stop kissing each other. Ben's hands were roaming everywhere they could over Mia's topless body, and she finally started tugging at his pants, letting him know she wanted them off. Ben reluctantly pulled away from their kiss and stood up, letting his happily giggling sister yank his pants down to his ankles. He stepped out of them and pulled his shirt off to stand fully naked in front of her with his prize-winning cock strutting proudly before her adoring face.
Mia gazed at her brother's pulsing rod in loving fascination. He was shaved all around the base and his balls, and she took his shaft and sack into each of her hands respectively. While caressing his heavy balls, she resumed stroking his rod, holding him at a lower angle to bring the bulbous knob closer to her face. Little beknownst to the affectionate siblings, their mother's heart was racing while she watched, both of her hands digging and rubbing at her pussy.
"It's -- it's so beautiful," Mia sighed as she stared at her brother's nakedly pulsing organ as if she were gazing at a work of art in a museum. She stroked that thick, steely pole with a look of deep concentration on her face. This kept up for a long time while Ben's sighs turned into moans of pleasure. Eventually, Mia giggled playfully. "Baby? Did you ever have two different girls suck your dick in the same night?"
"Oh fuck, seriously?"
His sister's reply was another giggle.
"No," he confirmed.
"Mmmm, 'cuz you're about to. And I hope you enjoy it 'cuz that slut Tera is never getting this beauty in her mouth ever again."
"It's yours now, baby," Ben told her. "All yours and only yours."
"God, Benny, I love you so much."
The girl's brother could only reply with a groan while she plunged her open lips over the tip of his cock, taking more of his length into her mouth than Tera could.
Jane was amazed to witness the slow, methodical way her daughter sucked her big brother's cock. She was clearly savoring the presence of Ben's hot, rigid man flesh between her lips as she stroked them wetly along his shaft. The girl's left hand continued to fondle his balls gently while the right caressed the lower portion of his long stalk. Her mother thought Mia resembled a busty porn goddess in slow motion, yet the way the girl relished that big, gorgeous cock in her mouth was an act of pure love. Love for her brother as much as love for his admirable man meat.
Jane started to cum on her fingers again. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt this aroused. The torrid display taking place below on the couch was something she'd dreaded happening for years, but now she could only feel a deep ache in both her heart and pussy at what she was watching.
"Ohhhhh, Mimi, baby," Ben groaned quietly. "That's so good. I can't believe how amazing your mouth feels. Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck, baby, I love you so much."
Mia whimpered and mewled all around the fleshy pole between her lips, but she never let up on her slow, constant sucking. She turned her big, brown eyes up at her brother's face and looked at him the way a woman looks at the love of her life. Ben was looking back at her the same way, gently stroking her face with the backs of his fingers.
"You're so beautiful," he whispered. "You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen in my life. I want us to be like this forever."
Only then did Mia release her brother's cock from her talented lips. "Baby, you're not s'posed to make me cry now."
Ben smiled and guided her up by taking her hands. "I can't help it. I always want you to know how special you are to me."
"Ohhh, Benny, how could I ever love you more?"
As if in reply, Ben unbuttoned and then unzipped his sister's shorts. He pushed them down along with her panties in one motion. Jane wasn't surprised to see that her daughter's pussy was waxed perfectly smooth, and she felt her tunnel clench when she saw the end of Ben's long cock tap against his sister's silky mound.
"Maybe we should go to my room," Mia suggested.
"Can you seriously wait that long?" He fondled her heavy jugs while she trapped his rod between her thighs.
"No," she replied with a giggle. "But what if Mom wakes up?"
"I don't even care. The way things are going, she's gonna know about us sooner or later anyway."
"I guess you're right. We can hide it from anyone, but probably not her. But ... won't it be weird if she actually catches us fucking?"
Ben chuckled. "Yeah, but kinda hot, too."
"Oh god, you're such a bad boy!" his sister giggled.
"I don't know how to be good when I need your pussy this bad," he said in a growly tone. "I need you now, baby. Let's just try to be quiet so we don't wake up Mom."
"God, I love it when you're like this."
Mia sat sideways on the couch with her back against the armrest, keeping one foot on the floor so she could open her shapely thighs wide apart. Her bald pussy split open like flower petals and she stroked her wet slit with her fingers.
"Is it nice, baby? Do you like your baby sister's hot, wet cunt?" the girl asked in an obscene purr.
Ben's response was to kneel down beside the couch and press his tongue up against the dew-coated flower being offered to him. Mia gasped as he started to lick her slit, digging his tongue deeply into her folds as it slid from her asshole to her clit.
"You taste as sweet as you look, baby sis," he said, pausing only for a second. Then he began licking her again, lapping up her steady flow of juices and running his tongue all around her clit.
Their mother orgasmed yet again as she watched her son eat his sister's pussy as expertly as she had sucked his cock. She could almost feel her own brother's tongue driving deep inside her hole the way it had so many years before. She knew she needed Henry's tongue back inside her or she might go completely insane. Except insane seemed to be the only word for what she was doing now: fingering herself to one climax after another as she spied on her own kids preparing to make love for the first time.
Mia's moans and desperate gasps for air were loud enough to wake up Jane if she'd actually been sleeping, but the young couple on the couch were too consumed with their mutual love and desire to be aware of anything but each other. Jane watched as Ben suckled his sister's clit and pumped a pair of fingers into her hole until she was cumming even harder than her mother.
"Benny, Benny!" the girl cried. "I need your cock and I need it NOW!"
Even Ben was beyond caring how much noise they were making. He rose up and planted one knee on the couch as he brought his throbbing cock toward his sister's heavily dripping slit. Pushing the large, round head of his pole between her folds, he slowly sank his swollen meat into the broiling confines of his own sister's baby hole. They moaned in unison as his shaft gradually filled the girl's fertile body, stretching her dainty, wet flaps around his girth.
"Ohhhh, ahhhhhh, fuck, babyyyyyy," Mia moaned. "Your cock feels soooooo good. Fuck me and make me all yours."
Jane gaped in awe as her son began rocking his hips into the open cradle of his sister's thighs, driving his fat cock into her core again and again. Mia growled like a cat at every thrust. Neither one of Jane's kids could speak now. All they could do was stare at each other in awe as they realized Ben was now thrusting his overheated cock deeply into his own baby sister's sloshing tunnel. He was shoving into the girl's body so hard it made her monumental tits heave with every thrust.
While Ben was breathing harder and harder from the strain of fucking Mia, she finally managed to find her voice. "God, yes, fuck me!" she cried out. "I love that fucking cock, baby! Nothing ever felt this good!"
The girl's brother grunted in response, pumping his rod harder and deeper while her body started shaking with an orgasm. Mia squealed with delight as Ben pumped her hole steady and hard through her climax. He kept thrusting even after she crested, and then he leaned over and kissed her hungrily while keeping his powerful hips in motion. Mia whimpered into his mouth and rocked back at him, grinding her tight pussy against his driving rod.
"Baby sister, if your pussy keeps squeezing my cock like that I'm gonna cum," Ben growled, fighting to get the words out as he never skipped a thrust.
"Just cum inside me, big brother. Promise to pump baby sister's tight snatch full of that fucking spunk!"
"Fuck," Ben huffed. "When did my sweet little sister get such a dirty mouth?"
"The second the love of my life rammed his huge cock up my fuck hole, baby ... and I want my brother to be the first one to cum inside me!"
"Arrrggghhh, fuck!"
At the sound of his sister's words, Ben started pounding into her loudly squelching hole even harder and faster. Their mother was rubbing her clit furiously now, expecting to see her son fill his little sister's pussy with cum any second. But it didn't happen as quickly as he said. Mia actually pushed her brother back, making him pull his rock hard cock out from the snug comfort of her sisterly pussy. She then repositioned herself, with one knee still on the couch and the other foot braced on the floor beside. She bent over, holding the couch for leverage while offering her dripping, pink prize to her brother from behind.
"Put it back in, lover," she pleaded. "I need that dick back inside me. Slap my ass and fuck me, baby!"
Jane couldn't breathe as she watched her son actually raise his open palm and swing it across his sister's fully rounded ass with a piercing smack. Mia squealed and then moaned. Seconds later, Ben pushed his unyielding cock back into her slit. He held onto her curvy hips as he stood behind her and shoved his fat rod into her core for all he was worth. He gave her full-length thrusts, grunting with the exertion of each one. Mia whimpered and gasped while their mother realized she now had a much better view of the long, thick pole skewering her daughter's pussy.
Ben's cock was saturated with fuck sauce, his flesh glistening in the light from the nearby table lamp. Jane bit her lower lip and thrummed her pulsing clit as she gazed in rapture at the world class piece of man flesh pumping her lust-crazed daughter again and again. Mia's heavy tits shook in a pendulous sway with the impact of her brother's plunging cock. Jane had already forgotten how Ben said he was close to cumming as she stared at the steady piston pumps of his marbleized man flesh.
Jane, who had never actually watched another couple fuck before, except on video, was frozen in her tracks. As she watched the sleek lunges of her son's naked, sweaty body, she thought he was fucking his sister like he was in some kind of sordid competition. He was doing everything in his huge cock's power to ruin the girl for any other man. He was claiming her -- his own sister -- to be his heart and body's possession while Mia was grinding her curvy hips back at his thrusts, eagerly giving everything she was to the man society forbid from having her.
When Ben suddenly gave his sister another loud spank, even their mother flinched.
"Fuck, yes!" the girl cried out, forgetting any consideration of keeping their noise level down. "Slap that ass and fuck me, baby! Ohhhhh fuck, you're making me cum again! Cum with me, darling. Fill that hole up with brother cum!"
Mia's voice trailed off into orgasmic gasps and cries of release. Her brother finally lost his control and growled like an animal while his pulsing prick spurted hot-shots of cum into his sister's cunt until it was dripping onto his ballsac.
Jane lost control at the same time and felt her biggest cum of the night. She forgot herself and cried out with joy as the pleasure she tried to deny took over her entire being. Her climax seemed to go on forever, and when she finally began to recover enough to open her eyes again, she saw her son and daughter staring up at her in surprise. Mia and Ben, both naked and shiny with sweat, were still conjoined as they discovered their audience of one.
Jane found herself admiring the young couple for not suddenly freaking out or being ashamed of the position their mother could see them in. Sure, they looked surprised, but neither made a move to try to cover their naked bodies, and the only other emotion their mother could read on their faces was the depth of affection for a couple who were very much in love. Only then did their mother realize her hand was still stuck inside her soaking wet panties. They didn't miss it when she finally pulled it out.
"Mom, I can explain," Ben said, his swollen cock still embedded inside his sister's pussy.
Jane cleared her throat. "You don't have to, sweetie. I understand more than you know."
Mia and Ben smiled at each other. It didn't take a rocket scientist to know they were sharing their glee that they wouldn't have to keep their true relationship hidden within their own home.
"We love each other, Mom," Mia said, a little nervous but mostly proud.
"I know, honey," Jane replied. "I always hoped you'd both find someone who was just like the other. I didn't expect you'd end up actually in love with each other, but you're both very special, so it's hard for you to find someone else who measures up. I guess it makes sense for you to end up together. I've always known how much you love each other."
Mia couldn't suppress a giggle, as if being caught bent over the couch with her big brother's cock all the way inside her ripely curved body made it obvious they were in love. Jane sighed, feeling envious. Not that she was feeling the urge to be fucked by her son, even though he was so handsome and well built, and on top of that he was obviously a great fuck. She knew she would never have the same chemistry with him that her daughter had. They were a natural pair. The thing that made her envious was how she once had that chemistry with Henry and never with anyone else, including Mia's father.
After Jane found out she was pregnant with Ben, she and Henry made the painful decision to break off their relationship. At the time it had seemed so impossible, but they were siblings and both married to other people. Yet at least they would always share the knowledge of having a son together. Since then, Henry got married and divorced three times.
Jane couldn't help noticing the mess her kids had made of each other's body. "Why don't the two of you clean each other up?" she said, remembering how she and her own brother engaged in some delicious tasting aftercare following their forbidden trysts.
"I guess we could use our clothes to wipe each other off," Mia said.
But Ben grinned, understanding what their mother had in mind.
"I think she meant something else, sis," he said.
He stepped closer to her face and she giggled again when she caught on to what was being suggested. Casting a playful look at Jane, Mia then began to thoroughly lick the juices off of her brother's cock and balls. Everywhere there was sauce, the girl eagerly licked it up. She took to it as naturally as Jane had all those years before. After she was done, Ben knelt down and licked up all the juices still clinging to his sister's luscious thighs and well-fucked pussy. She purred like a kitten until he was done.
"That's part of taking care of each other," Jane told them after. "Always love and take good care of each other."
"We will, Mom. I promise," Ben said.
Jane finally turned and went back down the hallway to her bed. It wasn't easy falling back to sleep after everything she'd seen, but the exertion of multiple orgasms had relaxed her enough that she fell unconscious before realizing it.
That following morning, Jane woke up to a quiet house. She was still wearing the panties she had on when fingering herself the night before. They felt tacky with her secretions, but instead of feeling uncomfortable she found the sensation comforting. She got out of bed and went into the hallway. It was no surprise to find Mia's bedroom empty and her bed unslept in. Then she quietly made her way to Ben's room. She silently opened the door just far enough to peer inside.
Ben and Mia were fast asleep with their naked bodies tangled up together, clinging closely to each other even in their sleep. Jane sighed and felt a tear roll down her cheek as she remembered the times she and Henry had lain together the same way. They were the happiest moments of her life. She fully understood the challenges ahead in their lives, but it warmed her soul to know they were each loved as deeply as they were. At least if she could accept and support their relationship then maybe things would be easier for them than they were for her and Henry.
Closing Ben's door as quietly as she opened it, Jane went back to her own room and into her bathroom where she got into her shower to begin getting ready for the day. She spent a long time carefully shaving her legs and pussy. Still feeling aroused by the spectacle she'd witnessed the night before, she had to force herself to resist fingering her pussy again. The thought of reaching her stage in life only to find her greatest sexual relief to come from watching her son and daughter fuck like porn stars was too depressing.
Standing in front of her mirror as she dried her hair, she took a personal inventory. At forty, she was still young and just as appealing as her voluptuous daughter. Like Mia, her hair was raven black, though she wore it shorter. Her body was curvy like the girl's, yet slimmer and harder overall due to her many years' dedication to staying fit. She had the big, prominent tits the younger girl had inherited from her. Jane was proud of them, still so heavy and shapely and every bit as firm and bouncy as her nineteen year old daughter's.



Jane's looks drew as much attention from men as her youthful daughter. And since losing her husband she'd had no shortage of offers to go out. Yet she could never bring herself to say yes. Her heart still lived in her unmentionable past.
Even though Henry lived close, Jane tried to keep their visits limited. Her brother cooperated in keeping a polite distance. They both knew how easy it would be to fall back in their old routine if they weren't careful. But now, Jane felt the need to tell him what was happening with Ben and Mia. Ben was Henry's son, after all. He should know something that important. And for that matter, maybe it was time to tell her son the truth about who his real father was. However, she didn't feel right about doing without Henry's approval, and better yet, with his presence.
After her body moisturizing routine, Jane decided to wear a sun dress for paying a visit to Henry. She chose a yellow one with a floral print that was daringly short and low cut over her tits. It was a dress she'd never worn outside of her house, and today she decided to go without a bra or panties. She ignored the effect her appearance would most certainly have on her brother. She told herself she was only going there to talk, that the events of the night before weren't affecting her as deeply as they did a few hours ago. Sure, Ben and Mia made her think about herself and Henry, but it wasn't as if they were making her try to rekindle their relationship. They agreed that was a bad idea years ago, but Jane couldn't help wondering how he'd react to the news about Mia and Ben.
It was a short drive to Henry's house. It was already ten in the morning, but Henry would be surprised to see his sister show up for a visit at that hour of the day. At least his most recent divorce was final now so Jane wouldn't have to deal with his latest ex-wife, a woman she'd never liked. Then again, Jane never liked any of her brother's wives. She never thought any of them were good enough for him.
Over the years, between each of her brother's marriages, there was an unspoken understanding that Jane didn't need to knock when going to see him. None of his wives appreciated her just walking in like she lived there, but Henry wanted Jane to treat his home like it was hers too. Whenever he was single, this was never a problem, but when Jane went in and called out for him she didn't get a response. She went through to the back and found him sitting outside by the pool, reading a newspaper and drinking a cup of coffee.
Henry did a double-take when he saw her. The last time he'd seen his beautiful sister dressed in anything that hot looking was the last time he was single. He got up to give Jane a hug and a quick kiss on the lips. The kiss was chaste, but they both held the hug long and tight, with Jane's full tits tightly pressed against his fit body.
"Janey, you look amazing," he told her with a sigh. She felt tingles of warmth throughout her entire body as her brother hugged her. It had always been that way. No one else ever came close to making her feel the same thing.
Henry was wearing a pair of loose, drawstring pants and a T shirt. Jane sensed he wasn't wearing briefs under his pants while they hugged, but she tried to keep it out of her mind. That wasn't what she was there for. She had important things to discuss with him despite the fact that she realized they were alone in his house together for the first time in far too long.
"You look pretty amazing yourself," she told him. "And without having to try, as usual."
Henry smiled at her and gave her another quick kiss on the lips. It was as far as they ever let themselves go anymore. But then his expression changed into one of concern.
"I can tell you have something on your mind," he said.
Jane sighed against him, feeling her large tits mash even harder into his solid body. "You could always tell."
"Who knows you like I do?"
Jane smiled, feeling even warmer. The greatest comfort in her whole life was the fact that someone knew and loved her as much as her big brother, even if they hadn't let themselves express it the way they wanted to for so long. She took a seat at the table while Henry went inside and brought the coffee pot and another mug out. He filled hers and refilled his.
They started out with a little small talk, which only lasted a minute or two before Henry asked how Ben and Mia were doing. Jane closed her eyes sighed to brace herself, but this seemed to give away the secret before she could say anything.
"So," Henry said, "they found each other. Like we did."
Jane nodded, confirming his educated guess.
"Finally," he added.
"What do you mean by that?"
"You're kidding, right? With those two it was only a matter of time. And knowing them, I assume it's something more than just sex."
"Yes," Jane admitted. "Much more. They're just like ..."
"Us?"
"Yes. The moment I saw them I ..."
"What do you mean you saw them?" Henry's curiosity was clearly piqued.
After a brief hesitation, Jane remembered she was talking to the one person in the world who would understand. She recounted the whole story of the night before, how she'd gotten out of bed and eavesdropped on Ben and Mia's conversation after they came home from partying with their friends. Once she got started, she found herself describing the incestuous encounter in detail, even down to the way she watched and masturbated and how they discovered her when she forgot herself and moaned too loudly when she came.
Henry was hanging on every word, and Jane noticed the rise of his cock under his thin, loose pants as she went over every second of it.
"I, umm, even told them they should clean each other up. The way we always did," she concluded.
"Fuck," her brother said softly. There was no doubt how aroused he was now with the prominent tent bulging the leg of his pants. "So my son is in love with his gorgeous half-sister. As much as I've always loved my own, beautiful sister."
Jane couldn't blame her brother for feeling aroused by her story. Her pussy was swimming in its own juices by the time she finished, and she had to admit she might've gone into so much detail just to see how it might affect him. It felt so good to give her beloved big brother an erection again, even if it was only from telling him about Ben and Mia. Yet all throughout her story she noticed his eyes roaming appreciatively over her well exposed legs and sumptuous cleavage.
"Exactly," she finally responded. "I thought it was important you should know, especially as Ben's father."
Henry nodded. His expression was pained. Jane knew how much it had frustrated him to go on for so many years with his own son not knowing the truth.
"I don't want them to go through what we did, all those years pretending and denying ourselves. And, I think it's time for Ben to know who his real father is."
This actually made the tent in Henry's pants twitch. "Then they'd know all about us," he pointed out.
"Don't you want that, too? Don't you think it would be a relief if someone finally knew? And who else would understand like they could?"
"I'm in total agreement with you, baby sister. But there's something else."
Jane smiled and let her eyes drop to the bulge in her brother's pants. "Pretty sure I know what it is," she said, feeling her heart pound with excitement.
"We've wasted too many years being apart," Henry said with relief as he slowly untied the drawstring of his pants. "I don't want to waste one more day of my life not having you as mine."
Jane's heart felt like it flipped. She didn't think it was possible, but her pulse raced even faster as she watched her brother -- her son's father and her daughter's uncle -- push his pants down until they were around his ankles. He then pulled off his shirt and stood up, letting his fully aroused cock swagger in front of his sister.
"Oh, baby, oh god," Jane sighed. She reached behind to unzip her dress. Then she stood up and pulled the straps off her shoulders, letting it drop in a bunch around her feet.
The older, more mature brother and sister both stepped toward each other at the same time. Jane uttered a soft gasp when her brother's cock touched her naked body for the first time in so many years. He took her into his arms and kissed her like he was making up for lost time. When his hands moved onto the firmly rounded globes of her ass and squeezed them tightly, she felt a hot rush of moisture drip through the folds of her pussy. She whimpered happily into his mouth and squeezed her hand between them to take hold of his throbbing cock.
"God, how I've missed the feeling of you touching my cock," Henry said in a husky voice.
"Baby, I've missed everything about you. I've never stopped thinking about this for a single day. I've wanted us to be together again all along."
"I love you, Janey."
"Oh, baby, I love you so much."
Henry kissed his younger sister again and Jane's pulse raced as his tongue swept through her mouth, entwining with hers. It felt so good to hold his cock in her hand again. So familiar yet so new at the same time. His meat was rock hard and throbbing to the up and down stroke of her hand. Precum started dripping from his dome as he moved his hands from Jane's ass to her tits. He kneaded them with firm care, taking time to squeeze and stimulate her sensitive nipples. By now she was moaning into his mouth while her upper thighs were coated with the juices overflowing her pussy.
Jane felt like her body was floating. She never thought she would feel her brother's hands on her skin ever again and it was inflaming every part of her body and racing heart. Their kissing gradually turned from hot to explosive as they devoured each other's lips in a desperate hunger to make up for lost time. One of Henry's hands finally made its way between his sister's smooth, firm thighs to stroke the lips of her overheated pussy as she spread her feet further apart.
With her thighs parted wider, Henry's fingers had more room to explore his sister's juice-dripping slit. Jane was amazed that he remembered just the way she loved to be fingered. She was forced to pull out of their kiss so she could breathe when he started rubbing circles around her swollen clit.
"Ohhhh, my darling brother," she moaned, "you always knew how to make it feel so good."
"I want to make you feel the way nobody else knows how," he told her through deep breaths.
Then he began to slide a pair of fingers upward into her slick hole. Jane groaned and lowered herself into a half squat while her brother began to fuck her with his fingers. She could barely seem to hold onto his cock, but somehow she managed. The pad of his thumb mashed into her clit while his fingers curled into her G spot.
"Oh! Ohhhh, fuck!" Jane cried. After only a couple of minutes more, her brother made her cum on his hand, his other hand massaging her full tits.
Jane didn't know how she kept standing through her climax the way Henry made her body shudder. She hadn't even gotten her breath back when he took her back in his arms and kissed her just as deep and hard as before. His big, rigid cock was pressed as tightly to her body as her tits were pressed to his. They were hugging too tightly for her to keep stroking his cock, but after a couple of minutes Jane moved back and took hold of her brother's pulsing shaft. She guided him by his cock toward the chair he'd been sitting in before, but she was the one who sat in it.
"I've dreamt of having you back in my mouth for so long," she confessed. "I've missed your taste, the way you throb between your own sister's loving lips."
Sitting forward, Jane drew Henry closer with her hands on his hips, bringing his long, thick cock closer to her face. They looked at each other for a long time while she stroked his cock again. Jane sensed the same feelings coming from her brother's expression that she was feeling. Their eyes were full of love and need, along with a healthy dose of disbelief that they were finally back together in the way they were always meant to be.
Jane's lips closed over the tip of Henry's cock while she moved her hand along his shaft. The mere touch of his dripping knob on her tongue after so long was electrifying. She held the head in her mouth without moving for a while except to let her tongue swirl around the ridged head again and again while she stroked his shaft. Henry moaned, making his sister look up at him. He was staring in awe at the sight of his cock once again inside her mouth. Jane's arousal shot so deep inside her it felt like the throbbing buzz in her nipples was spreading throughout the full, fleshy mounds of her tits.
"My beautiful baby sister ..." Henry moaned. "I love you."
Jane didn't reply except to take more of his cock into her mouth. She began stroking his shaft with her lips and hand in tandem, bringing the other hand to his smoothly shaven balls. Precum oozed generously over her tongue as she sucked the cock she'd denied herself for so long, yet she now felt like the woman she was always meant to be: her brother's lover, mistress, mate for life. Nothing would keep them apart again.
"Ohhhh, Janey, baby," Henry groaned. "I need this. I need you. God, how I missed your exquisite mouth."
Jane began sucking and stroking her brother's cock more vigorously, causing his moans to grow deeper and louder. She couldn't resist bringing the hand from his balls to her pussy as she parted her legs wider and started rubbing her excited slit. Her fingers mashed against her tender, wet folds until settling onto her clit. She gave her moaning brother long, sweeping strokes with her lips and hand while the finger on her hot, wet pearl brought her as close to the edge as she was bringing him.
With the hard pulsing of her brother's cock in her hand and mouth, Jane felt like she was floating. The long awaited presence of his flesh in her mouth completed their deep connection. He could've had that beautiful rod in her ass or pussy and the feeling would've been the same. It didn't matter which of her holes he was in. All that mattered was having him inside her body so they were physically joined in the way they were joined emotionally. And now, all it took was that tangy tasting length of man flesh prodding into her beautiful face to make her realize that she hadn't truly been herself since the last time. It was as if she'd been acting as a character in a play, going through motions that weren't her own.
"Baby, ohhh baby, fuck," Henry groaned as he snaked his fingers into his sister's luxurious hair. He began rocking his hips, working to push his cock deeper into her mouth, giving her his need as much as his throbbing flesh.
Jane finally took her hand off of his shaft and relaxed jaw and body. With a strangled whimper of joy, she felt him shoving his desperate stalk into her mouth. He remembered just how far he could thrust without making her gag while fucking the face he'd always said was the most beautiful he'd ever seen.
She knew what her daughter had been feeling the night before as she witnessed the younger girl take her half-brother's pole into her mouth. Mia would never have to explain herself. Not to her mother. Jane knew the same forbidden ecstasy.
After a while, Henry pulled out of his baby sister's mouth. He stood directly in front of her and stroked his cock, using her copious saliva for lube. "I need that pussy, baby sister," he told her in a selfish growl. "It's time to take you back. And this time I'm never letting you go."
He took her by the wrists and guided her to her feet. The most immediate way to get him inside her was for her to bend over the table by the chair and plant her feet apart. Jane wanted to be able to see his face while he fucked her again after so much time, but their need was too intense. She sighed deeply when she felt the warmth of his cock rubbing across her large, heart-shaped ass. He teased her puckered starbud with the knob, but eventually angled his shaft lower to nudge the tip into the slick nest of her fleshy cunt lips. Then he entered her channel with a guttural moan, his steely stalk easily sinking into her wetness.
"Baby, oh baby, yessss," she crooned happily. "Your little sister needs you so much. Every inch."
Then Henry gave a hard shove and forced his shank into her body. She was so wet there was nearly no resistance. His girthy rod filled her like it was made to fit her sheath. But then he clutched her ass cheeks tightly and started thrusting in and out of her with long strokes. The wet scrape of his stiff cock along the walls of her sheath set every cell in Jane's body on edge. It felt like she was on the edge of a climax with every lunge, but then she felt a wet thumb press into the taut rim of her asshole. He must have wet his thumb in his mouth, just the way he used to.
Jane let out a throaty, feline sounding yowl as Henry sank his thumb into her ass. He went slowly, but it didn't take long before his entire thumb was plugging her anus. His solid pole thrust long and steady, pumping into her with building force and speed. Her luscious tits were squashed against the table as her eyes watered at the depth of the sensations firing through her body.
"This is mine, darling sister," Henry grunted between breaths. "All of you. Every hole, every inch of your gorgeous body. You belong to me!"
"Yes! Baby, oh yes, I'm yours. I've always been yours!"
Henry started giving his sister's asshole short stabs with his blunt thumb. She felt him spit on her rim to keep it slick while he was soon plunging his cock wildly into her cunt. She felt herself rippling inside against the powerful thrusts of his fat tool.
"Oh fuck!" she cried. "Give baby sister that cum! I need it deep, my love!"
Those were the last words Jane would be able to speak for the next few minutes as she started to cum. Her legs shook and the whole inner confines of her pussy shuddered with an explosion of electrical sparks. Henry was growling and gasping for air as he shoved his cock into her snatch with the whole force of his body. Jane couldn't begin to guess how many more thrusts it took, but after another climax her brother's powerful cock exploded with pulsing jets of incestuous cum spurting deep into her clasping tube.
After the blasting heat of their mutual explosion was past, Henry slowed his thrusts, calmly slipping his cock in and out of his sister's cum-filled hole until his pole finally began to soften. Jane was dazed. She didn't realize her face was pressed onto the table and that her cheek was wet with her own drool. She felt herself being pulled upright by Henry's capable hands, then turning her to face him. They looked into each other's eyes for a long time. No words seemed to be needed.
Brother and sister kissed for a long time. Their kiss was just as deep and hungry but calmer and gentler than before as they savored each other's mouth. Henry then took his sister by the hand and led her into the pool where they refreshed themselves in the water. Jane felt like her entire soul was refreshed as her brother held her in the water, their naked bodies tightly pressed. It was forever before they could even talk as they couldn't stop kissing for all the years of kissing they'd lost.
They were both aware of the conversation they needed to go have with Mia and Ben, but they stole the next couple of hours for themselves. They talked mostly about the present and future, making promises to each other they had no doubts about keeping.
"I've never been this happy," Jane told her brother.
"It's the same for me, my beautiful sister," Henry said.
Jane giggled playfully. Henry had always liked going out of his way to remind her of their forbidden siblinghood. It made gave their mutual lust a special edge that could never come from anyone else, yet it deepened the love they felt for each other.



"I just wish we didn't have to wait so long to be together again," she sighed.
"Me, too, but maybe that's how it was always meant to work out. For us, anyway. But let's make sure it won't be so hard for my son and your daughter."
"Hmmm, your son, who happens to be your sister's son, too. And my daughter, who happens to be your niece," Jane snickered.
"You make it sound so wicked," her brother said with a sly grin.
"Because it is. Wickedly wonderful. Wickedly beautiful," she laughed.
"You're wickedly beautiful, even more now."
"And you're getting hard again, big brother. Seems like you're pretty happy about getting your innocent baby sister's pussy again."
Henry kissed her just as deeply as ever. She wrapped her legs around his waist while he held her against the side of the pool and gradually sank his cock into her hole for another round.
Meanwhile, back at Jane's house, Mia and Ben were also in the pool. The two houses were exactly the same except for the landscaping. Their pools and terraces were a perfect match, and now the younger brother and sister were unknowingly a perfect match for their respective parents. Ben had Mia against the side of the pool with her legs around his waist and his succulent cock pumping steadily into her snatch.
"Oh, Ben, Ben, Bennnnnnnnnn," she growled.
Ben couldn't take his eyes off his younger sister's big tits, heaving and shaking to the force of his thrusts, wet and glistening from the pool.
"This means you're mine now, Mimi," he growled, his mind numb from the pleasure of her sheath clamping down on his cock.
"I've always been yours, baby. And I always will be. Make me cum again. Ohhhhh fuck, you make me cum so hard!"
The water was splashing around them while the grunting older brother pumped his precious girl full of throbbing man flesh. Watching her head fall back and eyes closed as the sheer ecstasy of their torrid union washed over her, Ben snarled and pounded his baby's cunt until he unleashed a torrent of cum deep in her fertile girl hole.
Little did they know that in the joyous aftermath of their love, their older counterparts were doing exactly the same thing in the same way and place over at Henry's house. Both sibling couples spent a long time swimming naked, kissing and holding onto each other for dear life.
Ben and Mia, like their mother and Henry, talked about a happy future together. When they heard their mother come home, they were lying side by side in the sun, still naked. They were surprised to see Henry with their mother when she came outside.
"Hey kids," she called to them. "Your Uncle Henry and I need to have an important talk with you."
But when Mia and Ben turned to see the way they were smiling and holding hands, they looked at each other in surprise. Yet they understood exactly what was coming. Maybe not the details, but they instantly realized they weren't the first sibling lovers in the family. This helped soften the impact when Jane and Henry explained that Ben was, in fact, Henry's son. The younger man was surprised, but after everything else, he was actually pretty happy about it.
They were sitting around the patio table. Jane and Henry had taken off their clothes to join the younger couple in their nudity. It seemed to make the nature of the conversation flow more smoothly. And when his mother and father finished explaining the truth he'd never known, Ben looked at his own sister and took her hand. They looked at each other with so much love and longing, happy they didn't have to hide their true selves in their own home.
But Ben and Mia were both thinking the same thing. Their beautiful mother had given her own brother a baby. The younger brother and sister gazed at each other in a mutually silent "what if". Ben felt his bare, openly displayed cock tingle at the thought.
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It was a few days after the big blowout between Ken and Adrienne, the one that ended with Adrienne leaving for the other man they were arguing about in the first place, when their daughter came into her father's room and crawled into his bed. She was six at the time and her father realized she was finally understanding that her mother was completely gone from their lives. The usually sweet girl with long, chocolaty brown hair simply nestled herself under the blanket and curled up on her side with her back up against her dad.
"Daddy?" she asked on that very first night.
"Yes, honey?"
"Are you gonna go away too?"
Ken hugged his little girl snug. "No, princess. Never."
"Promise?"
"I promise."
"Hope to die?"
"Hope to die."
"Not even if you get mad like Mommy did all the time?"
"Not even if I get mad. Daddy will be right here forever. Pinky swear."
The pinky swear reassured Carly, and she finally relaxed and went to sleep. In the morning, when Ken woke up, Carly was already up and in her own room looking through her clothes for something to wear that day. Her father helped her pick out an outfit, got her bathed and dressed for the day, and later went off to work while Carly went to school.
She did the same thing the following night, without asking the same questions. And then the night after that and the night after that. Before Ken knew it, a year had passed and Carly was still snuggling into his bed where she slept peacefully, knowing what was left of their little family of two was intact.
That first year turned into a second before Ken realized he hadn't been on a date since his wife left, even though their divorce had been finalized for months already. He realized he'd been so focused on his daughter's well-being that he barely gave a thought to his own. That was the way it was supposed to be, he told himself. He was responsible for making sure his only daughter grew up feeling happy and safe.
When Ken realized he needed to start dating again, he didn't know how he was going to get around the logistics of bringing a woman home. Carly wasn't going to be happy about being displaced from her dad's bed just so he could play around with some woman she didn't even know. Then there was the way half of her things were now in his room. She was treating it like it was her room, too, and only used her own for getting dressed or undressed for her baths.
Ken decided the only way to deal with the situation was to go to the woman's house if he ever got that far with someone. But anytime he went out, Carly made life impossible for her babysitters. She became irritable and bratty, constantly asking when her daddy was coming back and not doing anything they said without putting up an argument. One babysitter after another quit, and every time it happened Carly would hold her head up in triumph. Ken finally resigned himself to the notion that dating wasn't going to be possible until Carly was older. Sooner or later she'd hit her teens and want her privacy back. But after the rejection by her mother, he wanted to let her decide that on her own terms.
But even when the girl finally hit her awkward, rebellious years, she continued crawling into her daddy's bed no matter what -- even after they'd had terrible fights. Or after Ken had been forced to discipline the girl after misbehaving. Sure, she spent a lot more time alone in her own room, but there was never a night that she slept there. There seemed to be an unspoken understanding between them that no matter what else may have happened during the day, Ken would always be there for his daughter to depend on. Bedtime was cuddle time. Safe time.
The only other inconvenience Carly's nighttime presence caused was that Ken had to get used to wearing underwear to bed during the warm part of the year. In the past, he'd always slept naked in warm weather, but with his daughter in bed that had to change. Boxer briefs also had the added benefit of concealing any untimely, dream-induced erections.
After Carly turned eighteen, she blossomed into a sweet, beautiful girl with long, silky hair that was medium brown and a ripe, shapely body that made her popular with the boys at school, not to mention everywhere else. There was a slight thickness to her legs and bust, most of which her father assumed came from her love of playing volleyball.
In her last couple months of high school, Carly started going on dates and also to parties with her friends. Ken had thought this would finally break the cycle, but it didn't. No matter where she went, and no matter with whom, she was always home by midnight and getting into her dad's bed for a night's sleep. There were a few times he smelled alcohol, but he only ever mentioned it the next day. Since it happened infrequently, and she never appeared to be more than a little tipsy, he decided it was a non-issue. And as far as bedtime was concerned, Ken steadfastly preserved that as a safe zone for Carly.
He didn't think twice about the fact that Carly continued sleeping in bed with him. It had become so routine that neither of them thought twice about it anymore. The only concession they agreed on was to keep their habit only to themselves, since most people would probably not understand it.
At the same time, Ken decided he really needed to think about dating again. She wasn't beautiful in a classic sense, but she was girl-next-door cute in the sweetest and most alluring way. She was now about five-six, and not too thick but not thin, either. She had a volleyball player's legs and ass, and pertly shaped C cup tits that quivered enticingly in her T shirts as she climbed into bed without a bra.
Being a typical guy, Ken woke up hard morning after morning. He knew it wasn't because of Carly. How could it be? She was his daughter, for fuck's sake. No, he'd simply been without a woman far too long. It had been worth it, though, when he thought of the way his only daughter was turning out. He was prouder of her than anything else in his life, and he loved her with every molecule of his being. But, he needed a sexual relationship, and with Carly now in her young adulthood it was time. He had a hard time imagining sleeping with anyone else, though, even if the lack of physical intimacy was so frustrating.
Carly turned eighteen toward the end of her senior year in high school. Ken realized she'd end up leaving for college before long, or else she'd want to strike out on her own and get her first apartment. He was going to have to make the adjustment sooner or later. He'd miss her terribly, but it meant he'd finally be able to think about having a normal relationship with a woman again. Yet he was apprehensive, too. He was so out of practice he didn't know if he even remembered how to have a simple conversation over dinner with a new woman anymore. But he couldn't let that stop him. He was just going to have to get back into practice and back in the game.
All of this was going through Ken's mind one night about a month before Carly's graduation. That was how he found himself lying awake in the wee hours of the morning with his daughter curled up beside him, her firm, young ass nestled against his hip. Then Carly stirred and sat up sleepily. She pouted as she realized she'd turned the wrong way in her sleep. She rolled over to face her father and snuggled up to him with her warm, round tits pressing up to his side. Her arm and leg went across his body while he snuck his arm around her and held her close.
This had been just their normal routine for years now, but Carly was an eighteen year old woman now with the luscious curves to prove it. He resisted thinking of her that way, but with her bare thigh lying across his cock it wasn't easy.
"Can't sleep, Daddy?" Carly said in a weary voice.
"Just doing some thinking, honey."
"M'kay."
A minute or two went by, but Carly wasn't falling back to sleep and neither was her father. "Is everything okay, Dad?"
"Sure, sweetie. I just have a few things on my mind."
"How come I don't believe you?"
"I guess you know the old man pretty well, huh, sweetie?"
"Pffff, Dad, you're not old. And yeah, I know you better than anybody."
Ken had to admit that was true. Not even the girl's mother ever knew him as well as she did. Not even close.
"So now that I'm awake you might as well tell me what's wrong," she added.
"Awww, honey, I was just thinking about how you'll be going away pretty soon."
"What? Who says I'm going anywhere?"
"You're graduating in just a few weeks. It's only logical you'll be getting ready to strike out on your own. Time to think about applying to college and getting away from home."
"Why would I wanna do something like that?"
"You're all grown up now, for one thing," he replied, painfully aware of her tits rubbing against him through her shirt as she shifted her weight. "And for another, don't you want to get out and be on your own?"
"I always figured I'd go to college nearby, Dad."
"Honey, with your grades you could go to any school you want."
"The local state campus is fine with me."
"Are you sure?"
"Of course I'm sure. Some of my friends are going there, and besides, if I went somewhere else I'd have to move."
"That's normal, Sweetie. I always assumed you'd want to get an apartment and start your own life."
"And where would you be?"
"I'd be here, of course. You'd always know right where to find me if you need me for anything."
"Geeze, Dad. Why would I ever wanna go somewhere else? I have everything I need right here."
Ken breathed a deep sigh. He couldn't help noticing the way his daughter's tits pillowed against him when his body filled with breath. He didn't want to notice, but Carly's orbs were just big enough to cause a distraction. They were somewhere in the range between a B and C cup size, and firm with a beautifully spherical shape. They certainly weren't the biggest pair of tits he'd ever seen, but they were hands down the nicest. He really needed to get out more, and it was definitely time to get his daughter to start thinking more about getting out on her own.
"You're eighteen now, Sweetie. Don't you want to start making a life for yourself?"
"I do have a life for myself. Besides, you'd miss me not being here with you. Don't even try to deny it."
Ken sighed again. Carly's boobs pillowed on his ribs again. "Of course I would," he admitted. "I'd miss you terribly. But ..."
That's when he tried to explain what he'd been thinking about earlier, about maybe trying to date again and encouraging Carly to be more available for someone who could give her a serious relationship.
"I don't wanna talk about this anymore," the girl said angrily. Then she rolled over in a huff and turned her back to her father in a rare move.
Ken decided not to push too far too soon. Obviously, it was going to take more time to get Carly used to the idea. He felt bad about upsetting her, but it was a truth they both needed to face sooner or later. It was a long time before he was able to fall back to sleep, and he knew Carly lay awake for a long time, too.
When Ken woke up earlier than usual, Carly was curled up facing him again in her usual position. His perpetual morning erection was throbbing and rock hard, even more than normal. He gasped at the realization that his daughter's hand was resting his briefs with her fingers around his pulsating cock shaft. A quick look at her face confirmed she was still sound asleep and had no idea she was touching her own father's swollen prick.
The worst thing Ken could ever admit to himself was that Carly's hand on his cock felt like paradise, even if she was only touching him through the fabric of his briefs. It had been far too long since anyone but himself had touched his cock, but even aside from that, knowing it was his pretty daughter's hand on his bulge felt special. It was completely out of order, but nothing had felt so selflessly loving or just plain arousing. The second part was what was so disturbing to Ken. There was no other hand that ever made his cock throb the way Carly's did, and being asleep she didn't even know what she was doing. Maybe it was her being asleep that made it feel so deliciously intimate, being selfless and casual -- even natural.
Ken lay there as long as he could, just savoring Carly's soft, warm hand upon his shaft. But the longer he waited, the more there was a chance she could wake up and find herself completely disgusted by where her hand wandered in her sleep. Even worse, Ken knew the longer he indulged the feeling the more chance there was that he would cum. She wasn't even rubbing him, but the mere shock of his daughter's unconsciously intimate touch was setting every nerve in his body on edge.
He knew he had to get Carly's hand off his cock, as much as he could've lain there all day like that. He carefully reached down and gently moved her hand onto her leg, which was stretched across his legs. After that, he quietly moved out from under her thigh and got out of bed.
With a raging erection tenting his underwear, Ken went into the bathroom and turned on the shower. His mind was spinning around in circles. On one hand, there was the conversation they had just a few hours ago in the dark of night. Ken's logic said he needed to keep working on getting Carly to see the practical side of things, that a father and daughter couldn't keep putting the rest of their lives on hold just for the warm comfort of chastely sharing a bed every night. Yet there was nothing chaste about the way she'd had her hand on top of his achingly hard pole, whether she knew what she was doing or not.
Ken pushed off his briefs and got into the shower. He immediately reached for the soap and proceeded to lather up his swollen rod, stroking his sorely neglected man flesh as he thought of his daughter's hand feeling the shape of Daddy's love through his briefs. But a hard, swollen cock isn't what a daddy's love is supposed to feel like. A daughter was never meant to touch him that way. Maybe allowing her to cuddle night after night had been a huge mistake. Yet now, as his hand began pumping faster and faster along the slippery shaft of his long, thick cock, he couldn't imagine anything feeling better.
Pumping steadily and hard, Ken mentally admitted he never took another woman into his bed because Carly was the one he needed to feel lying beside him. He loved the girl the way he'd never loved anyone else, and he hated the thought of her ever slipping her warm body into bed next to anyone but him.
But that had to be his cock affecting his cloudy mind. He certainly had to be biased as her father, but he had yet to meet a woman he thought was even close to being as pretty as Carly. Or as sweet. And then there was the feel of her firm tits pushing against him while her hand lay over his bulging cock. His own fist pumped more and more wildly while he imagined her dainty hand pushing into his briefs and taking hold of his fat rod without any cloth in between.
He could only imagine how it would've felt to have her stroking his shank the way he was stroking it now, pumping him toward an explosive burst of paternal seed. His eyes closed while he threw back his head and allowed the blast of hot pleasure to rip through his body. He came hard and long, finally letting go of his cock.
With the water running, most of Ken's cum rinsed down his body and down the drain, but there were still large globs of milky cream running down the glass wall of the enclosure. He was surprised by the amount of juice that came out of him while imaging things about his daughter no father ever should.
Ken finished washing himself as well as the glass wall and shut off the water, all evidence of his forbidden indiscretion washed down the drain. As long as Carly never knew it would be alright. He'd just have to do a better job of controlling himself and make sure her hand didn't keep drifting where it shouldn't in her sleep. Meanwhile, it only gave him that much more reason to convince her they needed to prepare themselves to move on to a more traditional way of doing things. Carly was a bright, reasonable girl. It might take a few more talks to help her get used to the idea of change, but it was the best thing for both of them.
Ken managed to put the incident aside as a fluke, and the next couple of days went by without anything unusual happening. He thought he might've noticed Carly wearing more revealing outfits, but she'd always dressed without much concern over showing her cleavage of ass, so her father didn't think anything of it other than to privately enjoy the view of a girl he'd always admired.
A couple of nights later, though, he had another talk with Carly about going somewhere else for college. They were lying in bed just before going to sleep. The topic didn't go over any better than the last time Ken brought it up.
"Are you trying to get rid of me just so you can bring women home?" she asked in exasperation. "They have motels for that, you know."
"Sweetie, I'd never try to get rid of you, ever. But how do you ever expect to have a normal relationship with a guy if you're still living with your father, and ... well, ummm, sleeping in the same bed every night. It's not exactly the way things are usually done."
"Oh, and that bothers you all of a sudden? I thought everything was okay, Dad. We've always had each other. I thought that was all we needed."
"You're the most important thing in the world to me, Honey. And of course it doesn't bother me, but don't you ever think about wanting more?"
"No," she said icily. "Maybe you do, but I don't." Then she rolled over and turned her back to him, cutting off the conversation the same way she had a couple nights before.
Ken realized this was going to be harder than he thought. Deep down, though, he didn't want to think about any other body in bed beside him that wasn't his daughter. But the irony of it was that was exactly why they both needed to break out of this years' long habit, especially after the way Ken had felt with his little girl's hand on his cock while she slept. It could only mean disaster. What if Carly had woken up and realized what she'd been doing? It could mar her psyche for years to come.
Understandably, it took Ken a long time to fall asleep again. Like before, it was a fitful sleep and he found himself awake again sometime in the middle of the night. Once again, he was awakened by the ache of a hard cock. But tonight, he discovered Carly's hand was inside his briefs and curled around his swollen, overheated shaft.
"Fuck," he groaned softly, checking to see if Carly was conscious of what she was doing. Her placid face revealed that she was asleep and had no idea she was gripping her father's man flesh. Her hold was a bit loose since her entire body was slack as she rested, but some weirdly sexual dream must've been what caused her to actually reach inside his underwear and take hold of his cock.
As arousing as it had been a couple nights ago when she was only touching him through the fabric, having her hold his pulsing flesh was in a whole other league. It didn't matter that her grip was slack. Just the fact that this was his daughter's hand warming his rock hard flesh was enough to make his pulse beat like a drum. He should've pulled the girl's hand away immediately, but he didn't. He just lay there and sighed deeply, savoring the feel of this young girl's hand curled around his love muscle.
Ken lay there much longer than he should have. The longer he indulged himself the greater the risk of Carly waking up horrified to find herself with her hand on her father's cock. That was the last thing he wanted, yet it was hard not to wonder if she knew what she was doing somewhere deep in her unconscious mind. Maybe her dreams were revealing an inner need for sexual intimacy she couldn't express any other way and she was just reaching for the most conveniently located cock.



Unable to control his baser instincts, Ken gave a very slight rock to his hips, aching to feel that beautiful girl's hand slide along his needful shaft. But she was completely slack and her hand merely moved along with his cock. Her father sighed in frustration, also feeling a deep shame for his pent up desire. It was only a few seconds later that Carly began to mumble in her sleep. At the same time, she tightened her grip on her father's cock and even stroked his shaft several times before mumbling again. Then she fell silent and her hand went slack again but stayed in place on his rigid flesh.
"Fffffuck," Ken whispered. His cock was throbbing even harder, and the precum now oozing steadily from the head was getting all over his briefs as well as his baby girl's fingers. Those few, illicit strokes had brought him so close to the edge. A few more and his briefs would've been soaked with cum, not to mention his daughter's hand.
He barely stopped to notice that Carly's grazing strokes had felt experienced. Her touch had been sure and sensuous, unconsciously deft at bringing a rush of pleasure to a man's throbbing need. Ken could tell his little girl had touched aroused cocks before. He hated the very idea, yet it also made his man flesh ache and throb with ravenous need. Then again, it was painfully obvious how his little girl had become a beautiful, sensuous woman. Her innate need for physical love was perfectly natural. It simply wasn't realistic to expect his sweet baby to remain an inexperienced virgin. She wasn't a porcelain doll to be kept on a shelf and admired from a distance. She was a ripe, sexual woman with a woman's natural needs for love, pleasure and passion.
Ken had to stop thinking about it. He forced himself to do what was right by pulling the sheet aside and gently pulling his daughter's hand off of his cock and out of his briefs. If he didn't, he knew he'd only end up putting his hand over hers and guiding her strokes until he found his release. Sure, it would've been the most exquisite pleasure, but the shame of his actions would plague him forever.
Once he moved his daughter's hand safely onto her own hip, Ken rolled to his side and faced Carly who was already lying on her side.
"I love you, baby," he whispered as softly as he could. Then he kissed her ever so lightly on her lips. He held his lips to hers for a few seconds and backed away, intending to slip out of bed and take his erection into the bathroom where he could safely relieve his hard stress.
"Mmmm, Daddy," Carly mewled as she snuggled up closer to her dad's bigger, broader body. Her braless tits pushed against his bare chest through the threadbare T shirt she'd been sleeping in for years. At the same time, her panty covered pussy pressed up against the bulge throbbing in his briefs.
Ken should've pushed her away, but he checked to see that she was still unconscious. His cock was jutting upward and the top end was sticking up above the waist of his briefs. As hard as he fought against it, his body's needs were just too strong. The man's cock pulsed violently at the excitement of his baby girl's warm pussy rubbing into his shaft. He stopped breathing as spurts of cum burst from his dome and spewed onto his belly as well as the bottom edge of Carly's T shirt.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he moaned under his breath as the need to cum erased any sense of right and wrong he ever had. He willed his body to remain as still as possible, but that only seemed to make his eruption more intense as he spurted more cum than he could remember ever spurting before.
"Baby, I'm so sorry," he whispered, realizing she was still completely out of it. He gave her lips another light kiss and quietly slipped out of bed.
It was four in the morning. Too early to get up yet too late to get back to sleep, especially after what just happened. Ken slipped into the bathroom and took a shower to wash away the evidence of his fatherly shame. Back in the bedroom, he slipped on a fresh pair of boxer briefs while Carly continued sleeping peacefully. He took a moment to watch her sleep. The thought of not seeing her there in his bed just felt wrong, yet he knew that day would have to come and it wouldn't be too far off in the future.
He went downstairs, still only wearing his briefs, and turned on the TV as he took a seat on the couch. He flipped channels mindlessly, barely aware of the shows and movies that were on. Leaning back, he just kept flipping until he finally lost consciousness.
Bright morning light was streaming into the living room when Ken woke up to the smell of coffee. He opened his eyes to find Carly sitting next to him, holding a mug in each hand and looking at him with a frown on her face. She extended a mug toward him and he took it. She was still wearing the T shirt she'd slept in, but when she leaned back and draped her leg over his he could see she wasn't wearing panties now. Her smoothly shaven pussy was carelessly exposed and she didn't seem to care. It wasn't unusual for her to sit with him that way, but she'd always had panties on.
He tried not to look, but he did anyway. Her tender slit looked dainty and tight. He tore his eyes away and brought his attention to her face. She was still frowning and seemed totally unconcerned by his brief gaze on her exposed pussy.
"Why did you come down here? I woke up alone and it felt really weird. I was worried something was wrong," she said.
The way she was leaning back forced her pussy into the foreground. Ken had a hard time concentrating on anything else.
"I had a hard time sleeping," he told her, avoiding the reason why. "I didn't mean to worry you, Sweetie."
Carly looked at him skeptically. "Are you sure it didn't have anything to do with all that stuff you've been talking about with me going away? 'Cuz if you're trying to get me to see what it's like waking up alone I can tell you I don't like it. I don't like it at all!"
He couldn't tell her the truth, but he didn't want her to think what she just said, either, even if it wasn't a bad idea ... logically speaking. He was still trying to think of a good response when Carly kept going.
"Because you know what it felt like to wake up alone? It was like that time Mom walked out on us, that's what. I know you remember what a shitty feeling that was."
"Honey, I'm sorry. That's not what I was trying to do, I promise." He put his hand on her bare thigh, but he very nearly yanked it back when he realized he was touching her leg just inches away from her carelessly exposed pussy. If she'd been wearing panties, this gesture wouldn't be at all out of the ordinary. But he forced himself to keep his hand on her warm thigh to keep her from thinking he was so painfully aware of her boldly displayed slit.
"I really just had trouble sleeping," he went on. "Besides," he looked at her and gave her an adoring smile. "I barely remember what it felt like when your mother walked out. I mean I do remember it felt shitty, but I've had you ever since. I've never felt alone. And knowing just where you are every night, close and safe, knowing you're okay, means more to me than you'll ever know."
Carly was thoughtful a few moments. "Then why do you wanna make me go away?" she said sadly.
"Oh, that's the last thing I want. I just want you to feel like you can get out and do more, meet someone special if that's what you want."
"I thought I had someone special."
"Oh, Honey, you'll always have me, I promise."
"Not if I go away. I'd be all alone and I'd hate that."
"But you'd be free to meet someone."
"I told you, Daddy, I already have someone!"
"You know what I mean."
"You're just trying to boot me out of the bedroom so you can bring home some slut who doesn't know you like I do."
Ken took a deep sigh. Carly didn't want to budge. She was right, but he didn't want to put it that way. And he sure couldn't afford to keep waking up to find his own daughter reaching for his cock in her sleep. Obviously, she had a woman's needs now, and sleeping in her father's bed wasn't the way to satisfy them. Yet he kept glancing toward her naked pussy and his cock was in danger of swelling up in his briefs. Letting her go on sleeping with him now that she was a grown, sensual woman could only end in disaster.
"That's not it at all," he told her. "Wouldn't you like to see me have a relationship again after all this time?"
"No!"
On that, Carly got up and stormed back upstairs. Ken was frustrated but relieved. The conversation wasn't going well, along with the fact that he kept wondering how smooth and warm her pussy would've felt if he'd just moved his hand a few inches. As casual as she'd been about it, she had to have been aware of the way she exposed her pussy. She'd always worn panties before. Why not this morning? Why would she take them off before coming downstairs? Ken had to wonder if she'd really been asleep last night when she had her hand inside his briefs.
He heard the shower turning on upstairs and knew she wouldn't be back down for at least another twenty minutes. Setting his concerns aside, Ken fondled his cock through his briefs and thought of his daughter's perfect looking pussy. Having been close to getting hard before she left, his aching meat was quick to grow. His substantial shaft was now straining against the cloth of his briefs and he pulled the waistband down to release his pole. Without moving off the couch, he took hold of his engorged cock and started stroking it.
It felt careless to be stroking his exposed cock on the living room couch while his daughter was just upstairs taking a shower. But after waking up with her hand on his cock and then fighting to have a serious conversation while her pussy was exposed he couldn't help himself. His organ was painfully swollen and he couldn't keep those images of his daughter out of his mind. Visions of her smooth, perfectly hairless slit danced through his mind while his fist jacked furiously along his shaft.
Ken was so worked up it didn't take long before he was on the edge of the orgasm he wasn't sure he should be having. But he was past the point of caring. With a guttural moan, he suddenly spurt a frothy geyser of cum from his cock. Through his pumping fist, jets of spunk flew from his rod and spattered the front of the T shirt he was still wearing. His churning balls produced more cum than any time in recent memory and left him sitting on the couch with cum soaking his shirt and hand.
Once he gathered his wits again, Ken pulled his boxer briefs back up and took off his shirt. He wiped his hand on the back, which was the only part that was still dry. Then tossed the shirt into the hamper in the laundry room and went back for his coffee, which he took into the kitchen. He got some fruit, bacon and eggs out of the refrigerator and started making breakfast for two. Carly came back just before he was ready to set the plates on the table.
"What happened to your shirt?" she asked, standing in the doorway and looking intently at his bare chest and shoulders.
"Oh, I, uhh, spilled coffee on it."
It was a lame excuse, but at least it sounded plausible. He noticed Carly taking in the mostly naked sight of his body, and then he noticed how she was dressed. She was wearing a pair of tight, denim cut-offs that were so short he could only imagine what they looked like from the back. Her top was a loose, cropped T shirt that came barely two inches past her tits, which he could easily see were unfettered by a bra.
"I hope it didn't burn," she said, jarring him from his daze.
"What?"
"The coffee. I hope it didn't burn you when you spilled it on your shirt."
"Oh, uhhhh, no."
He tore his eyes away from her and set the plates on the table. She sat across from him and they ate in silence for a couple of minutes.
"Are you going out today?" he finally asked.
"Maybe later. Why?"
"Just curious." He didn't want to tell her how much he hated the idea of her going out dressed the way she was. He'd never had to do that before, and now that she was eighteen he couldn't very well tell a legal adult how they should dress. She was looking back at him with a knowing smirk.
"Don't worry, Dad. I'll change if I do go out. I know you don't want your little girl going out dressed like a slut."
Ken nearly choked on his eggs. She'd never used language like that around him before.
"I didn't say that," he retorted.
"But you were thinking it, weren't you?"
"Absolutely not. I'd never think that about you."
"I guess you couldn't since you know the only guy I've ever slept with is you."
Carly's remark left her father speechless. He might've been able to reply if he wasn't already feeling guilty about enjoying her hand on his cock, the sight of her bald pussy, and then jerking off to her. She giggled as he stared at her without speaking.
"I'm just messing with you, Dad. You know perfectly well I only want to sleep with you."
On that, she stood up and slowly walked out of the room. From behind, her shorts were riding above the bottom crease of her ass cheeks. They made her ass and thighs look even thicker and shapelier, and the faded blue contrasted beautifully with her creamy tan. The sight was breathtaking, and Ken couldn't move from his seat as his cock began to prickle with sensation all over again.
Carly spent the next couple of hours in her old bedroom, which she now used only for keeping the overflow of her clothes and also for doing her homework or when she wanted privacy to talk or text her friends. Ken stayed downstairs and busied himself in the house and yard. He should've done some work for his online business, but he couldn't think straight. He felt guilty for the way he'd been thinking about his daughter. If she stayed at home and kept sleeping in his bed, he didn't know how he could ever keep control over his manly urges.
Yet he also felt bad about making her feel like she was being thrown out. That was the last thing he wanted. Then there was the way she'd been teasing him this morning, hinting around at something more happening between them. And thinking about the way she looked in her tiny shorts and crop top, he couldn't imagine letting anyone else lay their hands on his precious girl. He was her dad. Didn't she automatically belong to him?
You're not thinking right, he admonished himself, but he finally decided to go along with her wish to go to a nearby college and keep living at home. He was sure that once she started school and started making new friends and meeting college guys that she'd decide to get a place of her own. Plenty of the campus coeds got together to share apartments. In the meantime, he would just have to redouble his efforts to resist his daughter's smoldering appeal. Maybe once he told her he didn't want to pressure her to go anywhere else she'd ease up on teasing him.
Later, after changing into a summer dress that was much less revealing than her shorts and crop top, Carly went out to hang out with a couple of her friends. Ken stayed home, had dinner by himself and then binged on a few episodes of a series he'd been watching. He went upstairs a little before midnight and took a shower. After, as he was getting ready for bed, he put on his usual boxer briefs but decided not to wear a T shirt the way he usually did. He liked the way Carly had looked at him that morning. It was probably a dumb idea, but he couldn't help enjoying an admiring look from a hot, younger girl even if she was his daughter.
But that's as far as it would ever go. If things went the way he expected, Carly would be moving out within a few months. Their lives would be more like other fathers and daughters. He could finally get him mind straight and start seeing some women and get some long overdue stress relief.
Lying down in bed, Ken was starting to feel better. He fell asleep quickly for the first time in almost a week. It wasn't long, though, before he woke up when Carly got into bed with him as usual.
"Sorry, didn't mean to wake you up, Dad," she said as she snuggled against him.
"It's okay, Honey. I'm actually glad you did. I was hoping we could talk." When he realized she was completely naked he started to wish he hadn't woken up. She was making everything seem impossible.
"Are you gonna try and make me go away again?"
"No, baby. That's what I wanted to tell you. I'd never 'make' you go away, I hope you know that. And I'll stop trying to convince you to move out for school. I only want what's best for you, and let you know you have choices in your life."
"I know you wouldn't 'make' me go, Dad. I just thought you wanted to get rid of me just so you could start having sex again."
He wished she hadn't brought that part up, but it was pretty unavoidable since it was the one thing that was missing in their current situation. The other problem was that it made him think about her pussy again, and the feeling of her hand curled around his aroused cock. Against all better judgement, Ken's meat began stirring with heat.
"You're going to need that, too," he told her. "Eventually. Sooner or later you'll want to be available when you meet the right guy. Not that a father ever wants to think that about his little girl."
"Uhh, Dad ... I'm not a virgin anymore, just in case you were thinking I was. And besides, I know you've already been thinking naughty things about your little girl."
"Carly ..." he started to say without a clue as to how he could talk his way out of it. "But this morning you said you never slept with anyone else."
"And I meant it. I never 'slept' with any of them. Only with you. You know I always come home to you, Daddy."
Ken was disappointed but also even more aroused, but he didn't want her know either one. "Sweetie, I can't believe you would think I have naughty ideas about you. I'm your father."
"Shhhh, Daddy, it's okay. It makes me happy you think of me like that. Do you really think I'd flash you my pussy this morning if I didn't want you to look? And, ummm, I was awake last night when I had my hand in your briefs. I also noticed you weren't in any hurry to take it away."
"I'm sorry, Sweetie, but it felt so good. It was very wrong, though. And I shouldn't have been looking at you the way I did this morning. That was all very wrong."
Carly heaved an exasperated sigh and sat up in bed, pushed the sheet off her body. She sat up on her haunches beside her father and revealed her beautifully naked body. Her knees were parted wide enough to reveal her hairless slit while the perky handfuls of her shapely tits stood out with prominent nipple erections. She cupped her tits in her hands and massaged them.
"Look at me, Dad," she pleaded. "Can you seriously say you don't want me?"
"God, baby, you're so beautiful," Ken told her. His cock was swelling more rapidly now, growing big enough to stretch out the front of his boxer briefs. "And yes, I want you more than anything. The point is that I can't have you."
"Yes, you can, Dad. I don't want some college boy. I need a man. In fact, I need the only man who's loved and kept me safe all my life."
Carly kept fondling her tits with her left hand while she extended the right to feel her father's enormous bulge through his briefs. She let her fingers glide over the whole length of his pole, making him groan softly.
"Mmmm," she purred. "Did anyone else ever make you as hard as your little girl does, Daddy?"
"No, baby," he replied sincerely.
"Not even Mom?" she asked with a triumphant giggle.
"Not even close."
They didn't talk for the next couple of minutes while Carly explored the feel of her dad's rigid prick through his briefs. Her touch was electrifying and he was powerless to stop her. He felt like his mind was in a blender. He didn't even know where to look, watching her fingers explore the shape and feel of his cock, then watching her hand explore her beautifully exposed tits with their swollen nipples. And then he would try to keep his eyes on hers and saw the eager sparkle in them.



"You'd miss me if we weren't together, wouldn't you, Dad? Just admit it. I'd miss you so bad I don't think I could take it."
"You're right, baby, I'd miss you horribly. It's ... it's just ..."
"Just what, Daddy? Just that we love each other more than anyone else? Just that you have this hard dick that's perfect for your little girl? And you have a little girl who wants it so much?" Then her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. "Daddy's got a biiiig cock for his little girl."
Carly then reached for her father's briefs with both hands and started to pull down on them. He lifted his ass so she could get them down and pull them all the way off. She scooted closer to him, so the sides of their legs were touching while she brought her hands back to the man's fully swollen, fully exposed cock. He couldn't help sighing with pleasure as his baby girl explored his throbbing shaft and balls.
"I love your cock, Dad," she said, barely above a whisper. "It's so nice. So hot and hard. I love that you shave everything so smooth. I could tell you shave when I felt you last night," she admitted with a coy giggle.
"Sneaky girl," her father said. He meant it to sound funny, but the groan in his voice damped the humor he intended. Carly giggled anyway.
They fell silent for the next couple of minutes while Carly's hands explored her father's cock and balls. Her fingers trailed over his steely shaft and traced around the shape of his rounded head. Then she would grip his unyielding girth, squeezing and stroking his length while the other hand lovingly caressed his smooth balls.
"This is so bad," Ken finally moaned, his attention being divided between the sensuous motion of his daughter's hands and her sweetly exposed tits. The girl's orbs would fill his hands but not much more, yet the mere shape of them was total perfection. They were somewhere between spherical and teardrops, with blatantly jutting nipples that looked delicious as any candy.
"I'd say your dick thinks it's good," the precious cutie snickered. Then she leveled an intense gaze at her dad. "Am I a bad girl, Daddy? Am I bad for liking this so much?"
"No, baby. It's perfectly natural. I'm being a bad father for letting you do this, though." Yet he still didn't move to make her stop. Precum was starting to seep heavily out of his piss slit, and Carly let her fingers play in the goo, smearing it all over her hand as well as his cock.
"I love your goo, Dad," she said breathily. "It makes everything slip and slide. Mmmmm, it's so nice. Does it make you feel better when I stroke you like this?"
Carly curled her hand around her father's goo-lathered rod and pumped his length, tight but slow.
"Ohh, baby, yes," he moaned. "Fuuuuck, it feels so good."
"I've touched other cocks before, Dad. Just a few. But they were only for practice until I got to touch yours. Yours is so much nicer than those others."
"That's naughty, little girl," he groaned.
"I just wanted to be good for you, Daddy," she told him. "Because I don't want you letting any other ladies do this for you. Just me. I'm your little girl and I love you. It's only right I get to be the one to make you feel good."
"Ohhhh, Carly, it feels so good, but this is so wrong." He touched her leg and began stroking her thigh while she continued her loving exploration of his cock.
Ken finally admitted to himself that they'd already crossed a line they'd never come back from. It didn't matter that he wasn't inside her, but Carly now already had intimate knowledge of her father's cock. She could never unsee what she'd already seen, and neither of them would ever forget the smoldering sensations they were now feeling together. As wrong as it was, he couldn't imagine being this close to any other woman. No matter who ever touched his cock from now on, they wouldn't be Carly. They wouldn't be his sweet, pretty, precious little girl who wasn't really a little girl anymore.
Carly's question about her mother also revealed how she was still angry with her, even though they barely had any contact with each other. Her mother had gotten remarried twice after leaving them, and Carly didn't go to either wedding. Her mother had asked adamantly, but Ken insisted they shouldn't make her go if she didn't want to. It was his ex's own fault for damaging their relationship the way she had. And now, with only her hands exploring his throbbing cock, Ken felt closer and more in love with his daughter than he ever had with her mom.
Something came over him. A total acceptance of his daughter's justifications for the expressly forbidden act they were already committing. He sat up and scooted up close to her, scissoring their legs so they were sitting upright, facing each other with his cock and balls snugly rubbing against her pussy and lower abs. Her skin felt like it was on fire. Or was it him?
Ken touched his daughter's face, brushing her long hair back with the other hand. He looked deeply into her adoring eyes and told her she was more beautiful than her mother ever dreamed of being.
"You never have to compare yourself with her," he said. "You're so much more beautiful. You're ... ugh, so much sexier. And so much sweeter, too. And I'm sure I don't need to tell you how much more loyal you are."
Carly smiled. She even blushed despite having her hand back on her father's rigid cock.
"Daddy, you're talking like you're my lover."
Ken couldn't help smiling at his insanely pretty little girl. "That's what you'd like me to be for you, isn't it, Sweetie?" He kept one hand on the side of her face and brought the other down lower. He cupped one of her tits and fondled the firm, warm flesh, making her gasp softly. Kneading her tit and playing with her nipple, his hand moved to the other one and gave her the same stimulation on both sides.
"Mmmmm," she cooed as her father explored her precious tits. "At first, Dad, but not for always. I just wanna be lovers for a while and then be husband and wife. I'd be a much better wife than Mom ever was. You know that, right?"
Ken was slightly stunned, but he was intoxicated by his baby girl's pretty face and smooth skin. He knew he would never get enough of feeling those firm, young tits or the way her hand adoringly caressed the length of his aching cock.
"I know you would, baby. You'll be the best wife a man could have. Besides, we already live like a man and wife. We cook and clean for each other. Share a bathroom. We even sleep together every night." There was light, teasing quality in his tone.
"Yeah, Dad, but a wife should be able to get her husband's dick up her pussy whenever she wants," Carly pouted.
By now, Ken was dying to know what it felt like to be inside his daughter's wet pussy, but there was something else he was just as curious to know.
"You know you can tell me anything, right, Sweetie?" he started carefully.
"Of course, Daddy." The steady motion of her hand up and down his rock hard prick was making it hard to keep his thoughts in order.
"Those boys you said you practiced with? Did you kiss them like a wife kisses her husband?"
"Oh god, no! They wanted to, but I wouldn't let them kiss me. I was saving that for you. I already told you, Dad, they were only for practice."
"Hmmm, so what kinds of things did you practice doing, my little wifey?"
Carly giggled. "Just fun things everybody else does," she said cryptically.
"Hmmm, that's a pretty evasive answer, Honey."
Ken laid his daughter down on her back and sidled up beside her, pressing his overheated cock against her hip. He leaned up on one elbow to look down at her while he slipped his other hand between her legs and began stroking the lips of her wet pussy. She felt hot and velvety, and her juices were smearing everywhere right from the first touch. Ken loved the way she whimpered girlishly and looked at him with wide open eyes.
"Did they touch your hot little slit like this, baby?" he asked, teasing her swollen clit with a fingertip.
Carly cooed and moaned, barely able to reply as she felt her father's finger explore her sodden snatch for the first time. But Ken's cock was throbbing with his curiosity to know what his little girl had done 'for practice' leading up to this life-changing encounter.
"Y-y-yes, Daddy. All my friends were getting their pussies fingered. I wanted to feel that too."
"It's okay, baby girl. It's perfectly natural. But how could you go this far and not let them kiss you?"
"Oh, they wanted to, but I never ever let them kiss me. I said if they wanted to kiss me then they could just kiss my pussy."
Ken couldn't suppress a brief chuckle. "And did they kiss that pretty pussy for you, baby?"
Carly whimpered. "Do I have to say?"
"Yes, young lady. You can tell Daddy anything remember?"
"A couple of them said that was gross and they wouldn't do it."
"Hmmm, but they still wanted to put their cocks in your mouth, though, didn't they?"
"Yes, but it wasn't fair so I didn't let them."
"Good girl. Daddy's really proud of you."
"Mmmmmm."
Ken slipped a finger into the girl's creamy hole, making her whimpers louder and deeper.
"But then some of them kissed your snatch and put their tongues right up inside you, right Sweetie?"
"Ohhhh, ahhhhhh, yes, Daddy!"
"You liked it when they did that, didn't you?"
"Ohhhhh, yessssssss."
Ken slipped another finger into his girl along with the first. He kept his finger pumps slow and steady, though, because he wasn't finished making her admit to whatever else she'd done. 'For practice'.
"What else did my little wifey let those dirty boys do, baby?" he insisted on knowing.
"Ohhh, Daaaaaaad, it's embarrassing."
Ken leaned over and kissed her. He loved knowing she hadn't let her boyfriends kiss her mouth. It felt that much more special as they kissed heatedly and opened their mouths to let their tongues play and explore. Father and daughter both leaned hard into their intense kiss, breathing into each other's mouth as Ken kept on stroking his fingers in and out of Carly's velveteen pussy. He mashed his thumb onto her clit and curled his fingers upward into her G spot.
Carly gasped and moaned so hard she couldn't maintain their kiss. It made her father smile as he watched her shiver with pleasure, knowing none of her playmates had ever reached her sweet spot before. Ken leaned down and started sucking his baby girl's closest nipple, sending her even closer to an explosive climax. But just as she was on the verge of reaching her peak, he pulled his mouth away from her nipple and pulled his fingers back until just the tips were plugging the opening to Carly's hole.
"Daddy!" she whined breathlessly. "You're teasing me! That's not nice!"
"I'm not teasing you, baby, I promise. I'm just making you wait a little bit until you answer Daddy's question."
Carly whimpered in frustration. "Push your cock in me and I'll tell you anything," she mewled.
Ken felt his pulse rise even higher. Could he really push his excited prick into his own daughter's pussy? It wouldn't be the same as just putting his fingers in her. Neither of them would ever be the same.
Ken positioned himself between the girl's open thighs and held the tip of his throbbing cock to her slick folds. Carly whimpered at the contact.
"Do it, Daddy. Make me all yours," she whispered reverently.
Ken was aching to plunge the full length of his rod into his daughter's love nest. She felt hot and silky. Like velvet saturated with warm oil. He knew there was no way to resist her much longer, but she didn't have to know that.
"All mine, baby? Does that mean you won't be doing any more practicing with boys?"
"Yes, Daddy, anything. I only wanted them for what I could learn to be good for you. I just want you."
Ken realized he would doing much more than simply fucking his pretty daughter's hot pussy. The simple entry of his cock into her snatch was going to be an emotional contract the father and daughter would cling to for years to come. As he looked at her luscious young body, at the adoring look on her pretty face, he knew there was no other woman who'd ever see him the same way. He also knew he could never love and desire a woman as much as he did his sweet baby girl. He pushed the head of his cock into her snug opening, barely teasing her with the very tip.
Carly looked at her father with wide eyes. He pushed his cock inside her a little deeper and she gasped softly. Her sweet face was ablaze with daughterly lust, which only made her father need her even more. He couldn't keep from looking down at the joining of their bodies, the tip of his swollen beef now just plugging into her dripping slit. As he looked back and forth from her pussy to her face, she knew full well what he was doing and how amazed he was by the sight of his cock beginning its journey into the one place it should never go.
Yet at the same time, as Ken pushed his cock another inch into his daughter's snug hole, he also realized she belonged to him in the same way he belonged to her. The rules were all wrong, he thought as he pushed his cock even deeper, savoring the whimpery moans of his baby girl as her body willingly accepted his solid man flesh into her soft, girly core. He was dying to just shove his rod hard and deep into this amazing girl's amazing cunt, but he wanted them both to remember the moment and savor it. So Ken sank his pole ever so slowly into his daughter's tight hole until he was finally embedded in her to the hilt of his cock.
"Daddy's all the way inside you now, baby. Is this what you really wanted?"
"Yes, Dad. I've always wanted this. This means I'm yours now. Only yours. No boys, no anybody. Just Daddy and his baby girl who loves him so much."
"I love you too, angel," he said as he began drawing his cock backward. He pulled back almost to the tip again and then pushed back in, still going slowly but reentering her in one thrust. Then began a slow, steady rock back and forth as he gently slipped his throbbing meat in and out of his baby girl's hole.
"Ohhhh, Daaaaaaddy, it feels so good," Carly moaned as she started to rock her own hips into the see-saw motion of her father's cock. "Oh fuck, I love your cock!"
Ken started to thrust a little a faster, giving his daughter the longest strokes he could without popping out of her on the back end. By now he didn't care about making her answer his questions. Maybe he'd bring it up another time, but it didn't matter. It had just been a game of teasing, and now the games between the father and daughter were over. They joined as one, moving and rocking together as his overheated prick squelched in and out of her sodden girl hole.
Ken knew she meant what she'd said before, that those other boys had just been for practice. The adoring look in her eyes as they fucked for the first time was enough to tell him she was bonding to him for life. He hoped she could see the same look in his eyes as he began pumping her slit with increasing force. The girl's sheath was slick and juicy, yet so tight, squeezing his fat, throbbing shaft like no other pussy before hers.
Leaning down, Ken squished the girl's tits under his bare chest as he kissed her. Carly mewled weakly into her father's mouth, but the agile swirling of her tongue against his was anything but weak. She was kissing him back with as much hunger and force as he was giving her. They kissed hotly for a long time while Ken steadily thrust his imposing cock into her slippery slash.
The kiss finally broke when Carly started gasping heavily.
"Daddy, ohhhh fuck, your cock feels so good. I'm. Oh, fuck. Gonna cum!"
Ken strained to control his throbbing while he felt his daughter's hot pussy ripple and squeeze his pumping meat. Gnashing his teeth in an effort to hold off, he gave his baby girl strong thrusts as her climax started to crest.
"Dad! Fuck! You're making me cum!" she cried.
Under his thrusting form, Carly's body started to shiver and then go stiff as the waves of pleasure ripped through her. Ken pumped his cock harder and faster, and when his daughter's second orgasm overtook her, he couldn't hold out against the tight, undulating grip of her smoldering pussy.
"Baby!" he growled. "Daddy's gonna cum!"
"OHHHHHH, Daddy, fuck! Shoot it inside me! Squirt that pussy full!" the glorious girl shrieked excitedly.
Ken lost it completely. His daughter's hot excitement to feel him fill her young pussy with dad cum made him explode before her second climax had ended. Forceful jets of spunk fired out of his cock, spurting deep into the teenager's gripping sheath. After being pent up for far too long, Ken felt like cum was pouring out of his cock in an unending flow. His daughter's eyes flew open wide as she watched her his face transform into an expression of pure ecstasy. Ken came until he was breathless and dazed, finding his baby girl in the same condition.
When they locked eyes in their post-orgasmic bliss, they smiled at each other and both giggled.
"Oh, Dad, that was amazing," Carly sighed, still holding his cock inside her pussy. "Even better than I dreamed. I love you even more now."
"I love you, too, angel. I know this is so wrong, but I can't help feeling like the luckiest man in the world."
"I hope I always make you feel that way. I should because you're my man now, right?"
Ken smiled and kissed her. "That's right, Sweetie. And you're my girl ... I mean my woman."
"Mmmm, I've waited so long to hear you say that, Dad."
Ken kissed her again, and then Carly started squirming out from under him. He moved off to her side to give her freedom to move. His cock had only softened about halfway and reluctantly slipped free of her cum-slick pussy. She turned around and rolled onto her side so her face was next to his cock. Holding him by the base, she leaned in and began licking the tangy mixture of cum and cunt honey off of his flesh. Her father watched with a surprised grin, impressed with his girl's bold behavior.
Ken groaned his approval. "That's so dirty, baby. And Daddy loves it."
Carly looked up at his face. "Mmmm, you dirty man, putting your dirty cock in your little girl's dirty pussy," she giggled playfully.
He was so aroused that his cock was already swelling back to full hardness again.
"I'm happy you don't mind tasting yourself on your dad's cock, baby," he sighed with pleasure.
"Of course, Daddy. It just reminds me you're all mine now. And a woman should clean up her man after he gives her his cum, don't you think?"
"Oh, I do, baby, I do."
Carly then took her father's cock into her mouth and sucked his flesh clean as he grew back to his full size between her lips. She stopped to lick up whatever had dripped over his balls, but then she took his hot pole back into her mouth. Ken was just as aroused by watching her as he was from the exquisite feeling of her wet mouth and swirling tongue. His cock was gradually just as hard as it was when he was still inside her pussy.
"I think Daddy's dick is all clean now," he teased his eager little girl.
Carly released his cock so she could speak. "I know, Dad. I just love sucking your cock. That's not bad, is it?" She looked at him with an impish gleam in her eyes.
"Yes, baby, it's really bad. But I love the way you make me feel so don't stop."
"Mmmmm, I won't. I'm going to be doing this a lot from now on." Carly then took her dad's engorged prick back in her mouth and started bobbing her head up and down as she stroked his shaft with her moist, supple lips.
Ken didn't miss the rapturous look on the girl's face as she made hungry love to his cock, using her lips and hand in tandem on his stalk. It was easy to see she was concentrating as much on her own pleasure in sucking as his in being sucked. Part of him hated to think of the other cocks she'd sucked 'for practice', but it also made his rod throb even harder. He knew she wasn't lying about the practice aspect of her previous sexual experiences, at least mostly not, and another part of him was impressed by her determination to achieve enough skill to please the man she really wanted to be with.



"Ohhh, that's good, baby. That's so good," he moaned, savoring the warm, wet stroke of her mouth up and down his flesh pole.
Carly just moaned a muffled response and kept sucking. She was going slowly, patiently, drawing out his pleasure until he was aching with need. He reached for the back of her thigh as she was now on her knees with her ass up and her head on his cock. His hand slid up her warm, silken skin until his fingers came into contact with her recently fucked pussy lips. She was still wet and creamy from the hot load of cum he'd just given her.
The girl mewled and whimpered around the man meat filling her mouth when he began massaging her pussy lips. Her clit was hard again, or maybe still hard, he wasn't sure. But it didn't matter. He massaged her solid, pink pearl, causing her to moan and hum around his pulsing meat shaft. He dipped his fingers into her hole and felt the syrupy mess of man cum and girl cream inside her. After pumping his fingers into her hole a few times, he drew them back out and started massaging her ass rim with his wet fingertips. Carly suddenly lifted her mouth off his cock in surprise.
"Daddy!" she hissed excitedly. "That's ... that's ... my asshole!"
"Didn't any of your practice partners play with your pretty asshole, baby?"
"No! They said it was gross."
Ken wet his finger in Carly's pussy again and then started to push it slowly into the girl's ass. A long, low growl came out of her throat as his finger went deeper.
"Does this feel gross to you, Sweetheart?"
"N-no, Dad. K-keep going, pleeeeease."
Carly seemed to forget about sucking her father's cock while he slowly sank his finger deeper into his baby girl's asshole. The look on her face was priceless, a mixture of surprise and pleasure. She clearly never expected to like the feeling of anything going up her ass. She probably would've had a harder time with his cock for her first time, but the size of his finger seemed to be just right. He slid it all the way in and massaged her clit with the pad of his thumb.
"Ohhhhhh, fuuuuuuuck," Carly moaned.
Ken started slipping his finger in and out of his daughter's asshole, bringing his thumb up to mash on her clit with every in-stroke. She gripped his cock tighter, as if it was all she had to hold on to and yowled deep in her throat. Her father kept this up for several minutes, until Carly was gasping raggedly. Eventually, he kept his thumb in motion on her clit and managed to keep pumping his finger in and out of her chute. Before much longer, he could feel a rippling sensation within her channel.
"Fuck, fuck, oh fuck I'm gonna ... fuck ... CUM!"
Carly's body shivered a moment or two and then tensed. Her rectal opening clamped down hard on her dad's finger as the joyous release reverberated through her body.
Ken loved watching his baby girl cum, and when she got past her peak his cock was throbbing with need.
"Dad, fuck, that was so dirty," she cooed. Then she suddenly took his cock back in her mouth and continued sucking him.
Ken was so aroused now he knew it wouldn't take much longer, and Carly wasn't taking his cock with slow patience like before. She was bobbing on his shank like a girl on a mission and Ken just let go and gave himself over to the incredible pleasure her mouth was giving him. A couple of minutes later, he could feel his own release building to the point of no return.
"Take Daddy's cum, baby," he growled.
Carly responded by sucking him harder and bobbing her head faster, letting her father know she fully intended to take his next load in her mouth while her pussy was still slick with his first one. Ken growled huskily as he felt the explosion of cum jet through his cock into his daughter's sucking lips. He could feel as many jolts of spurting cum flowing into her mouth as he'd given her pussy. She suckled and swallowed eagerly, as if her father's cum was sweet as ice cream.
The girl left her dad breathless, but then quickly released his spent cock and turned to cuddle up beside him. He held her and kissed her for a long time, tasting the vestiges of his release in her mouth.
"You're mine now, baby," he told her softly as they settled beside each other in perfect contentment.
"I always have been, Dad. Now it's just official."
Ken held his daughter's warm, naked body close. After all those years, they were now both naked, and since Carly had now blossomed into a luscious woman, her father couldn't imagine cuddling up in bed with anyone else. They were right for each other in ways that no one else could match. He kissed the girl's neck and heard her purr softly.
"Sweet dreams, baby," he wished her. They were both sleeping soundly within minutes, knowing when they woke up together in the morning it would be the dawn of a whole new life.
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Ashlee's tongue slithered up the underside of Gerald's cock, then explored the ridge of his head a moment before she took it between her lips and sucked his shaft. She was pleased to hear the gravely groan of pleasure rise out of his throat. Her third husband was so hard she thought he might even go a second round that night regardless of being twenty years older, and she was doing her best to make it happen.
Gerald started groaning even more deeply as his younger wife put her considerable skill and experience in sucking cock to use. Ashlee knew Gerald had married her primarily for sex. She was his younger trophy wife, but she was grateful since she knew he could've chosen an even younger woman. He may have been average in most ways, but his wealth made him the target of many a gold-digger.
Ashlee didn't like thinking of herself as a gold-digger, but she had her son's university to pay for, and Gerald was very helpful that way as long as she kept up with her wifely duties. The pair still had a cordial relationship outside the bedroom, but Ashlee was under no illusions that love or romance was part the deal. It was a marriage of sexual convenience that fortunately included a feeling of mutual respect. Ashlee was happy enough with Gerald's average cock, which was nothing special but certainly nothing to be ashamed of, either. In the six months they'd been together, he'd even managed to fuck her to orgasm more than once.
By the same token, Gerald was happy with his fit, busty wife with her buttery blonde hair and MILF next door looks. Although Ashlee's body was anything but average. There were telltale signs of her forty-three years, but she kept her body tanned and firm as many girls in their twenties. Being a pretty woman with a surgically sculpted pair of E cup tits made her an impressive sight to men of any age.
It was a third marriage for both of them, and one thing they had in common was that they never expected to find anyone they'd love as much as their first spouses. Her first husband died suddenly after six years of marital bliss. Norman had been the idea man for Ashlee. He had loved and doted on her tirelessly, along with having a much bigger than average cock and being a kinky beast when it came to sex. The blonde had been an avid sexual enthusiast for quite a while even before meeting Norman, but he was the one partner she was able to feel free with. On top of that, they had their beautiful son, Phillip, together. Now in his last year at a prestigious university, Phillip was the shining star of his mother's life.
Ashlee's second husband had been older, too. He'd also passed away suddenly and left her and Phillip very comfortably off, but since Gerald was a nice enough man as well as being rich, Ashlee decided to try being married a third time.
As she gave Gerald a pornstar-worthy blowjob, the luscious blonde started thinking it was time to up the ante to their sex life. Her new husband loved watching her suck his cock like a pro, so she was giving him a nice, nasty show of stroking, licking and sucking his sturdy pole. She began flicking her tongue down his shaft and over his balls, working her way past his sack to lap at his rimhole. She was sure once he discovered how good it felt that he'd be more than willing to return the courtesy. He did give a good pussy licking a couple of times a month, but always seemed hesitant to taste anything past her slit. She was sure that would change after tonight.
But when Ashlee fluttered her talented tongue up against Gerald's rimhole, the older man recoiled in horror, scrabbling up to head of the bed to get away from her.
"What the hell do you think you're doing?" he barked, looking like he'd just witnessed a car crash.
Ashlee sat up, flushed and confused. Gerald's cock was already going down as he sat back and looked at his hot, younger wife like she disgusted him.
"Honey, I was just trying to please you," she explained sweetly.
"What kind of filthy whore would put her tongue ... there?"
Ashlee didn't appreciate being called a whore just for trying to give her own husband a special pleasure. It was arousing to her to be called dirty names, but only when it was meant for fun. But here was her husband calling her a whore to deliberately inflict a wound. The blonde felt her anger rising.
In the past, most of the men she'd been with loved it when she licked their assholes. Only a few tried it and said it just felt too weird, but none had ever insulted her over it.
"Why, you asshole!" she snapped back. "How dare you!"
The fight only got worse from there. A regrettable shouting match ensued, with a lot more name-calling of the unfun variety from both sides. In the end, Ashlee got out of bed and threw on a robe, storming out to go sleep in one of the guest bedrooms.
In the morning, Ashlee was still upset, but she was ready to forgive and forget. Overnight, she'd decided she'd just explore her anal and other adventurous tastes outside her marriage. It hadn't been her plan to cheat on Gerald, but if he was going to call her filthy names just for trying to put her tongue in his ass then why shouldn't she? She'd ended up cheating on her second husband, too. He hadn't been able to satisfy her any better than Gerald, but at least he never called her names.
Ashlee had never cheated on her first husband, Phillip's father. Their marriage had been devoted and loving beyond measure. Sure, they pursued their zealous sexual proclivities, but they always did so together. If one of them fucked another partner, it was always together. They'd also gone to various clubs and parties where they fucked in front of dozens of other people. While being married to Phillip's dad, Ashlee never once wanted for love or pleasure and she'd long ago given up on the hope she'd ever find the same happiness again. In the meantime, was it really so much to expect to enjoy some adventurous sex along the way?
Either way, Ashlee was ready to put the unfortunate incident behind them, but when Gerald came into the kitchen looking for coffee in the morning he could barely look at his beautiful wife. She took a deep breath, knowing it would be up to her to smooth things over. She was even ready to issue an apology she shouldn't owe him and didn't even mean. However, Gerald looked like he was still stewing so Ashlee decided to wait until he seemed to be in a more reasonable mood. But the man just seemed to keep stewing and wouldn't give the younger blonde more than a sidelong glance.
Then it came. "Slut," he muttered before so much as saying good morning. He didn't even bother sitting down to have coffee with her.
Ashlee had loved being called a slut by her first husband who'd always meant it as a compliment. It was his way of telling her how good she made him feel, how much he loved her eager appetite for his cock. But Gerald's tone only made her blood boil. To him, a slut wasn't anything good to be. Ashlee decided then and there it would be a cold day in Hell before Gerald ever felt his forgettable dick in his blonde, trophy wife's pussy again.
Apologizing was the last thing on her mind now. She called him an asshole and a prude, and the fight from the night before was back in high gear. The yelling went on for close to an hour. In the end, Ashlee told him she was fed up with his attitude.
"Fine," she finally snapped. "Since I'm such a slut, I'll just leave. I'll stay in the guest room a few more nights until I can arrange a place to go."
"What makes you think I want a filthy, ass-licking slut like you under my roof for one more night? You can pack your cheap slutwear today and go stay in some motel where they charge by the hour, for all I care. As long as you're out of here!"
Ashlee was about to return a volley of insults, even though it wouldn't have been that much more trouble to go stay in a hotel a few nights. She could even drive down to see Phillip and stay at his apartment where he lived near his campus. Spending some time with her son would be a highly welcome change of pace from life with a tightass like Gerald.
But suddenly, the older man's face turned color and a grimace of pain came across his face as he clutched his chest. Ashlee tried to get him to calm down.
"Think of your blood pressure, Gerald," she said in a softer tone. "It's not good to get yourself so upset. Let's get you into a nice, comfortable chair and I'll call Dr. Mendez."
But as she moved toward him, Gerald struggled to breathe and speak at the same time with frightening effort. "Don't. Touch. Me. You. Dirty. Whore ..."
He then yelled out in pain and fell to the floor. Ashlee wasn't about to touch him after what he said, but she quickly got out her cell phone and called 911 for an ambulance. She then rushed upstairs to the bedroom to get her husband's nitro glycerin pills out of the bedside drawer. She went back down as fast as she could take the stairs, but when she got back to the kitchen, Gerald was lying still on the kitchen floor, his hand still curled up like a claw on his chest. Ashlee knew immediately that her third husband was gone. She dropped to the floor and attempted compressions until the ambulance arrived, but she knew they wouldn't do any good.
The EMTs were there less than five minutes later, and they pronounced Gerald dead. The male and female worked together efficiently and had the body bagged and on a gurney within a few minutes.
"Was there anything in particular that set off your husband's heart attack, ma'am?" the male asked.
Ashlee was forced to remember her husband's dying words were something like, "Get out of my house, you dirty whore." But she didn't repeat them to the EMTs.
"Uh, no," she lied. "We, ummm, well, we made love last night, but that was hours ago. We were just having some coffee and then he was grabbing his chest."
"I see," the man said, jotting some notes on his chart for his report. Then he looked over at his female partner and the two exchanged a subtle smirk over Ashlee's mention of having sex with an older man with a heart condition. Their report would probably say his heart attack was brought on by sexual activity.
They finally concluded their business and wheeled the body out to the ambulance. Ashlee was stunned by the morning's events, yet she knew she had to start notifying people and making arrangements. She almost felt guilty for setting off Gerald's heart attack. Almost. But he'd been so nasty. She decided his sudden death wasn't the result of her trying to push her tongue up his ass, but of his rigid prudishness. There was nothing she had to feel responsible for. Dr. Mendez had told his patient his heart could give out at any time and to keep his nitro tabs on his person at all times.
"It's his own fault for leaving them upstairs," his newly minted widow said aloud in the deathly quiet house. Either way, Ashlee decided no one else needed to know anything about the last few hours of Gerald's life. It was better to let his friends and daughter believe nothing out of the ordinary had happened, that nature had simply taken its sad course.
Yet Ashlee found herself trembling, and then the fatigue that comes on after an intense adrenaline rush. A huge part of her was still so angry with Gerald for being such a special brand of asshole that she realized she was more in shock than grieving. Maybe the grief would hit her later on, but it didn't feel that way. The man had managed to completely change his wife's attitude toward him literally overnight.
Still, it was a highly upsetting experience and the first call Ashlee made was to Phillip. As soon as he answered she lost her breath and couldn't speak right away.
"Mom, just try to breathe and tell me what's wrong?" the twenty-one year old said calmly.
Phillip's rich voice was soothing, and his mother was finally able to tell him about Gerald's heart attack.
"Oh my god, Mom, I'm leaving now. I'll be there in a couple of hours, depending on traffic."
"Oh, but Honey, you have your classes. It's your final semester. You can't just up and leave now," she said, though having him rush to comfort her was what she wanted more than anything.
"It's alright, Mom. I only have two classes and I can call my professors to make arrangements from the road. It's a death in the family, after all," he reasoned.
"Yeah, a death in the family," the dazed blonde echoed. Was Gerald really her family? The marriage was less than a year old and his dying words had hardly been loving ones. No, Phillip was her only true family ever since his father passed. He was exactly what she needed more than ever.
Ashlee waited for Phillip to get there before making any more calls. Talking to Gerald's daughter, making funeral arrangements, talking to his lawyer and accountant were all tasks she didn't want to face without Phillip by her side.
Even though they weren't close, Ashlee knew she had to call Gerald's daughter as soon as possible. But the blonde didn't know what to do with herself. She found herself wandering aimlessly around the house, going from room to room in a daze. She was still only dressed in her robe and barely noticed that she needed to pull it closer together and retie the belt. Her pussy and tits were mostly exposed, but being alone in the house it didn't seem to matter.
She'd almost forgotten sleeping in the guest room the night before, but in her room to room meandering she was starkly reminded of the marital blowout that sent her away from the conjugal bed. She went from there to the master bedroom where she found evidence on the sheets of Gerald having masturbated after she left. The residue of dried up cum was unmistakable.
"Oh, you old fool," she muttered quietly as she took the dirty sheets off the bed and proceeded change them and straighten up the room. It felt awkward being in the room by herself. She felt a little like she was trespassing, even though she knew the house would be all hers now. After the nasty fight the night before, she had to remind herself that this had been her bedroom, too. Now that the bed was freshly made, it felt a little more like hers again but she still wasn't used to the fact that Gerald would not be sleeping there anymore.
Ashlee sat down on the bed and called Darlene, Gerald's daughter, deciding not to wait for Phillip. Darlene was only about six years younger than Ashlee.
"I'm so sorry," the blonde said, "but I'm calling to let you know your father passed away this morning."
There was a moment of silence. "I see. Was it his heart?"
"I'm afraid so." Ashlee didn't see the point of explaining everything that happened leading up to Gerald's attack. No one needed to know anything about that, or the fact that he'd basically kicked her out of his life, not that she'd been sorry about it at the time. Either way, she hadn't left the property and they were still legally married, so none of what happened was even important.
"Okay, well, that's that, I guess," Darlene said in a monotone. "Do you need any help with arrangements or anything like that?"
Gerald's daughter was barely fazed by the news. Ashlee knew they weren't close, but she thought maybe it would sink in later and the slightly younger woman would feel grief.
"I think I can take care of everything," the blonde replied. "My son will be here soon and he can help."
"Good. I'll let my mother know what happened. Let us know when the service will be, please. I don't know if we'll be there, but you never know. Mom might want to go. Either way, we'll see you at the reading of the will, whenever that is."
Then the line went dead without a word of goodbye. Ashlee was a little disoriented. Darlene hadn't been upset at all. The blonde felt oddly relieved at her own lack of sadness. She was still feeling stunned by it all, but Gerald had shown his true colors before he died. Ashlee was even still mad at him for causing this whole, lamentable situation himself.
With time ticking by too slowly, Ashlee decided to call Gerald's second wife next. She had to explain who she was, but when she told her predecessor of her ex's passing, the other woman just started laughing. Ashlee was taken aback at first, but she almost started laughing herself when she thought of how no one from Gerald's life seemed very sorry to see him go.
That second phone call ended quickly and then Ashlee found herself with nothing useful to do. She didn't want to make her other calls until Phillip was there. She needed him to get through the rest of that horrible day. That's when she realized her robe was barely covering anything now, and it seemed like a good idea to take a shower and make herself presentable for her son. She missed him deeply when he was away at school, and today she needed him more than ever.
Leaving her robe on the bed, Ashlee walked nude into the bathroom. When she turned on the water to bring it up to temperature, she looked around and noted that Gerald's toiletries were everywhere. His shaving cream, razor, that awful shampoo he always used. He was still there wherever she looked. It would take a while to get used to the idea of him being gone despite the way things had ended up.
After a couple of minutes, Ashlee got under the shower and started to wash, beginning with her hair, which she wore down past her shoulders. It felt good to have a calm moment to touch her voluptuous body. It began to feel even better when she started to lather her body up with soap, squeezing and kneading her large, slippery tits until her nipples were thick and swollen. Then she toyed with her aching nubs, twirling and twisting them in her soapy fingers until the pleasure began to fan out through the rest of her body.
Ashlee's pussy had been freshly waxed just a couple of days ago, and she indulged a nice, luxurious slit rub as the warm water cascaded down her delectable MILF nudity. She was surprised to find herself growing hot and wet so easily, but she had heard a lot of people turn to sexual pleasure in times of intense stress. This was one of those times, she giggled to herself. Then she switched over to the hand held shower nozzle and leaned back against the shower wall, squatting down to open her firm thighs and aim the warm spray directly at her snatch.
God, that felt so good. She waggled the spray across her clit and tweezed her nipples with her free hand. She'd almost forgotten how her body had been left high and dry the night before, but her pussy needed this. Ashlee felt so alive as the pleasure washed through her body. As good as it felt to play with her nipples, she moved her free hand between her legs and pushed a pair of fingers up into her creamy fuck hole, pumping them in and out while she kept the nozzle aimed at her clit.
Ashlee's breath went deeper and louder, until her gasps became moans. Her bulging tits felt so good trapped between her arms and her pussy felt hot and creamy inside. She knew she was well on her way toward a sorely needed, stress-relieving orgasm when the sound of Phillip calling to her from the bedroom shattered her erotic trance.
"Mom! Can't you hear me? I've been calling you since I walked in the door!"
"Baby!" she cried out, suddenly dropping the nozzle and whipping her fingers out of her unsatisfied pussy.
Her son had gotten there faster than expected. He must've risked a speeding ticket. The next thing she knew, he stepped into the bathroom. As soon as she saw him through the glass side she rushed out of the shower, completely forgetting she was naked and soaking wet, and threw her arms around him.
"Oh, Phillip, I'm so glad you're here! I don't know what I'd do without you!"
She planted fervent, unthinking kisses all over his face and neck, hugging his large, muscular body for dear life.
"Oh, Mom, you know I'd never let you go through this alone," he said. Then he lifted her bare body in his powerful arms, making her shriek like a girl as she wrapped her legs around his waist and kept putting kisses all over his face. She barely noticed he was holding her up by the cheeks of her ass and that her spread open pussy was mere inches away from the tips of his fingers with the front of her mound grinding against his body.



"You came home for me!" she cried. "I needed you and you came."
"Of course. Where else would I be?"
Ashlee buried her face against Phillip's neck and held onto him tighter than ever. Neither thought anything was wrong with her being naked as she held on to him. He'd seen his mother nude many times before. She'd always been liberally minded when it came to the human body and sexual needs, and she didn't want to raise her boy to believe there was anything wrong with that. It wasn't like she went out of her way to advertise the things she'd done with Phillip's dad or her other husbands, but she didn't hide them, either. Phillip knew his mother was an adventurous woman. Yet for all the times she'd been naked in front of him, she'd never hugged him naked.
If Phillip was fazed by his mother clinging to him naked then he didn't show it. He just held on to his clinging mother as if there was no other purpose in his life but to comfort the naked beauty who'd given birth to him. It was the first time since Gerald's tragic attack that she felt like everything was going to be alright. Yet nothing could prepare her for the warm, pleasurable feeling of her nude pussy grinding up against her son's big, solid body. Maybe it was only because she'd been teetering on the verge of a badly needed climax when he came in and interrupted her.
At the moment, though, with her overheated pussy mashed against Phillip's gorgeous, young body, Ashlee didn't feel like anything had been interrupted. Her body was taking over, demanding the most basic and most effective outlet for times of duress. In a defense mechanism, her mind blocked out everything except the warm glow of love emanating from her devoted son and also the throbbing waves of pleasure centered in her pussy.
Ashlee couldn't remember the last time she'd had her big, expensive tits crushed against a body as hard and defined as Phillip's. The sensation was delicious. It came as a huge affirmation of life in the wake of a deathly shock. She was given over completely to the sensations in her luscious body and started to grind her bare, wet pussy into Phillip's body as she whimpered like a kitten against his neck.
By now there was no ignoring the fact that Ashlee was grinding her snatch against her son in an undeniable quest for pleasure.
"Baby, baby, oh god, I'm so sorry," the blonde whined in shame. But she didn't stop. She just kept mashing her swollen clit against the rock hard body beneath Phillip's thin T shirt.
"It's okay, Mom," he told her in a soothing voice. "Just let it go. I'm right here for you."
Phillip's big hands kept kneading his mother's ass cheeks firmly but carefully. His intimate touch only made her body vibrate with need. Ashlee knew her son might look at her in shock or horror when she was finished, but her body was in complete control now, taking her down a dark path she never imagined. She ground against her perfect son's perfect body for long moments, her own body growing hotter and closer to her peak.
"Baby, forgive me. Mommy's gonna cum. I need it so bad," she whimpered desperately.
"That's it, Mom. Don't fight it. You need this and I love you. Cum for your big boy," he said, his hands kneading and following the gyrations of her tight ass at the same time.
"Oh, ohhhh, OHHHHHHHHH!" she cried as the most shameful yet delirious orgasm rocked her luscious body. She held on to Phillip tighter than ever while the shudders of ecstasy rippled through her flesh, making her head spin in a swirl of joy and embarrassment. But through it all, Phillip cuddled and hugged her in the most soothing way. As erotic as his touch on her naked body felt, it felt more like a comforting caress than anything else.
Ashlee snuggled against her son for a long time before she loosened her grip and let her legs come down to the floor.
"Oh, Phillip, I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me. You've barely walked in the door and I ..." she couldn't finish her statement because she had no idea what it was she'd just done. All she knew was that she felt a thousand times better.
"Mom, it's okay. It's just a stress reaction," he reasoned.
Ashlee could barely look her son in the eye, which left her gazing down at the enormous bulge in the front of his pants. It was a shock to think he'd been so aroused by her irrational behavior, but it made her smile nonetheless. She knew she had what it took to excite a hunky young man his age, but the visual proof was exciting to see. The fact that it was her son only made it feel like something special. And under those crazy circumstances, it wouldn't have seemed right if it had been anyone else.
"Oh, you're soaking wet," she noted, making her outward shame even worse.
Phillip just laughed. "It's not that bad, Mom. My clothes will be dry in a few minutes. Maybe you should get dressed so we can talk about everything that's going on and get to those phone calls you need to make. If you don't put something on I'll never be able to make eye contact."
Ashlee giggled, feeling happy as she twirled to go back to the bathroom to dry her hair. When she went back into the bedroom, Phillip was gone. She pulled on a pair of yoga pants and a cropped T shirt, then went downstairs to find him sitting on the living room couch. As soon as she went in, he got up to give her another long hug.
"Oh, Honey, you must think I'm awful," she cried against his shirt.
"No, Mom. Never. I just think you've been through a shock. Let's just sit down, take a few deep breaths and get through the rest of the day."
Having Phillip there made everything bearable. He sat with her for the next three hours as she made all the necessary phone calls, including a few extras she hadn't been counting on along with the incoming calls from some of Gerald's friends and associates.
The next few days held more of the same, and Phillip was there for his mother every step of the way. It was all such a shock, but the way things ended with Gerald continued to leave Ashlee with a secret she wasn't about to share. For that matter, there was another secret, but Phillip knew all about the second one. He was there for it, after all, when his mother rushed out of the shower and ended up grinding herself to orgasm against his body.
Ashlee had nothing but the best memory of the way it felt to cum against the only man to ever love her as much as her first husband. It gave her a delicious escape during an otherwise stressful time. Over the days leading up to the funeral, she often thought about telling Phillip what had really happened the night before and morning of Gerald's death, but she kept it to herself.
There was no repeat of Ashlee's impulsive performance with Phillip, but it was never far from her mind. The climax she had was unforgettable. That, combined with her relief that he was there for her at one of the worst times of her life, made her feel more affectionate than ever toward him. And after seeing the size of the bulge in his pants the day he got there, she couldn't go very long before her mind was filled with thoughts of his cock.
With Ashlee and Phillip being the only ones together in Gerald's big house, she gave up on making any concessions to modesty. She bathed and pampered herself with her door wide open, secretly hoping Phillip would barge in and claim her. The fantasy never failed to give her a wet pussy, which she had to satisfy with her fingers every time. She also spent hours at a time dressed only in revealing lingerie, excited to feel her big boy's eyes on her luscious MILF's body. It felt more like the happy, erotically carefree days of her first marriage to Phillip's dad.
The day of the funeral finally arrived and Ashlee was surprised it was so sparsely attended. Darlene went, but not her mother, Gerald's first wife. Then there were a few of his current business associates putting in a polite appearance. Ashlee realized she wasn't the only one her late husband had managed to alienate. Still, she held her secret, worried that if anyone knew Gerald had kicked her out that someone might come along and contest his will. She didn't know anything about his will, other than his promise to leave her the house when and if this day arrived.
Oddly enough, Ashlee found herself on friendly terms with Darlene. Gerald's daughter seemed to know what the blonde had been through being married to her stiff as a board father. The business associates all sucked up to both of them, none of them sure which of the women would inherit Gerald's shares of their business ventures. The two women just laughed it off when they had a private moment together. They even made a quick agreement not to battle over whatever decisions Gerald made in his will. They were both already well off, but they did agree to put up a fight together if Gerald turned out to cut both of them out completely.
Ashlee felt a little better, as if she'd made a new friend, but she still kept the nastiness of their last fight to herself. The only time the blonde felt herself getting upset with Gerald's busty, brunette daughter was when she spotted her getting inappropriately flirty with Phillip. Ashlee was jealous and didn't even try to deny it to herself. This was her father's funeral, for crying out loud. And Phillip was practically her stepbrother. How much more inappropriate could she get?
It wasn't much later that Ashlee told her son she wanted to go home, so they got into their limo and let the driver take them away. When they got home, Ashlee got out a bottle of wine and poured each of them a drink. They sat on the couch to drink and talk about the day. Phillip looked especially handsome in his black suit, and his mother had to fight the warm tingles fluttering in her pussy. She crossed her legs and squeezed her thighs, which only made it worse. And then she couldn't ignore the way her son was looking at her.
Ashlee had worn a simple, black dress. It came just above her knees without being too short for the occasion. The halter style top had a sheer panel that didn't go low enough to show her deep cleavage, but the dress was snug enough to feature the blatant swell of her tits. She also wore semi-sheer black pantyhose, but she'd slipped off her heels when she sat down. She knew she looked good, but had purposely toned down her usual way of dressing for the funeral. It seemed appropriate considering the fact that her late husband's last words were to call her a slut.
"What?" she asked with a coy grin when she caught Phillip staring at her.
Phillip grinned back. "You make a really hot looking widow," he said.
Despite the thousands of compliments his mother had gotten on her looks and body over the years, she felt herself blush and feel excited.
"That's just the wine talking," she said.
"No, that's your son saying what he's been thinking ever since I saw you run out of the shower the other day." He looked smug, proud of himself for making his mother blush.
"I can't believe I did that," Ashlee said, feeling embarrassed but also amused by the memory. "You're going to do your mother a big favor and forget that ever happened."
"You know damn well I'm going to remember that for the rest of my life. It was one of the hottest things that ever happened to me."
"Umm, well it was one of the more pleasurable moments I've ever had," the blonde admitted, blushing. "But it shouldn't have happened. You said it yourself -- it was just a reaction to stress. I was grieving."
"Mom, did you forget who you're talking to? Your son, who knows you better than anyone? I know you're not glad Gerald died, but I know you're not sorry, either. Less than a dozen people came to his funeral. That's not the kind of sendoff you see for a guy people loved."
Maybe it was the wine, but Ashlee couldn't hold back a small giggle. She then admitted everything that happened before the fatal heart attack. She told her son the whole story, from the argument the night before to the one in the kitchen the next morning when Gerald's attack suddenly came on. She even told him what started the fight. It felt good to finally unburden herself, and Phillip was the only one she trusted to keep her secret. He looked at her with an astonished expression while she related the story, and when she finally ended with a shrug he just smiled.
Phillip moved across the couch to sit close to his mother and put his arms around her, hugging her close while she breathed a sigh of relief. It felt so good to have his big, solid arms around her. For the first time since she ground herself to a climax against his body, she felt like everything was going to be okay. Feeling him so close again couldn't help but bring back the vivid memory of that intensely powerful orgasm. She wanted to feel that way again and she knew there was only one man in the world who could give that to her, except the most ancient rule of society didn't allow it.
"Gerald was an idiot," he finally said as he backed out of the hug. "He never should've called you names like that."
Heaving a deep sigh that pushed the swell of her large tits out, Ashlee said, "Maybe he was right."
"No, he wasn't. He was being an asshole."
"Phillip! We just buried the poor man!"
"That doesn't make him a nice guy. He shouldn't have called you names."
Phillip stopped to refill their glasses, and then Ashlee leaned back against the side of the couch and stretched her legs across his lap. This caused the lower end of her dress to ride high on her legs. Phillip held his wine in one hand while resting the other on the inside of his mother's leg, just above her knee. The wine was starting to make her feel warm, but her son's hand made her feel even warmer.
"I probably deserved it," the blonde admitted with a sigh.
Phillip chuckled. "Not the way he meant it, Mom. He should've been saying those things as a compliment, especially since you were, ummm, giving him something really nice."
"I can't believe I told you about that," Ashlee blushed.
"I'm glad you did. I like knowing that about you?"
"You like knowing your mother licks ass?" If it weren't for the wine, she probably wouldn't have said it, but there was no denying what they were really talking about. On top of that, Ashlee loved the way it felt to be so open with her son. He was the only person alive she trusted completely, knowing he'd never do anything to hurt her. And as much as she loved and trusted his father, she loved and trusted Phillip even more.
"Mhmm," he replied. "That's so hot."
Ashlee felt her pussy churn with heat. "So you don't think your mom's a slut?" she probed curiously.
Phillip gave her a wide, panty-melting smile. "I actually do, to be honest, Mom. I do think you're a slut. But I don't think that's bad. It's hot. If I ever called you a slut I'd be saying it as a huge compliment."
Ashlee's pussy was quickly going from warm to wet, but she was still curious about Phillip's point. He sure wasn't like most other men. "So you do think I'm ... ya know? That?" she played it coy.
She was rewarded with another intoxicating smile.
"Yes, Mom, you're a slut. You're the most gorgeous, hottest woman I've ever seen. And I know you love sex and lots of it. It's not like you ever tried to hide it, even from me. I'm really proud of you. Even if I get jealous sometimes, I'm proud of the way men want you."
Ashlee was taken aback, though the ache in her pussy only kept getting deeper. "Baby ... I -- I -- had no idea you felt that way."
"Remember what you did the day Gerald died? Right after I got here?"
"Oh god, I'll never forget it. I should never have done that to you, Honey."
"I'm glad you did. It was so slutty," he laughed. "Beautifully slutty. What kind of woman runs out naked from the shower and then grinds herself to an orgasm against her own son? And just a couple of hours after her asshole of a husband drops dead?"
"Oh. My. God." Ashlee was blushing furiously, but the way Phillip described what she did made her pussy leak in her pantyhose.
"I know you could tell how hard my cock was, Mom." He started rubbing her inner thigh, feeling her leg through her nylons. "You needed it and you took it. I was so amazed."
"That was so wrong," his mother said with a sigh despite the nagging heat in her pussy. Phillip's hand was squeezing harder and moving higher on her thigh.
"But it made you feel good when you needed it most. God, you came like such a slut," he said with a grin, sliding his hand even higher on her leg. His fingers were mere inches from her pussy. Ashlee thought her pantyhose were a mixed blessing, creating the illusion of a barrier between her son's hand and her skin.
"I had to be a slut to do something like that," she said barely above a whisper.
"The way you were holding on to me and grinding so hard made me feel like you were my slut."
Ashlee felt a deep surge all the way up her moist pussy at her son's words. "I, uhh, don't mind when you call me that," she admitted. She could feel his cock swelling inside his pants where her calf was resting across him. He pushed his hand the rest of the way toward her pussy and felt her slit through her seamless pantyhose. She let out a deep gasp at the electric spark of his bold touch.
Phillip's fingers were strong and sure as he massaged his mother's pussy. Her juices seeped out heavily at his forbidden touch and started to make her nylons feel gooey and slick. It wasn't anything her son should be feeling, let alone rubbing her cunt and making the problem worse, but the last thing she wanted now was for him to stop. She rubbed her calf over the bulge of his cock through his pants, letting him know she approved of his touching no matter what she might say. He felt so big and solid and just touching his cock with the back of her leg was enough the make her heart race with excitement. And her excitement grew along with the growing pressure of Phillip's hand.
"I know something else that makes you a slut," the young man teased.
Ashlee ground her pussy against his hand and whimpered, as if that was reply enough.
"You didn't wear panties to your husband's funeral."
Ashlee started to giggle, then moan, but then Phillip had both his hands under her dress and started pulling down on her pantyhose. She automatically lifted her ass and let him pull the hose down her legs, finally lifting her feet so he could take them all the way off. He left her dress in a bunch around her hips so her perfectly smooth pussy was now fully exposed. Phillip was staring intently at his mother's dainty looking slit and slid his hand back up her bare thigh. She parted her legs a few inches to give him room to feel her damp cunt.
"Oh fuck," she sputtered when his fingers came into contact with her overheated sex lips. She ground the back of her leg against the rigid cock in his pants. He massaged her lips, dipping his finger into her hole for a few strokes at a time before pulling back out to keep massaging. By now her clit was painfully swollen but her boy gave her dew coated pearl plenty of attention.
"Mom, you have the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen," Phillip said as he slipped his middle finger into her hole.
Ashlee moaned and opened her legs a little more, grinding her mound into her son's probing finger.
"And now," the boy went on, "you're letting your own son finger your wet hole just hours after burying your third husband. You're so fucking hot."
"Mommy's such a slut," the blonde said, arching her back as the pleasure went through her body in waves.
"But now you're gonna be my slut, Mom. Only mine. No more husbands or boyfriends. I don't want you giving this hot, wet cunt to anyone else."
"Fuck, you have such a dirty mouth," his mother groaned.
"Who do you think I got it from, Mommy?"
Phillip then leaned over far enough to kiss his mother's mouth. Her breath caught as their lips connected, instantly opening wide enough for their tongues to play. Their kiss was deep and intense. To Ashlee, it almost felt naughtier than letting him push his finger in her pussy. Kissing was just so much more intimate. And yet she loved him the way she'd never loved anyone before, not even his father. He kissed her back in a way that let her know he felt the same way. But could she really be his? Could she give him everything she'd given other men before him? From the way his finger was stroking across her G spot her doubts were evaporating quickly.



Ashlee started moaning too hard to keep up their desperate kissing. Phillip kept massaging her sweet spot and mashed the pad of his thumb onto her clit at the same time. His mother felt her body twist and squirm as the pleasure threatened to overload her senses. If he could do this with his finger, then what kind of depraved mess would his cock turn her into?
"Baby, oh fuck, you're gonna make Mommy cum," she mewled.
"Show your boy what a slut you are and cum for me," he said breathlessly.
"Ah, ahhhhh fuck! I'm cumming!" Ashlee cried out. Her body arched and shuddered with a wave of sensation she'd never felt before. It wasn't as if Phillip was the first man to find her G spot, but being her son she had a level of love and trust for him no one else deserved. He was the one who rushed to be by her side the morning Gerald died. He was the one who didn't judge her, who even embraced everything she was.
"I love the way you cum, Mom," he told her, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "I love you."
"I love you too, baby. Oh, so much. And that was oh, so wrong."
But they both laughed it off. They both knew how wrong it was to be more than mother and son, but neither of them cared.
Ashlee got off the couch and stood up, beckoning Phillip to follow. She started taking his suit off piece by piece until she had him completely naked.
"Oh god," she said, running her hands over his firmly defined muscles. He was perfect, and she finally took hold of his impressively swollen cock and started stroking him.
"That feels so good, Mom," he moaned. "You're so good at that."
She gave him a wickedly seductive smile. "This is what you get when you take a slut for a lover."
"Is that what you are now? My lover?"
"For you, baby, I'll be anything you want."
Phillip pulled her close, their bodies only separated where Ashlee had her hands on his cock. He pulled the zipper in back of her dress down and started to pull it off her shoulders. "I want everything with you. You've always been my angel, and now I want you as my slut, too. I know you're both all rolled up in one, Mom. You're the only one ever."
Ashlee felt her face go hot over her son's words. Not even his father had ever said anything like that to her. She let go of his cock and let him take her dress off. He started kissing her again, this time with his large hands exploring her big, heavy tits. He squeezed and massaged them eagerly, but when he started rolling and twisting her erect nipples she moaned into his mouth. He leaned over and spent a long time sucking the tips of her firm orbs and fingered her pussy some more.
He finally sat back down and set his feet wide apart, holding his long cock upright. Ashlee giggled, knowing what he wanted. He might've been special, but he was still such a guy. She gladly knelt down in front of him and replaced her hand around his shaft with hers.
"Mommy knows just what you want, baby," she purred.
"Suck it, Mom," he groaned. "I've been dreaming of this forever."
Ashlee looked in surprise at her proudly smiling son, almost forgetting that she was holding his throbbing stalk of man flesh in her hand. "You have? You actually thought about me sucking your cock?"
"More times than I can tell you."
The blonde took a deep breath and then leaned over and started licking Phillip's cock. The moan of pleasure that instantly came from his mouth made her heart race even faster. She couldn't believe she was actually tasting his pole. Finally. Ever since she'd seen the shape of his gorgeous erection in his pants the other day she'd been imagining how it looked and felt. How it tasted. And it was delicious. He was sort of sweet but so manly and tangy. Precum dribbled heavily from his dome as she lapped around the ridge of his head, finally taking the end into her mouth.
Ashlee jerked and sucked at the same time, twisting her hand in a corkscrew motion while her tongue swirled over his flesh within her bobbing mouth. She kept looking up at him and was pleased to catch him watching her every time. She felt overwhelmed with love for him. Overwhelmed with love for his luscious cock. She would suck it for him ten times a day for the rest of her life if that's what he wanted. But after watching him watch her for a few minutes, she freed him from her mouth but kept her hand around his shaft.
"Do you like the way Mommy sucks your cock, baby?"
"Fuck yes. I'll never get enough of this, Mom. You suck cock like a slut," he said with a playful grin.
Ashlee giggled happily. If they were really taking this huge step together, she wanted him addicted to her body and skills. She giggled again as she thought it was a mother's duty to make her son feel better than any other woman. But then he surprised her by lifting his legs up high, bringing his knees toward his shoulders until his rimhole was staring back at her from below his cum-filled balls.
"But now I want you to lick that asshole, Mom. I want you to tongue fuck that ass like a dirty slut."
Ashlee's heart raced. She noted how Phillip was not only shaved around his cock and balls, but all the way back to his asshole. Unlike Gerald. There was nothing but pure, hair-free rim for her to lick and please. Wanting to impress as much as please him, she leaned in without hesitation and flicked her tongue over her son's tightly puckered rimhole.
"Ohhhhhhh, fuuuuuuuuuck," he moaned, obviously savoring the bold and skillful lapping and darting of his mother's highly practiced tongue.
Stroking his oozing cock at the same time, Ashlee spent a long time making love to her son's asshole with her mouth. She kissed his little rim like a tiny mouth, then licked it, lapped it and darted the tip of her tongue against the taut ring. She soon had the end of her tongue squirming inside the boy's ass, fucking wetly into his hole while her hand slid up and down his rock hard prick.
Phillip was moaning and squirming. It made his mother happy to know she was giving him something special. She wasn't so clueless as to think there weren't other girls who'd licked his ass before, but she was sure his little college girls weren't as good as his much more experienced mommy.
After a while, Ashlee pulled back with her tongue and slowly slipped a finger into her son's ass. Phillip just kept moaning and squirming across the couch. With her finger up his ass, she went back to sucking his cock. She was happy to hear the deeper, raspier sound of his moans. He was totally under the spell of his mother's talents, and she was determined to make sure he felt the full benefit of them. But she was surprised when he pushed her back just before she was sure he was about to give her a big mouthful of warm cum. She almost felt cheated when he made her stop, but she was eager to see what he had in mind.
Phillip stood up, his cock brushing against his mother's face with the move, but then he took her hands and guided her up to her feet. Now his cock was rubbing against her tummy while he stared at her with the most intense desire she'd ever seen in a man's eyes. He explored her naked form with his hands, reaching for her smooth pussy to stroke her sodden lips, but paying special attention to those big, beautifully sculpted tits. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he suddenly started kissing her again. They shared a long, hard, deep, soul searching kiss while she fondled his cock as eagerly as he fondled her tits.
It seemed like forever before they broke off that kiss. By the end of it, there wasn't a shred of doubt they were going through the rest of their lives as a couple. A mother and son, but a hotly devoted couple. Ashlee only giggled with delight at the idea her own son was the man she was meant to be with. But before she could say anything, Phillip pulled her behind him by the hand, leading her into the kitchen where he bent her over the table. He sat in the chair directly behind her. It was the same chair where Gerald usually ate his breakfast, but now it was her son diving in between her ass cheeks for a completely different type of meal.
Phillip was forceful but not rough in the way he pulled the spheres of his mother's ass apart. He held her wide open and began licking her from her pussy to her starbud. He slurped her honey coated lips hungrily and let his tongue dart against her clit and into her hole while he massaged her rimhole with his thumb.
"Baby," Ashlee called breathlessly, "my son, you're making Mommy feel sooooo good."
Phillip growled in reply, never allowing his tongue to let up in its saliva-soaked exploration of his mother's holes. She was moaning and cooing like a sex kitten in heat. Her enormous tits were now squashed against the table top while she clutched at the edge and felt her baby's love ripple through her body.
After several minutes, Phillip brought his tongue to his mother's tight asshole, concentrating his licks and kisses to her tiny ring. He brought his thumb and fingers to her pussy, stroking and probing her dripping slit while probing her ass with his tongue.
"Owwww, fuck, baby that feels purrrrfect," the blonde mommy moaned.
Ashlee had always loved when a man paid loving attention to her asshole. There were precious few who ever did, though. Gerald never so much as touched her rimhole even by accident, but now her son was pushing his tongue inside her. The blonde felt like she was floating on a cloud of pure pleasure. Phillip filled her pussy with a pair of pumping fingers while continuing to probe her asshole with his agile tongue. He was too good at it for this to be his first time exploring a girl's starbud. The thought of him driving those young coeds crazy with pleasure as he licked and fingered their assholes made her feel giddy with pride.
When Phillip started massaging his mother's G spot while tonguing her ass, Ashlee's body quickly lit up with explosive pleasure. Her boy made her cum so hard she squirted for the first time in ages, soaking his neck and the lower part of his face with her bursting spray. Her entire body rocked with shudders of blinding pleasure. Her climax went on longer than she thought was possible. And before she had a chance to catch her breath, she heard Phillip's chair scraping back on the floor. Then he was standing behind her and rubbing the blunt tip of his fat cock against her holes.
Everything felt wet and slick as Ashlee's entire cunt and ass crack were coated with a heady mix of her own juices and her son's saliva. Now he was adding his precum to the stew, massaging her ass bud with the head of his cock and then angling his shaft downward to stroke it over her sex lips. She knew what was coming. Any second now, she would feel something few women ever felt, her own son's cock surging into his mother's slippery cunt channel. She needed it. She couldn't wait for it. This was the momentous occasion when her boy proved himself as her man and staked his claim by filling her most precious treasure with throbbing man cock.
"Do it, baby. Fuck Mommy's snatch," she moaned in a hoarse whisper.
Phillip then pushed his knob into his mother's slippery opening. Her swollen lips parted for the hot, rigid meat driving into her pussy. She uttered one, long, throaty moan that grew louder with every inch that slipped inside her tight sheath. When the full length came to a stop, filling her the way she'd never felt before now, Ashlee could barely breathe. Her heart was pounding with excitement and even a little fear. Had she lost her mind? Didn't she just tell her own son to fuck her? Yes was the only answer, and it suddenly made her smile.
"Give it to Mommy, baby," she crooned, squeezing her inner muscles around his throbbing shaft. "Give Mommy that cock just as hard as you please."
But Phillip didn't move. "Prop yourself up on your elbows, Mom," he said.
Half dazed and wondering why he was waiting to start fucking her, Ashlee did as he asked. Then she felt those large, strong hands reach around her to cup and squeeze her heavily dangling melons.
"Ahhhh, yeahhhhhh," Phillip groaned. "This way I can feel these gorgeous tits while we fuck."
Ashlee tried to reply but her son started moving his thick cock in and out of her pussy. His meat was quickly coated with her juice and started sliding back and forth with long strokes. His fingers played roughly with her swollen nipples while his cock stroked her inner sheath with steady thrusts.
"Mine," her son growled, breathing heavily as he started pumping harder and faster into her core.
"Ohh yes, baby, Mommy's all yours. Fuck me. Fuck your slut!"
After that, Phillip just groaned and grunted as he strained to pump his mother's squelching cunt with the full length of his straining meat. He kept massaging her tits, but eventually moved one hand backward. That was when Ashlee felt his thick thumb press into her asshole. She yowled like a cat in heat while he filled her ass with his blunt thumb and steadily pumped that marble hard cock into her pussy.
Ashlee was gasping for air. Nothing mattered now but the powerful sensations racing through her body. She wanted Phillip to fuck her forever. No other cock could give her what she had now and she hoped he could feel half the joy and pleasure she was. Then she started to cum, and in their current position, the underside of her son's cock kept stroking across her G spot until she felt herself squirting again. This time, instead of soaking her baby's face with her pussy shower, she soaked his cock and all around his gyrating groin.
"OH FUCK, MOM!" he shouted. "I fucking LOVE that tight, wet cunt!"
Ashlee's orgasm never subsided but morphed into another one, her snatch spraying her motherly nectar into Phillip's lunging body. He suddenly yanked his thumb out of her ass and spanked her cheek while he pounded desperately into her hole. She knew her baby was on the brink of his climax before he called out to warn her.
"Gonna cum, Mom!" he shouted. "Fuck, that pussy feels so good!"
"Yes, baby, yes!" Ashlee screamed back at him. "Fill Mommy's slut hole with her baby's cum!"
The warm flush of spurting cum spread through Ashlee's loins as her son drove relentlessly into her pussy, coating her hot womb with familial seed. He pounded and thrust all the way through her climax, finally spending the last of his forbidden spunk into his mother's luscious pussy.
Phillip held his cock inside her as they huffed for air. He pulled her backward with him as he sat in Gerald's chair again, keeping her on his lap with his pole still embedded in her hole. He kissed her shoulder and lazily massaged her tits while they caught their breath. When she felt steady enough, Ashlee rose off her son's cock and turned around, sitting back astride his lap but now facing him.
"Baby, I love you so much," she said, almost weeping for joy as she kissed his face.
"I love you, too, Mom," he replied. He took her face between his hands and kissed her mouth. It was a calmer kiss than before, but still deep and filled with the need and hunger that only comes with the deepest kind of love.
After kissing for a long time, Ashlee rested her face against her son's shoulder. He held her in place with his thick, strong arms. She was perfectly happy and secure, a feeling she knew would be permanent now. Yet she knew the sexually satisfied glow in her body was only temporary. It was only a matter of time before she would need more of her son's glorious cock and the needful way he pumped her pussy full of his love.
Ashlee wondered if Gerald might've been right after all, that maybe she was really just a slut who didn't feel the least bit guilty about sharing her sordid pleasures with her own son. What kind of woman tongue fucked her son in the ass? Or let him do the same thing to her? Or let him make her cum so hard she squirted all over his face and groin? But the thought of being Phillip's slut, being his fucktoy, only made her feel closer than she'd ever felt to any man. She felt a sense of mutual belonging like a warm glow of contentment deep in her core.
Then she thought of how different she felt when Phillip called her a slut vs. Gerald. Coming from Phillip, it made her feel happy knowing he was merely proclaiming their unbreakable bond. No matter how dirty or sordid it seemed on the surface, down deep it was something too special to ever let go. She lifted her head and looked at her son's handsome face. He smiled and kissed her for a long time. His hands started to roam again and she felt his cock already growing back to its erect state. She got up from the chair and took hold of Phillip's rod to lead him upstairs.
"Come with Mommy, baby," she said, casting a playful glance over her shoulder. "Your slut needs more. So much more."
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Barbara couldn't wait to get out of there and get back home. The whole reason she was lying naked on a bed in a five-star hotel room with her boss's cock between her wide-open legs was because of her son, Levi. It was completely his fault.
It was also Levi's fault that it was all but impossible for the busty, raven-haired beauty to concentrate on what she was doing. She had finally decided to let Lymon, her married boss, fuck her and yet the only cock she could think about was Levi's. Her son's cock was both longer and thicker than her boss's by a wide margin. Beyond that, his body was also so much firmer and more trim, with the fluid muscularity of a younger, more active man. And while she didn't exactly dislike Lymon, he was a man she would otherwise never notice in a crowd if she didn't happen to work for him. But for Levi, the stacked and statuesque beauty harbored a deep love that could never be mentioned outside the quiet privacy of her tumultuous mind.
Lymon was now very excitedly pumping his aroused tool into the snug slit between Barbara's long, toned, and wide open thighs.
"God damn, you're so hot, mmmmmm, so good," the somewhat portly fifty-year-old moaned as he gazed at the heaving wobble of his office manager's perfect, melon sized tits. The man's belly was jiggling almost as heavily as Barbara's luscious orbs while he jerked his awkward body harder and faster between her model quality legs.
It was nice to have an eager cock in her pussy again after going without for much too long. The slippery friction felt better than her fingers, but the rapid, jerky thrusts of her excited boss were doing very little to drive the woman's spectacular body toward the heights of pleasure she could only remember from her sexually adventurous past. If not for the fleeting memory of the sight of her son's impressively virile cock, Barbara probably would've needed the little bottle of lube she'd tucked in her purse before leaving her house to meet her boss in a three star hotel two cities away from where she lived.
Being married, Lymon wanted to hold their tryst out of town where there were lower chances of being recognized. That was fine with Barbara. Even though she'd been single for the past ten years, the last thing she needed was to be recognized going into a hotel with her boss. She had actually been relieved when he didn't want to bother with having dinner or drinks in the hotel lounge and preferred to meet at the room and get right down to the business at hand.
Barbara had been working at Lymon's real estate office for the past six years, and as his office manager for the past two. He'd shown a lot of interest in her from the beginning, but only over the past several months had he begun dropping hints about sexual liaisons outside the office. Barbara rebuffed him as politely as she could, but right about the time she started to think about contacting a lawyer and filing a sexual harassment suit, she suddenly decided to take him up on his offer. He seemed just as surprised as she when she said yes. And if it hadn't been for an unsettling incident at home just a few days before, she would've been shopping around for lawyer by now.
Until the previous Monday morning, Barbara had thought she'd achieved a state of mind that was free of the baser desires that had plagued her luscious flesh for most of her life. Not that she didn't get horny or indulge in erotically charged private time. It was just that she'd given up on sex or dating in order to focus her attention on her son and career, in that order. And now, Lymon was reminding her why. It did feel good to have a cock pumping her pussy, but instead of concentrating on her pleasure, her mind was already fast-forwarding to how awkward things were going to be afterward.
On top of that, she was surprised to realize she was bored. Her boss's arousal had little effect on her. And he was so consumed with his own pleasure it was almost as if he was jerking off in her pussy. He probably even thought she was wet all because of him, but nothing could be farther from the truth. It was Levi she was wet for, her son who had no idea his mother was off in another city in a hotel room with a married man's excited cock jamming relentlessly into her warm, slick pussy.
Meanwhile, Lymon was grinding his forgettable dick into Barbara's exquisite body like a man possessed. He would've been crazy not to. But he was oblivious to the distracted mood of the stellar beauty beneath him. As long as her bulbous tits kept heaving and shaking to the jerky force of his thrusts, he could keep on assuming he was fucking her like a stud. He had no clue she was actually thinking about her own son and the ripe, hard, virile, young cock that made her stop in her tracks just a few days before.
Levi had been out that night with Brynn, the girl who'd grown up right next door. Barbara didn't know how the two could grow up being such good friends without becoming a couple considering how good looking and popular they both were. They were as close as siblings, but without the traditional rivalry.
Barbara had been in bed when Levi came home and went directly to his room. Before another ten minutes had passed, she could hear the telltale sounds of her son giving himself that special pleasure a young man often does in the privacy of his own room. Barbara lay in her bed and smiled as she listened to sounds she was sure her son didn't mean her to hear. But there was something so sweet about it, and being a woman who had never gotten as much sex as she'd always craved, she couldn't control the wet warmth spreading through her pussy. She actually deigned to touch herself as she eavesdropped on her cock-stroking boy.
The aroused mother then became aware of Levi's voice. He was muttering something to himself while he jerked off. She assumed his feelings for Brynn must be changing and that he was jerking off to thoughts of the pretty, young blonde he'd spent the evening with. Was her grownup boy falling in love? The thought actually made Barbara's pussy even hotter, but driven by curiosity to hear what he was saying, she got out of bed and tip toed out of her room to Levi's door.
Wearing her long, oversized T shirt and nothing else, Barbara leaned closer to the door and discovered it wasn't completely shut. There was an inch gap between the edge of the door and the frame. This made it so much easier to hear her son's feverish groans of pleasure. The sounds he was making were much louder and clearer here, making his mother's unexpected arousal spread deeper through her core. If she'd been wearing panties they would've been soaked by now.
Brynn must've gotten him very sexually frustrated to make him jerk off so forcefully right after their night out. But Levi wasn't the only member of their household that was frustrated. Barbara felt her pussy drip molten honey down her upper thighs as she listened to his animalistic grunts and groans. Against her better judgement, not that she was showing any kind of judgement at all at the moment, she reached under her sleep shirt and started rubbing her badly neglected pussy. At the same time, she put her eye to the crack in the door and peered into the room, finding that she had a good view of her son standing naked beside his bed.
Levi looked amazing! His twenty year old body looked so young and defined, and his cock was like a beautiful piece of sculpture. He looked big and hard as a marble column, his flesh glistening with a thick coating of precum his hand was spreading along his shaft as he stroked it. Barbara gasped quietly as she saw her boy's cock for the first time since he'd become a man. It was so beautiful, so manly and virile. His mother instantly knew it was a cock that would send any woman into ecstatic delirium.
This was when Barbara also caught the words her horny man-boy had been muttering.
"Oh, fuck, yes, suck it," he moaned, working to keep his voice down but arching his body as he jacked his shaft harder. He was breathing so hard he couldn't get the words out too clearly, but his mother distinctly made out: "Fuck, ohhhhhhhhhhh fuck, you're so hot. So. Fucking. Hot. I -- I -- I love you even more when you suck my hard, fucking cock!"
Barbara could tell that last remark came out louder than he wanted to. She went on to assume that he and Brynn weren't doing anything sexual together, as she'd previously thought. Otherwise, why would he bother jerking off to her right after they'd been out together?
Yet Levi's gorgeous body and cock, not to mention his amazingly erotic excitement, had his mother's pussy leaking like a broken faucet. She'd always loved hearing a man talk dirty to her, and hearing her son spew that horny filth made her excitement even harder to bear. She spread her feet further apart to give herself better access to her clit. With her gaze transfixed on her son's cock and rapidly pounding fist, she furiously rubbed her aching clit as she raced toward the edge of her peak.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum, Mom," Levi moaned. "Gonna cum in that hot, sexy mouth!"
Barbara was barely aware of what she was hearing as her own orgasm erupted in concert with her son's. She felt the sparks of intense pleasure rippling through her as she watched Levi spank out a plentiful load of spurting cum, knowing he was imagining his juice going straight into his own mother's mouth. She was shocked by his sordid desire, and even more shocked to find herself cumming as hard as she could remember.
When it was done, she tip toed back to her own room, vowing to keep this forbidden secret to herself. The fact that she'd frigged herself to a climax while spying on her masturbating son was just as scandalous as his fantasy desire for her. Those were the kinds of things no one ever needed to talk about.
But it was only another day or two before the constant ache Levi had unknowingly put between his mother's long, shapely thighs led her to take her boss up on his offer. She'd thought Lymon's cock could give her enough relief to stop seeing Levi's luscious rod in her mind day after day. But she'd been wrong. With the sweaty businessman now straining between her wide open legs, Barbara could think of her son's cock and his cock only.
It was only the memory of Levi's swollen man stalk that inspired his mother to begin rocking and grinding the slender curves of her hips, squeezing her pussy into the spastic thrusts of her excited boss.
"Ohhh, yeah, what a hot fuck!" Lymon growled, assuming it was his own prowess inspiring the dark haired beauty to finally come alive and fuck him back.
Barbara's pussy quivered with arousal as she relived those torrid moments spying on her naked and highly aroused son. Remembering the way the young stud had called out for his beautiful mother at the moment of his climax excited her even more now that she had a living cock pumping into her juicy depths. She did her best to imagine it was Levi's cock inside her even though Lymon's couldn't match the size or strength of the younger man's organ. But this was the closest the horny mother would ever get to enjoying the succulent man flesh she'd seen her boy fist pumping just a few nights ago.
Barbara knew it had been a mistake to finally take her boss up on his offer. Things would end up changing around the office and not for the better. Yet she'd been completely at a loss to think of another way to release the incredible tension her son had unwittingly put in her body. She was finally getting close. With her eyes closed and visions of Levi in her lust-fogged mind, Barbara ground her pussy even harder into her boss's thrusting cock, well on her way to a shame filled climax.
Lymon, however, was already so much closer to his own climax that he couldn't last long enough for Barbara's.
"Yeah! Oh yeahhhh, fuck!" he cried out as he spurted without warning into the brunette's velvety fuck hole.
The pudgy, pasty businessman spent himself into his exquisite companion's tight nest until he flopped breathlessly onto the mattress beside her. Barbara's head was spinning with frustration. She was even a bit disgusted with her boss for leaving such a mess between her thighs without giving her the pleasure to make it worthwhile.
"That was so good," Lymon crooned, proud himself. "I always knew it would be. Aren't you glad you finally gave in?"
At least he didn't wait for an answer, but he made a move to kiss her. Barbara smoothly slid away from the naked slob and glided out of the bed. "Oh, ummm, after a workout like that I need a shower," she claimed, rolling her eyes as she turned to go into the bathroom.
Barbara locked the bathroom door. The last thing she needed now was for Lymon to think he could join her in the shower. She turned the water on hotter than she usually liked it and spent a long time scrubbing away the sweat and cum. She took as much time as she could get away with to shower and dry her long, black hair. Unfortunately, she couldn't hide in the bathroom all night. But then, she was relieved when she finally went back into the room to find Lymon snoring away in a sound sleep.
Careful not to wake him, Barbara got dressed and slipped out of the room, leaving her boss to wake up alone, whenever that would be. She made her way to the parking garage to retrieve her car and started driving home at midnight. She'd told Levi not to expect her back until the next day, but she couldn't fathom spending the rest of the night in that room with Lymon. Even without traffic, it would take her nearly an hour to get back, and that was plenty of time to come up with an excuse for coming home unexpectedly at such an odd hour.
Fortunately, it was Friday, so Barbara wouldn't have to go in to the office and face a triumphant Lymon until Monday. She fully expected him to start asking for a repeat performance, and she could use the weekend to think of a good way to put him off. She didn't want to end up quitting her job after having worked her way to a managerial position. She started to feel better when she realized she now had something to hold over Lymon's head. If the going got tough, she could easily threaten to tell his wife about their one night stand.
Barbara felt better to think her job standing was secure, but there was still the problem that Lymon hadn't come close to satisfying her needs. To make matters worse, thoughts of her son's unforgettable cock refused to leave her in peace. Her pussy was still wet, a condition that was aggravated by the load of cum Lymon had so recently let loose inside her. She ended up driving most of the way with one hand while the other was under her dress rubbing her unsatisfied slit.
By the time she got home she was in a rare state of arousal. She went into the house quietly, knowing Levi was most likely sound asleep. She took off her heels and padded quietly upstairs where she opened the door to her son's room. As expected, he was sleeping peacefully, but with the sheet only covering his feet. The rest of his body was fully exposed except for the white boxer briefs he'd worn to bed. Even from the doorway, Barbara could see the nicely defined bulge in the crotch of her son's briefs. After seeing how big he got when he was aroused, she could tell his impressive cock was now at rest but still making a prominent bulge in the fabric.
Still holding her heels in her left hand, Barbara quietly padded into the room and stood beside Levi's bed. She was sorely tempted to wake him up just so he could see her in the little black party dress she'd put on for her tryst with the boss. It showed more of her impressive, E cup tits than anything else she owned, and she now knew her son admired them more than he was supposed to. But she was admiring the bulge in his briefs and nearly forgot everything except the empty ache deep in her pussy.
Her son's thighs were strong and muscular, which made the hefty bulge in his briefs look that much more appetizing. She was dying to see him hard again, like the last time, but that didn't seem to be in the cards tonight. Yet her mind was easily able to fill in the blanks as she imagined how the size of his aroused pole would be stretching those briefs if it were hard.
Barbara pulled the top of her dress down to expose her fleshy tits. Her nipples were fully erect, and the soft mounds felt heavy in her hands as she fondled herself beside her sleeping son.
"You're not the only one with perverted fantasies, mister," she whispered as softly as she could, her fingers pulling and twisting at her sensitive nipples. Then she pulled the hem of her short dress up around her hips and pushed her fingers into her panties from the side. Her mound was freshly waxed and felt as smooth as silk as she rubbed closer and closer to her aroused slit.
"Is this how you think of your mother?" she whispered, squeezing a finger down along the lips of her pussy. She rubbed her slit and continued kneading her tits with the other hand. Her eyes roamed her son's nearly naked body while she wished he was anyone except her own flesh and blood. Her entire night with Lymon now seemed like an embarrassment.
But there was something more to it than that. Savoring every inch of Levi's fit, perfect body, his mother realized her love for him was behind every other feeling she had, even the ones she wasn't supposed to be having. And she knew he loved her back just as much. It showed in the way he treated her like a queen. It hardly seemed right that she could go out and let Lymon ram his cock into her pussy when she barely even liked him, but Levi, whom she loved more than anyone else alive, could never be close to her that way.
"Mommy wants it too, baby," she whispered as she squatted enough to allow her finger to penetrate her sodden pussy.
Keeping her other hand in constant motion over her big, exposed tits, she slipped a second finger into her hole and pumped her slick channel while she ground the pad of her thumb into her clit. She felt like she'd lost her mind to be standing right next to her son's bed with her tits out and her fingers pumping in and out of her juiced up pussy, but it was like there was a force driving her that was more powerful than her senses. Her breath started to go ragged while she pulled and twisted more roughly on her swollen nipples. At the same time, her fingers were pumping strong and steady into her pussy and driving her rapidly toward a dizzying climax.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhh," she moaned, fighting to keep it quiet. "Mommy's gonna cum. Gonna cum just for you, baby, just like you cum for Mommy."
Barbara's voice was cut off by her ragged gulps for air while her body shivered and then tensed with the flowing currents of pleasure rushing through her. It seemed like forever before the shivers of pleasure stopped rolling though her luscious body. Then she caught her breath and realized what she was doing. Thankfully, her son kept sleeping through her entire indulgence, but she was now standing by his bed with her melon sized tits fully exposed and the hem of her short dress bunched around her hips.
"Oh god, what have I done?" she whispered hoarsely. "Forgive me, baby. Mommy couldn't help it. I promise it won't happen again."
Barbara pulled her dress back down over her ass and pussy but left her juddering tits exposed as she turned to sneak out of the room. She was relieved she'd gotten through this lapse of judgement without waking Levi, but she felt like a guilt-ridden pervert nonetheless.
The statuesque brunette made it to the bathroom adjacent to her own room and stripped off her dress and ruined panties. She got into the shower and scrubbed herself all over again, as if she were trying to wash away her filthy sins. Afterward, she took a few minutes to dry her hair. She then went to bed naked and slept until late the next morning.
When she woke up, Barbara had all but forgotten she went to sleep naked. She usually wore panties and a big T shirt or nightie. Feeling foolish for all of her bad judgement lately, she quickly pulled a satin robe over her buxom body and went downstairs to make coffee.



"Oh, I didn't realize you're already up," she said when she discovered her son was already there and already had a hot cup of coffee in his hand.
Levi was leaning back against the counter. He was only wearing the same boxer briefs he'd slept in. His mother couldn't help letting her eyes roam up and down his nearly naked body. His cock was partially swollen and jutting at a sideways angle. It would've looked impressive just as it was, but Barbara had already seen it in its fully impressive glory. The sight served as a reminder of her regrettable night with Lymon, and also of her senseless masturbation standing over Levi's bed.
"It's already ten, Mom," her son replied. "And I thought you weren't coming back 'til this morning. Is everything okay?"
Barbara was painfully aware of Levi's glances at the deep valley of creamy cleavage exposed at the top of her robe, not to mention her long, fit legs. The robe didn't make it to the middle of her thighs, and her son's searching look made her blood feel warm and her nipples swell with sensation.
"Oh, right, ummm, there was a booking SNAFU at the conference," she sputtered off the cuff. "So I decided to make the drive back last night."
Levi nodded. He looked skeptical. He put his coffee cup on the counter and then poured another one for his mother, setting it down on the table. She thanked him and sat down in front of it. He picked his cup back up and resumed his position against the counter with his semi-swollen cock making a conspicuous impression in his snug briefs. Barbara wished he'd sit down because the sight of his succulent bulge was threatening to make her pussy leak.
She started to think of something to say about the fictional conference she'd told him she went out for last night, but it was Levi who broke the guilty silence.
"Mom, I know you weren't at a conference last night," he said. "I don't know why you think you had to tell me some story. I thought you trusted me more than that. I know you went out to meet some guy."
Barbara went speechless for a moment or two, feeling like she'd been busted doing something wrong. She pretty much had been, but the only reason she bothered was because of that man flesh making a bulge in her son's briefs.
"Of course I trust you, Honey," she said, almost stammering. "I just, umm, didn't want to say anything in case it didn't work out."
He still looked skeptical. "Well, you came home at a weird hour last night after saying you'd be gone overnight, so I'm guessing it didn't go too well."
As Barbara sighed, her immense tits pushed outward and spread her robe a little bit wider. Levi was staring at them and his mother could swear she noticed an increase in the size of the bulge in his briefs. He didn't seem to care that his meat was slowly swelling in front of her. Maybe he wanted her to see it. Otherwise, he could have easily taken a seat where his most prized physical attribute would be hidden from view.
"I'm afraid you're right, Sweetie," she admitted. "It was a really dumb idea. You can be sure your silly mom won't be going on any dates anytime soon."
"I'm sorry, Mom," he said. "For you, anyway. Not so much for me."
Barbara reminded herself he didn't know she'd seen him jerking off and calling out to her as his pleasure peaked in an explosion of young, spurting cum. Her nipples were so hard now and aching with need, but she certainly couldn't encourage his forbidden attraction. Could she?
"Why not for you?" she asked curiously.
"Because I like it better when you're here instead of out with some guy who probably doesn't deserve you."
Despite what she'd already seen and overheard, Barbara was taken aback at her son's remark. Between the tone of his voice and the serious frown on his face, Levi seemed downright upset. It was one thing for a younger man to have unmentionable fantasies about his mother -- as a single mother, Barbara was keenly aware of the classic Oedipal Complex -- but his attitude came off as jealous.
"And how would you know if that's the case?" she asked with sincere curiosity.
Levi shrugged, trying unsuccessfully to look indifferent. "I just do. Why else would you come home when you did?"
He had a good point, but his mother wasn't about to reveal any details about the night before. She then realized she was just as guilty of jealousy as he. She never approved of the occasional girls he went out with, even Brynn, and even though she tried not to let it show she always found a way to express her irritation. There was always a moment where she'd let it drop that she thought the girls were never pretty or nice enough for him, even when they were.
But now, as she sat at her kitchen table absently gazing at the semi-erect impression of his cock in his briefs, she realized the girls her son went out with always looked like her in some way. That seemed to put a whole new perspective on the masturbation session she'd spied on just a few days ago. And now that her pussy was warming up more than she was comfortable with she wanted to escape. With her half-erect son staring at her like a piece of meat to be devoured while casting judgement on her unidentified choice of men, she felt like she was getting the third degree.
"Okay. You're right," she admitted with a heaving sigh. "I was trying to have a nice time, but, uhh, then I realized I'd made a mistake. Happy now?"
Barbara flashed back on Lymon thrusting excitedly into her pussy while she'd been thinking of the very same cock now visible in Levi's boxer briefs. Then she flashed on the day she saw him stroking it and calling her name. She flashed on the shameless way she'd finger fucked her pussy standing right next to his bed the night before. All of which Levi never needed to know.
"Mom, I'd never be happy about something like that. I just," he hesitated and thought, "I just don't know why you wouldn't rather stay home with me. I'm pretty sure you don't mind my company, right?"
Barbara couldn't help smiling. "I love your company, and you damn well know it. It's just ... well, you know, even mothers who love their sons more than anything get lonely sometimes."
Levi shrugged, feigning total cluelessness which irritated his mother.
"No one knows as well you that I haven't been on a date in ages," she snapped, surprising herself as much as Levi. "Unlike you, for example, who hardly ever dates the same girl twice. I suppose you just get what you want and then move on."
Levi was clearly surprised by his mother's reaction. He actually looked a bit angry now, and his cock was getting bigger in his briefs. He still wasn't fully erect, but with an organ his size it didn't take too much to look conspicuous in a tight pair of underwear.
"Think whatever you want." His tone sounded as irritated as hers. "But it's not like that at all. I can pretty much guarantee that I'll never get what I want."
Barbara felt her face go hot. She was visibly flushed and her eyes welled up. A week ago, she never would've suspected what it was her son really wanted, but now she knew. It was knowledge she couldn't get out of her mind no matter how hard she tried. And now she just felt sad for both herself and Levi. For him, because she knew he was right that he would never be able to have what he really wanted. And for her, because she could never give it to him even if she wanted to be able to more than anything. How did their previously normal lives ever become so twisted?
"A lot of us want things we can never have," she admitted, her voice softening as she leveled a serious look at him. When the blush started to creep across her son's guilty face, Barbara realized she said more than she should. She never wanted him to realize she knew of his forbidden desire, but she'd suggested just enough to give it away. At least in his shame he barely noticed she was also suggesting the same thing about herself.
It wasn't fair to let her son feel all the shame over something they both felt, but she could hardly bear knowing how frustrated he must've been just then.
"Sweetie," she said, trying to lighten the mood. "There's nothing wrong with wanting things we can't have. It happens to lots of people. It's only wrong if we act on those feelings."
She didn't mean to, but she couldn't stop her eyes from dropping to the bulge of his youthful cock. She didn't want to gaze so obviously but she couldn't help it. Besides, it seemed like a better way to confess her feelings to her son without saying the actual words. A swarm of heat flushed through her pussy as she realized her son now knew as much about his mother's lewd desires as she knew about his.
Levi's cock quickly grew to its full size. He put his hand over it as if he was trying to cover it up, but all he really did was grip and squeeze it in front of her.
"I don't see why that would be so bad," he said suggestively. "If it's what both people want, why shouldn't they?"
"Because it's so wrong, baby. So very wrong." She kept her eyes on his throbbing bulge even as she denied the hot love they both wanted. He squeezed his rod and moved his hand along his throbbing shaft. Barbara's nipples felt like they were burning and her pussy felt even hotter. It was shameful, yet no one ever made her feel the way Levi did. She lost herself for a moment or two as she grew mesmerized by the sight of his hand moving over his cock. It should've been her hand. It should've been his cock avidly pumping her wet pussy the night before. But what kind of woman did things like that with her own son? What kind of woman even thought about it?
Levi's hand moved up and started to pull down on the waistband of his briefs, threatening to free the enormous cock underneath.
"Levi, don't!" his mother called out. "Don't ... take it out."
But he didn't listen. He pulled the band of his briefs down, tucking it under his balls while his bulky cock wagged back and forth in front of his stunned mother. Holding his briefs down with one hand, Levi curled the other around his cock and began slowly stroking his iron-hard stalk.
"Levi, don't," she repeated, this time in barely a whisper.
"Mom," he sighed, his voice soft but desperate. "It's not the first time you've seen me stroke my cock."
Barbara looked at him in shock. How could he know? She tried to think of a good excuse but her eyes were drifting back to his stroking hand.
"That's right, Mom. I know you watched me the other night. I know you stayed long enough hear what I said and see me ... finish."
Then Levi moaned with pleasure, letting his mother watch him handle that big cock in broad daylight. Barbara felt her pussy clench when he said he knew she'd been watching the other night. At least he didn't know she'd been fingering herself in his room last night, as if that preserved a little of her rapidly evaporating dignity.
"Did you let him fuck you, Mom?" he asked pointblank while still stroking his cock.
"No," she lied instantly. In a way, she felt like it wasn't a complete lie. She might've taken Lymon's cock and cum in her slick, perfectly waxed pussy, but she never truly gave herself to her boss. It was her son who was in her heart and mind the whole time.
"Good. I don't want you fucking anyone else."
The tall, svelte beauty was shocked by his possessive attitude, but even more so to find that her pussy throbbed and dripped molten honey in response. She dropped her hand below the table and reached between her legs. The robe fell open a little more as she started rubbing her pussy lips.
"But I'm your mother," she said in a distant voice. "We can never be together ... that way."
"Why shouldn't we? You want it as much as I do."
Barbara ground a finger between her slick sex lips and into her pussy hole. She moaned as her brief reply took shape in her swirling mind. "That would be incest, baby. Incest is a sin."
Levi kept stroking his cock slowly and carefully, holding himself on the edge. "Mom, you never said anything about sin before."
"I -- I never thought about it until ..."
"Until you saw me stroking cock and saying your name?"
Barbara closed her eyes briefly, then opened them again and watched her son's hand glide over his thick shaft. His flesh was now glistening as more and more precum oozed from that mushroom-shaped tip.
"Yes, baby," she confessed. "Not until I saw your cock and call out dirty things you should never, ever say."
Levi groaned and squeezed his rigid cock flesh tighter. His mother was just now seeing how much he loved her watching him. Maybe just watching and being watched would be enough for them without resorting to actual fucking to satisfy themselves. No one could ever come back from anything as wrong as mother-son incest. What they'd been doing so far was already bad enough, but at least she could hold her head up and tell herself she wasn't one of those desperate women who fuck their own sons.
Barbara pushed her chair back from the table and loosened the sash on her robe, letting it fall open. Her tits stood out naked and proud, full and heavy as a pair of small pumpkins with achingly hard, brown nipples jutting toward her son. She also spread her long, toned thighs and gave him a vivid view of her wet, bald pussy. His eyes were burning with lust as he watched her hand move back between her legs to continue massaging her slit. She moaned deeply as she studied her boy's face and the way he was eating her alive with his eyes.
As totally obscene as it was, no one had ever made Barbara feel as beautiful and loving as she felt at that moment. The power of her son's desire was so obvious. The more he loved and needed her, the more she needed him. She realized all the work she'd put in over the years to maintain her striking looks and body were more for him than anyone else. She'd told herself many times that a son as perfect as Levi deserved to have a beautiful mother to be proud of. She never expected it would make him so horny for her, too, but as she fingered her throbbing clit under his steady gaze she couldn't imagine a more intense rush of love and pleasure.
"Come closer, baby," the breathless vixen said. "So we can see each other better."
Levi stepped closer without skipping a stroke. He came closer than his mother thought he would, but the fact that he was standing between her widely parted feet only doubled her arousal. He was almost close enough to actually be fucking her, and that made Barbara gasp and rock her hips needfully as she slid a pair of fingers into her pussy.
"Oh, ohhh, fuck, baby it feels so good!" she crooned. "Do you like Mommy's pussy, darling? Is it smooth and pretty for you?"
Levi grunted and pumped his cock voraciously, but he finally caught his breath. "It's a beautiful pussy, Mommy," he groaned. "It's so fucking perfect."
"Mmmmmm, just like your cock, my lofe," she moaned. "So big. So thick. So hard."
Levi grunted in response, momentarily lost for words. His cock was dripping so much precum now that his stroking fist was almost as loud as his mother's sloshing fingers pumping her sodden snatch. The sound was so obscene, so dirty, and it was making Barbara's pussy throb from the inside out.
"I love that we both shave," she said, her eyes savoring the sight of her son's large, hair-free cock and balls. "Don't you love that, too, baby? Do you love Mommy's bald cunt?"
"Oh, fuck, yes!" Levi howled.
Barbara would've giggled if she hadn't been struggling to breathe. "Ahhhh, it would feel so good pumping in out of me, both of us so slick and smooth, mother and son both shaved bald. But we can never do that, darling. Mommies aren't allowed to fuck their beautiful boys. No matter how much ... oh god, oh fuck ... no matter how much they want to!"
"Fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum!" Levi cried.
Barbara was so excited to see her precious son cum again, this time with a full-on, front row view, that she started to cum before he did. She leaned back against her chair and thrummed her clit hard while pumping those fingers into her slick hole. And before her climax was past, Levi grunted and growled as his cock erupted. Cum spurted out of his pole in such powerful jets that it was landing all over his mother's big, naked tits. For her, the feel of his fresh cum spattering her skin felt like an intimate touch. She savored the warm, gooey feel of his love seed spotting her melons.
Levi staggered back a few steps until he was leaning against the counter again, this time looking stunned and his gooey cock just beginning to soften slightly. His mother was just as stunned. She knew she shouldn't have let things go that far, but she was glowing. The feel of Levi's cum on her skin was amazingly luxurious. She'd never allowed a man to cum on her that way before. It was the kind of thing that made her roll her eyes in the past, but now it felt comforting somehow. The only word that seemed to apply was that it felt like love. Her son's love. The creamy seed of his secret passion dripping over skin. She felt as if she'd been marked. Claimed.
Barbara sighed deeply and began rubbing Levi's cum into her tits with both hands, savoring his love. Savoring the pleasure they never should've felt.
"Baby," she said after a deep, bracing breath, "I can't believe we really did that."
"Me neither. But I'm not sorry, Mom. I love you."
"Ohh, darling, I love you, too. So much. And I'm not sorry, either, but we can't let ourselves lose control like this. We'll just have to cherish this beautiful memory and try to never talk about it."
But even as she spoke the words, Barbara didn't feel them completely, except for the part about how much she loved her gorgeous, delightfully hung son. As her hands slipped over her cum coated tits, she didn't know how she'd ever follow her own advice, especially as she glanced at Levi's only slightly relaxed cock, glistening from his own cum. She let one hand drift closer to her neck where she collected a dollop of sperm onto the tip of a finger. Then she brought that finger to her pussy and rubbed her boy's incestuous cream over sex lips.
A wave of heat washed through her body at the thought of his cum touching his mother's pussy. The wickedly twisted thought of that very same cum spurting deep inside her made her clit ache as hard as it had when her boy first exposed his cock. And he was still exposed, with his briefs still pushed under his balls. She probably should have asked him to cover up, but there was something wicked and beautiful about exposing their fleshy treasures to each other.
"I don't think either of us should ever be with anyone else," he finally said.
"Baby," Barbara hissed softly. "I'm your mother."
"Yeah. And you're the hottest woman I've ever seen. Anytime I go out with a girl I end up just comparing her to you. And then there's always something missing, except with you. You're the only one that's totally right."
"And totally wrong," she pointed out.
Barbara was struggling to keep control. Levi's cock was already beginning to swell back to its former state of hardness, and she couldn't deny how much she loved seeing her man-boy so swollen and ready to love her like a man.
Levi began stroking his cock again while his mother teased her erect clit with a fingertip. She moaned, but she already knew if they let this happen again they wouldn't leave it at simply watching each other.
Exerting willpower she didn't know she had, Barbara pulled her hand away from her pussy and sat upright, closing her long, smooth legs but not bothering to pull her robe closed.
"We -- we can't, baby. We just can't," she said, her voice tight with anguish. Then Levi boldly shoved his briefs all the way down and he rose back upright with his imposing cock swaggering back and forth. His mother couldn't trust herself. Panic overtook her as she realized if she let him get any closer she'd never be able to say no to anything he wanted. He'd want to push that big cock deep inside her pussy and she'd be forever changed by the feel of his throbbing flesh stretching and filling her maternal snatch.



Barbara shot to her feet and muttered a barely intelligible apology as she rushed from the room in a panic. She hurried up the stairs, into her room, and then locked herself into her bathroom. She turned on the shower hotter than usual and got under the spray to wash the sticky residue of her son's cum off her skin, as if that would be enough to wash away the overwhelming love and desire that went with it.
"How could I let this happen?" she asked herself.
She couldn't regret how much she loved her son or treating him as much like a friend as a son. But then, maybe she'd put too much effort in making herself look good enough to make him proud. Maybe she shouldn't have dressed in ways to highlight her huge, still firm and shapely tits. And her long, toned dancer's legs and ass. Had all her skirts and dresses been too short or too lowcut for the single mother of an only son? Had she savored his admiring looks more than she should?
The answer kept coming up yes. "Oh my god, what a terrible mother I've been," she told herself in a moment of despair.
Tears ran down her face as she stood there under the running water, lathering her luscious body with floral scented body wash. Despite her tortured feelings, her pussy was still so aroused from what happened in the kitchen. It felt good to run her hands over her body and her tears slowly ebbed away. In the end, there was nothing about her son she didn't love or feel proud of, and that included the hard, extraordinary cock jutting up from his loins. It made her proud to think of the way he made girls swoon. She imagined how easily he could satisfy their hot, juicing young cunts with that luscious piece of man flesh between his strong legs.
It was extremely rare that Barbara would masturbate twice in the same morning, but she soon had her fingers back in her pussy as she replayed their illicit adventure in the kitchen. As she drove herself toward another climax, she started to regret washing away the remains of her son's cum. With her pussy aching and squeezing around her pumping fingers, she could only imagine the thrill of wearing her boy's seed on her skin through the entire day. She came almost as hard as she had in the kitchen.
Later, Barbara could hear Levi using the shower in the hallway. She wanted to go to him and apologize for having to remind him of the boundaries between them, but he was still showering and the idea rehashing the obvious simply made her sad.
Both mother and son were quiet and moody the rest of the day. They didn't talk about what happened, but it was clearly on both of their minds. Barbara knew she only made things worse when she opted to wear a body-molding pair of yoga shorts and a pale yellow tank top that left much of her bra-free cleavage on display. After her shower, she knew it would've been wiser to dress more carefully, but after denying the deeper pleasures they both wanted she decided she was at least going to indulge in her son's avid attention.
It wasn't surprising how Levi could barely take his eyes off his stacked and elegant mother all day. There were a few times she felt bad about teasing him, but she was growing addicted to the adrenaline rush she got when his eyes consumed her magnificent form like he wanted to ravage her without mercy. There were also a few times where her tease backfired and she spotted the bulge of her son's erect cock. It only made her want to see his amazing staff in the flesh again. She longed to hold it, to feel and taste it, to feel it between her generous tits and even more.
It also seemed as if each of them were waiting for the other to be the first to say something about what happened. Barbara almost broke down more than once, but she was sure her call for restraint had been the right idea. She shouldn't have even been thinking the things she had about her son. Doing such things was unthinkable, no matter how much of the day she spent with a nagging, wet pussy. The next day, Sunday, she wouldn't tease her son so badly and that would make things easier on both of them. Maybe there was a chance things could even go back to normal.
Barbara could've changed into something more conservative any time, but that would only point out she was actively teasing and aware of his admiring gaze. By the time they finished dinner and sat in the living room to watch TV, Barbara was relieved the day was almost over. The living room was dimly lit in addition to the glow of the TV, so the impressive beauty was beginning to feel less exposed. Levi was still casting plenty of looks at her succulent tits and legs, but at least he was paying attention to the TV some of the time.
Barbara sat on the couch while her son was in the easy chair angled at the opposite end. She started to relax and shifted position so she was half lying against the couch arm with her feet extended to the floor. She was half engaged in the movie and didn't realize her son had been staring at her for the past ten minutes. He suddenly jarred her from the movie.
"Mom. Stand up for me, please," he said out of the blue.
His voice sounded a little tentative. Barbara registered the words but somehow missed the overall meaning.
"Excuse me, Sweetie?"
"I said -- stand up for me, please." His voice was more assured this time and the tone set his mother's nerves tingling. He was slouched low in his chair with his knees apart, and there was that mouth-watering bulge at his crotch that Barbara was growing all too used to seeing.
"I don't know," she said haltingly. "It sounds like ..."
"Like I want to check you out?"
"Umm, yeah."
"That's because I do, Mom. I've been looking at you all day and you know it. But now I want to really look at you without having to pretend I'm not."
Levi let his hand drift over the bulge in his shorts, gently rubbing and squeezing his cock through the material. Barbara's nipples felt like they suddenly burst into flame as she stared.
"Darling, you know I love you, but ... I think maybe you're letting what happened this morning affect your judgement."
"Definitely."
Barbara hesitated, weighing the pros and cons of doing as her son was asking.
"Please, Mom," Levi added a moment later, though his tone didn't make it sound like a request.
Barbara found herself rising to her feet while the debate was still going back and forth in her mind.
"Well, since you said please," she said, trying to salvage a semblance of choice in the matter.
She was fully aware of the rigid dents her nipples were making in her scant top. Her pulse elevated as she noticed his hand give his cock an extra squeeze. She pulled in a deep breath and pushed her immense tits forward, making them bulge a little further over the upper hem of her lowcut top.
"Turn around for me, Mom."
The "for me" part hit a nerve. She cared less and less how wrong what they were doing was. She hadn't accepted the possible consequences, but she stopped thinking about them.
"Just for you, baby. I'd never do this for anyone else."
"Good, because I don't want anyone else to see you like this."
It wasn't as if Barbara didn't know what it was like to be with a possessive man, but having her son treat her like she belonged to him brought unexpected tingles to her pussy. The growing heat between her thighs clouded her judgement. She ran her hand over her bulging tits, dragging her top even lower. Then she turned around and gave her son a look at her taut, shapely ass in her yoga shorts. She stopped and rolled her hips in a wide circle, like a stripper holding on to an imaginary pole. The shorts molded into the cleft between her sculpted cheeks, highlighting their shape perfectly. Bending over, Barbara was sure her son could make out the crease of her overheated camel toe.
She heard him groan, "fuck yes," which put a coy smile on her face. It now felt like a challenge to see if she could make his surprisingly calm, assured tone of voice crack with need. Everything about him was hot and sexy, but the hottest thing of all was his intense desire for her, the one woman he should never have. Yet he kept on talking as if she were his property.
"Okay, Mom, turn around and face me again," he called out, his voice sounding like a command.
Barbara stood upright and composed herself, ridding her face of her smile before turning to face her young Adonis. When she turned back, Levi's shorts were on the floor by his feet. He was only wearing his T shirt now, and his enormous cock was jutting upward as he stroked it with his fist. Barbara gasped in surprise, which brought a smug grin to her son's face. She fought to compose herself, not wanting to appear too submissive to her own son. She was the parent here, after all. Nature dictated it should be the other way around.
"I guess you liked that," she pointed out with a wicked smile, nodding toward the highly aroused cock in his stroking hand.
"I loved it," he told her. "But now I want you to take off that top and show me your tits like you did this morning. I've been thinking about them all day."
"You liked seeing Mommy's tits, did you?"
"They're fucking gorgeous."
"Hmm, such a dirty mouth on my nice boy. Didn't Mommy teach you not to use dirty words around a lady?"
Levi grinned, but before he had a chance to say anything, his mother took hold of the bottom edge of her top and pulled it upward, exposing her glorious melons as she rid herself of the garment. She tossed it on the floor and squared her shoulders, rocking them back and forth to shake her tits for her adoring son. He moaned as he stared in awe, his hand never leaving his fat column of man flesh. The bold lust in his eyes made his mother's slit quiver with a rush of heat that left her dizzy.
As beautiful and sumptuously built as she was, Barbara had never felt as hot and desirable as she did now. She was used to men looking at her like horny beasts, but they meant nothing to her. Her son was so much more handsome and desirable, and yet he was the only one who should never look at her with desire. But he did anyway, as if he didn't care about the rules. His desire was so strong that he was now openly stroking his cock before her for the second time that day.
She took a deep breath, bracing her nerves yet pushing out her tits at the same time. "I suppose you want me to take my shorts off too," she managed to say in a teasing tone.
"Mom, you're psychic," he said with a grin.
Barbara giggled. "Not exactly hard to guess."
She turned her back to her son again and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her shorts. She wasn't sure if she was ready. Revealing her ass and pussy to her son was so much more intimate than playfully shaking her naked tits. Sure, she'd exposed her pussy to him that morning, even fingered herself for him, but that had been unplanned. Yet she knew he was right behind her running his hand up and down that gorgeous cock of his. And she loved knowing he was rock hard just for her. Her pussy was growing hotter by the second. Despite her moment of hesitation, she knew she was going through with stripping naked for her son no matter what.
Slowly, Barbara began to pull her shorts down over her ass. She bent over just as slowly, dragging out the inevitable reveal of her entire body. Her heart started to race as she heard Levi moan, know his hand was wrapped nice and tight around his substantial cock. She'd never done this for anyone else before, even though more than a few men had asked. Part of her felt like a teasing slut, but the other part felt like a loving mom giving her boy the most special gift a woman has.
The scant shorts slid slowly down Barbara's incredible legs. As she bent lower, she was aware of the way her glistening pussy was peeking out at her son from between her upper thighs. There's no way he would miss the wet sheen coating his mother's sex lips. They felt like they were quivering just from his intensely gazing eyes.
When the shorts finally reached her ankles, Barbara lifted each foot in turn to free them, but she wasn't ready to stand back upright. While still bending down, she worked her feet further and further apart, until her pussy was more fully exposed. Then she reached behind and pulled her ass cheeks apart to reveal the sight of her puckered starbud.
"Oh god, I feel like such a slut," she admonished herself silently. This was already a whole other world compared to that morning. She was now fully naked and bent over while deliberately exposing her tiny asshole to a member of the opposite sex. A member who also happened to be her own flesh and blood.
"Fuck," Levi muttered from behind her. "You are so fucking hot."
"You like it, baby? Do you like seeing both of Mommy's holes?"
"Mmmmmmm," he groaned in response. "It looks so good, Mom. Your body is so fucking perfect. Even your asshole is perfect."
She wanted to rise back up and face him to see how hard his eager cock looked, but she gave him a couple more uninterrupted minutes to appreciate his luscious mommy's asshole and pussy. Still holding her ass open, she rocked and ground her hips as well as she could from that position, bringing deeper, hornier sounding moans from her lover.
"My lover?" she asked herself. Referring to Levi that way only made her pussy drip harder.
Barbara finally stood back up and turned to face the horny young man in the easy chair. His T shirt was now on the floor next to his chair. She uttered a small gasp of surprise at seeing him naked, even though this morning she'd already seen him practically naked with just his boxer briefs pushed down past his cock. But Barbara immediately decided she liked it much better seeing him with absolutely nothing on. He obviously liked seeing her fully naked, too, from the way his eyes were devouring her tall, busty body.
She cupped her big, weighty tits with each of her hands and toyed with her luscious melons, squeezing and kneading them as her son watched and continued stroking his boldly exposed erection. The woman's mouth watered over the sight of that man sized piece of flesh. She wanted to feel it between her supple lips and make her baby man moan with hot need, but she was so unsure of what to do next. This was her son, and she'd been trained all of her life to not desire him. Yet the thought of him as her lover had her entire body quivering. She now couldn't look at him without seeing him as both her lover and her son. The two roles were merging into one, and that was making his mother's cunt dribble like a broken faucet.
Unsure of what else to do, Barbara sat down on the end of the coffee table in front of the couch, facing Levi. She spread her long legs and gave him a beautiful view of her bald, sweetly open pussy. Her hand went between her thighs as she started to massage her intensely aroused pussy lips, taking time to grind her fingertips over her swollen clit. It felt so good, even more so with Levi watching. And after what they did that morning, it actually felt familiar, like they were still on safe ground. But after a couple of minutes of watching each other masturbate, Levi got up from his chair, his enormous hard on swinging back and forth as he approached his mom.
Barbara's heart felt like it went faster with each step closer her son took, until he was standing right in front of her. His ravenous cock was now dangling mere inches begore her face. Her body was on autopilot as she reached up to hold her son's engorged meat. It was absolutely the only thing to do under the current circumstances, and she savored Levi's moan as much as the way his hot, pulsing sex rod felt in her hand.
"Fuuuuck, yessss," Levi groaned as his mother began stroking the length of his shaft.
Barbara wouldn't have believed she was really doing it if it weren't for the fact that she was stroking her son's erection right in front of her own face. She felt hypnotized as she her hand slid along the girth of his manly pole. It was the most beautiful cock she'd ever seen. Being her beloved son's cock, she might've been biased on that point, but there was no denying it was also the biggest she'd ever held in her hand. Both the size and beauty of Levi's swollen organ entranced her as she watched her hand skim back and forth over his shaft. There was already precum coating the large, bulbous head, and Barbara leaned forward to lick it up before she knew what she was doing.
The more precum Barbara licked off her son's cock, the more it seemed to keep dripping out. She held him steady and lapped all around the blunt tip of his throbbing pole while he sighed with pleasure and gazed down at her in awe.
"Oh yesssssssssssuck it, Mom," he groaned. "Suck that fucking cock."
She instantly took his fat bone into her mouth and began sucking and rolling her tongue over his tangy man flesh. His moans deepened as she licked and sucked at the same time, taking him deeper, until her lips reached the edge of her hand. That was as much as she could take in her mouth and she began stroking her hand and mouth along his shaft at the same time. He groaned and sighed as he started to rock his hips in counterpoint with her lips and hand.
"Fuck, Mommmm, fuck, that feels so good. I can't believe you're so good at this," he said in a half growl.
Barbara felt a swirl of emotions as she eagerly pleased her baby boy's ravenous cock. What kind of slut fucks her boss and then sucks her son's cock barely twenty-four hours later? But did it make her a slut if she was making love to that cock? Even if she was forbidden that man-taste she was savoring like candy? The other part of her felt like a beautiful angel, yet she wanted to be both for him. She wanted to give him so much he would never seek his pleasure from anyone but her.
She felt his fingers weave into her raven tresses while her head bobbed back and forth, her sloppy mouth beginning to make slurpy sucking sounds. Never before had she felt transported into an erotic trance just from sucking a man's cock, but then, she'd never sucked her son's cock. It was automatically the best and worst thing she'd ever done. Yet she knew she was made for this. She was made to please him in every way a woman could please a man. She had no more questions or guilt. No more hesitation. Her suck-stroke combination grew faster and hungrier while that granite column of man heat throbbed in her mouth like a bomb about to explode.
Barbara's heart pounded as she serviced that luscious cock, fully expecting to be rewarded with a bursting mouthful of warm, tangy cum, but Levi pulled away before giving her what she wanted. Her hand was still wrapped around the base of his shank as she looked up at him, confused.
"Don't you wanna cum in Mommy's mouth, baby?" she asked.
"Fuck yes, Mom, but not yet."
He quickly leaned over and kissed her. It wasn't a rough kiss but not gentle, either. He was insistent, pushing his tongue into his mother's readily opening lips where both tongues met in a writhing dance of loving hunger. Barbara felt herself swoon as she found herself kissing him back in a way she barely dared dream about. And then suddenly there were his large, strong hands cupping her weighty tits, hefting and squeezing them. When he gripped each of her rigid nipples between his fingers she felt the sensations ripple all the way to her aching pussy.
Barbara lost track of how long their illicit kiss went on, but it was long enough for Levi to lower one hand from a boob toward her dripping pussy. She gasped into his mouth when she felt his finger rake along her gooey slit. Then, as he stroked her slit and teased her slippery hole she started gasping too hard to keep kissing him. She looked up at him in awe, amazed by his skill at fingering her just the way she loved to feel it. Then she actually fell backward, catching herself by putting her hands backward on the table when he slid his finger into her cunt hole and gave her G spot a teasing rub.



Levi grinned at his mother when he slipped his finger out of his mother's pussy. She whimpered and pouted, but he told her to lie back on the table and got onto his knees on the carpet. He pushed her legs up and apart and she held them in place for him as he lowered his face to her pussy.
"Fuck, that's a gorgeous pussy, Mom," he said huskily.
Then she felt her son's tongue explore her slippery twat. The wet, agile slide of her baby's tongue made his stunning mommy's spine arch as she pulled in loud gasps with each lap. She didn't think it was possible for him to lick her fast enough to keep up with her molten flow of sex honey, but he was sure trying his best. He teased her hole with both tongue and fingers, until he had her clit between his sucking lips and two fingers slipping and sliding in and out of her chunnel.
Barbara was breathless over the fact that her son consciously scraped over her G spot with every thrust of his fingers. Combined with the way he was suckling her clit, he was quickly driving her pleasure beyond levels she'd ever felt before. Maybe it was because of the way he took his time pleasing her clit and hole the way men even twice his age never had. Or maybe it was because he loved her so much he devoured her pussy like he needed her love juice as much as he needed air. Then again, maybe it was because he was her son and the excitement of his devoted pussy love gave her the most forbidden pleasure.
When she started to cum, Barbara melted into the table and let the tide of pleasures rush through her. Levi kept slurping and fingering her until she came again. Then he pulled his fingers from her pussy and carefully slid one of them into her asshole, making her cry out in surprise. The finger had been well lubed inside her pussy, and now it was letting her tight hole adjust while Levi drove his tongue into his mother's fuck hole. He alternated between tongue fucking her pussy and sucking her clit while he gradually slipped his finger in and out of her chute with slowly increasing speed.
When Barbara climaxed again her spine arched up from the table as her body went tense with electrical jolts of ecstasy.
Levi slowly pulled his finger out of his mother's ass and tenderly kissed her ravaged slit and starbud before standing up. In the dizzy aftermath of three, hard orgasms, she found herself gazing up at her son like she had no idea who this young man was. Where did he come by these magic abilities to make his mommy feel like a love goddess?
Levi looked a little bit stunned himself, as if he had no idea his mother was going to cum so hard and passionately. But his cock was ragingly hard, and his hand was again around his shaft and stroking his marble flesh. She knew what her man-boy needed more than anything. It was already too late to go back to what they were before this morning anyway, and she needed to feel that hot tool drive into her mother-hole just as much as he needed to shove it there.
Barbara gathered her wits enough to stand up from table. As she moved toward the couch, it felt as some other woman was inside her making her gestures and motions for her. Yet it was she herself, Levi's own loving mother, who knew he would always need his mother, his woman, to give him at least two kinds of love: the pure kind, full of adoration and devotion, and the filthy kind, full of whorish, incestuous need for the driving cock that would make her feel whole.
She sat down on the arm of the sofa. It wasn't the most comfortable position, but it brought her pussy to just the right height. She scooched forward so her ass and slit were at the edge of the couch arm. Her torso was slightly turned so she could brace herself against the back of the couch. She planted one foot up on the cushions while the other stayed planted on the floor. Her raw, dripping slit was wide open and ready for her son.
"Come get it, baby," she cooed. "Come give Mommy that big, gorgeous cock. Give it to me just as hard as you want, darling. Don't you wanna own Mommy's cunt?"
"Oh, yessssss," he growled, stepping close to her. "I need it, Mom. No one else is ever going to have this pussy again."
Barbara smiled with satisfaction yet felt her eyes threaten to spill over with tears of love. But she suddenly moaned and went glassy eyed when he pushed the end of his cock between her sodden cunt lips.
"I can't believe this is finally happening," Levi said breathlessly as he worked his cock deeper into his mother's pussy with short but gentle thrusts. She was so wet it didn't take much effort to finally bury the full length of his rod into her hole. She moaned more deeply with every inch that filled her. "God, if you only knew how many times I've thought about this."
"I'm yours now, baby," Barbara cooed. "Fuck me. Fuck me like I'm all yours."
"Ohhhh fuck!" he cried out just as he started to glide his rigid prick in and out of his beautiful mother's clasping hole.
Barbara watched him, barely believing her own eyes. He grabbed onto her hips, helping to steady her in her precarious position and started pumping his meat harder into her slick snatch. Her immense tits heaved wildly to the force of his thrusts. She felt as if she were now in a full-on trance fueled by lust for the thick pole stroking the walls of her cavern.
"Pump it, baby, pump your mommy," the stunning MILF whimpered between breaths.
"Ohhh, Mom, fuck!" Levi cried. "Your pussy feels so fucking good! So fucking perfect!"
"Take it, baby! Make it yours! Fuck it!" she suddenly screamed. "Oh my fucking GOD you make it feel so FULL!"
Levi started pumping the lady's pussy so hard the couch started rocking with his thrusts. His mother was stunned to see the look of pure rapture on his face as he strained to give her long, desperate thrusts of throbbing meat. She never had to doubt that the pleasure he was getting from her pussy was easily equal to the hot pleasure she was getting from his cock.
She wanted to tell him how much she loved the perfect pounding of his voracious cock, but she was beyond the ability to speak now. He fucked her through two orgasms that made her tense and wail without restraint. Then she focused on squeezing her inner muscles to milk the impending eruption of cum from his glorious cock.
"Mom, fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he growled.
"Do it inside me, baby! Fill Mommy's cunt with that hot, juicy man-love!"
In his excitement, Levi could only utter a garbled response as he pounded that hot, squelching love hole with a vengeance. He wailed at the top of his lungs when the squirting gush of spunk lashed out of his stalk and spurted deeply into his mother's still fertile womb.
After his eruption, Levi very gradually slowed his wet thrusts down until he was just holding his cock inside her without moving. When he finally started to soften, he slipped his rod free of her body's grasp. They settled together onto the couch and held each other for a long time, kissing and caressing each other just as they'd always wished they could.
Everything had changed now. Both mother and son were perfectly aware of it, and neither of them would ever look back. Their love would always be a closely guarded secret from the world. Out in the light of day, they would always be a loving but proper mother and son. But their home would always be their own domain where they would go on to live as they truly wished, as a man and woman who took what they needed most in life: each other.
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Teri had never fingered her pussy so much as while she was away at her first year of college. As if that weren't bad enough, she never expected to go back home for the summer still a virgin after her freshman year, but that's exactly what happened.
The soon-to-be nineteen year old had had enough fingers and toys in her young pussy to be ready for any hard cock that came along. But none came along that met her approval. Not the cocks, necessarily, but the guys they were attached to. There were a few she liked okay, but none of them impressed her as deserving to be her first lover.
Teri was a pretty girl with a tightly compact body. She had long, light brown hair, and her legs and ass were shapely and firm from years of playing volleyball. She didn't have the biggest boobs in the world, but she could overflow a B cup bra quite nicely. It wasn't as if she were so full of herself as to be overly picky, she just wanted her first time to be with someone who'd make it a special. Someone she felt deserved everything she had to offer. Despite how horny the pretty freshman got, she was determined to make sure any cock going inside her would belong to someone who loved her. Or at the very least, someone who really really liked her.
It wouldn't have been so frustrating except for having a horny roommate who brought guys to their room to fuck whether Teri was there or not, and she did it at least twice a week. Sara was fucking four different guys in rotation along with a number of one-night stands, and Teri would lie in her bed listening, usually watching, too, while her roommate got down on her knees and sucked their cocks before getting on her bed and spreading her legs for them. The young brunette always ended up with her fingers between her legs driving away the sexual frustration that was only building higher and higher.
But of all the different guys Sara fucked, none of them ever spent the night or lay in bed afterward cuddling with her. The most loving words the blonde ever received afterwards were something like: "Oh yeah, that was hot, babe. You really made me cum good." That wasn't what Teri wanted no matter how bad the ache in her pussy got. Sara didn't seem to mind, though. She was getting all she wanted from her horny male visitors, even though Teri knew her roommate wanted something more than those college boys were giving her.
Now that Teri was back home with her father for the summer, her condition only went from bad to worse.
She had always been a daddy's girl through and through, but she never imagined that just being too close to her sweet, handsome father would be enough to make her pussy ache and feel moist. But that was the way things had been going in the couple of weeks since she got back from campus. He was probably the sexiest man she ever knew, and he was so much nicer to a girl than any of the guys she met at college. In fact, those pleasurable feelings for her own dad started even before she came home for the summer. He was the standard she expected the boys at school to live up to, and that was why they always came up lacking.
Many times while lying in her bed on campus listening to her roommate getting fucked, hearing the hot moans of pleasure from merely a few feet away, Teri's thoughts started to drift to her father, Sam. At first, it was just because he was the first person she thought of when she wished she could tell someone about the weird, sexually frustrating situation she was in. Yet she didn't know how she could tell her own father about something that sexual. She got along perfectly well with her roommate otherwise, but the other girl's carefree sexual appetites drove the brunette crazy.
One night when Teri was listening to them and thinking of how she wished she could talk to her dad, her thoughts started to blur until she found herself fingering her pussy while she thought about him.
The coed thought she must be going crazy after making herself cum as hard as she could remember with thoughts of her father running through her mind. To make matters even worse, Sara and the guy who was there that night had heard her cum. They tried not to embarrass her, but Teri knew they were whispering about it after having their own climaxes.
Teri thought getting back home with Sam would make it easier. She'd thought being around her father again would naturally make it feel like he was just a normal dad, but just the opposite was happening. Her feelings for him were only getting deeper and more intense.
There were too many other changes going on that worked against her going back to her "normal feelings". First of all, Sam was recently divorced from Teri's mom, and living on his own in a condo he was renting from a business associate. It was a nice, modern place, still with plenty of room even though it wasn't as much room as they had in the house where Teri had grown up. And since Sam was able to do a lot of his work from home, he was around enough to make his daughter feel spoiled with attention. He genuinely loved spending time with his pretty daughter, and even in that first couple of weeks she was back he took her out to dinner four times and to a couple of movies.
Teri was happier than ever having her father pretty much to herself. She got along well enough with her mother, but they'd never been all that close, and she could see that separating was the best thing for both of them. But as much time and attention as Teri was getting from her father, he was also beginning to go out on dates again, and there were just as many nights he was out with some other girl.
One thing Teri noticed right away was that her father was dating girls who were much younger than her mother. Some were almost her age, and they were always petite, curvy brunettes like her. Her father definitely had a type, and it made the coed's pulse race to realize she was it. Yet it didn't take her very long to realize none of these girls were satisfying her favorite man in the world.
First of all, Sam never went out with the same girl more than a few times. On top of that, he was still jerking off every day, despite having no shortage of dates with pretty, young ladies like his daughter. Teri knew what his long sessions in the bathroom were all about, and sometimes she could even hear him grunting and moaning through the door. She knew it was a horrible thing to do, but she stayed close to the door and listened to him every time. She couldn't help herself. Listening to her father's hot moans of pleasure made her pulse race and her pussy ached until she was dripping. She ended up in her own room with her agile fingers in her pussy every time.
And one night, right around the middle of Teri's third week back home, her father brought one of his dates home and they had sex in his bedroom. Teri could hear everything. Of course she was standing at his bedroom door at the time, dressed in nothing but panties and the T shirt she'd taken from his room to sleep in. Despite feeling a huge wave of jealousy for the girl in her father's bedroom, Teri's pussy was soon dripping wet as she listened to her gasp and moan with pleasure.
Her father was obviously making the girl feel incredible. And what Teri heard through the door paralyzed her where she stood. "Oh, yes, Daddy, fuck me. Fuck your horny little girl," the girl started moaning over and over.
Teri could hear her father's grunts of need grow deeper and louder. "Fuck, yes," baby girl, the man growled. "Daddy loves that tight little pussy so much. You're such a good girl for Daddy!"
Teri gasped louder than she meant to as she pushed her fingers into her pussy hole and listened to that kinky slut call her father the name she'd always assumed was only for his real daughter to call him. It was the first time she could remember masturbating standing up, and she finger fucked herself to at least two orgasms by the time her dad and his slutty little bimbo companion were finished.
Teri snuck back to her room and heard them leave late at night while Sam drove the girl back to wherever she lived. She took off her father's T shirt and played with her smooth, firm tits while she used the other hand to bring her still wet pussy to another delicious climax.
She was still awake a little bit later when her father came back home by himself. He went back to his bedroom while Teri got back up and went to his door again. This time, all she was wearing were the heavily soiled panties she already had three orgasms in. She was thinking about knocking on her father's door when she heard the familiar sounds he made when he was stroking his cock. Teri was amazed. He'd just finished a long fuck session with a girl who was almost her age barely an hour ago, and now his cock was obviously up and aching for more.
Despite what she'd heard, Teri's dad wasn't getting everything he needed from the girls he was going out with. And while she listened to him bring himself to another climax, she fingered her pussy all over again, carefully timing her orgasm to peak at the same time as his. When she heard him call out her name at his climax, she was stunned yet cumming more intensely than ever at the same time, forcing herself to be quiet.
"Oh god, baby, Teri, I love you so much. Ohh fuck, you're gonna make Daddy cummmm," she could hear her father moan through his bedroom door.
She stood there for a long time after. Her legs felt too shaky to walk back to her room while it remained quiet in her father's room. As if Sam's choice of petite, young brunettes with athletic asses and legs wasn't enough, hearing him call out her name during his orgasm confirmed what Teri had only suspected before now. Her father had the same feelings for her that she had for him.
They both slept late the next morning. When Teri got up and went to find her father in the kitchen, there was a pot of coffee brewing and he was cooking up some eggs and potatoes for breakfast. He smiled when he saw her, stopping what he was doing to give her a quick kiss on the cheek and say good morning. He was acting like everything in the world was just hunky-dory, but she felt like her entire world had changed.
Teri sat at the island counter with her father's T shirt barely covering her panties and waited for him to serve some breakfast. He was only wearing a T shirt, too, and a pair of tight boxer briefs, his usual morning attire. Gazing absently at the bulge in his briefs, she thought about the way he said he loved her when he was making himself cum the night before. It made her smile, but she also felt a huge twinge of jealousy when she thought of the way he'd been fucking another girl who looked like her not so long before that. Her father's awkward behavior also made her think he was aware of how loud the girl had been last night in his bedroom. He proved her suspicion before he finished cooking.
"How'd you sleep, sweetheart?" he asked with a guilty look on his face.
"So-so. It took me kind of a long time to get to sleep," she said a little pointedly.
"Oh, hmm, I see." Then Sam frowned, seeming to consider something. "I'm sorry if my, uhh, guest and I made any noise."
Teri almost giggled at the way her father stumbled over the words, but she scowled just as quickly when she thought of some strange whore calling the man in her life by the name that was meant for her only.
"Maybe a little," the girl said evasively.
Sam's face went red. "I'm sorry about that, sweetie. It was thoughtless of me to bring that, I mean her, home where you could be exposed to something you shouldn't."
"It's alright, Dad," she said wistfully. "You deserve to have a good time." But not with somebody else, she added silently.
Yet Sam still looked concerned. He took a deep breath and then just asked her point blank. "How much did you hear, exactly?"
Teri felt her face flush with heat. She knew she must've been red as a beet. Now her father had to know she'd heard much more than she should have. Even he was blushing.
"I could just tell your, uh, friend was having a good time," Teri said. But it was too late. Her father already figured out how much she heard.
"I'm sorry you heard that, honey," he said softly. "It's just that ... well ... apparently my date last night has certain ... issues."
As nervous and jealous as the conversation was making Teri, the way her father was stumbling over his words made her smile. She nearly giggled out loud.
"You mean daddy issues, don't you ... Daaaaddy?"
"Uh, right. Right," Sam nodded almost like one of her professors when she got an answer right in class. "Whatever you might've heard, honey, or thought you heard, it didn't mean anything serious. It was just a playful, spur-of-the-moment kind of thing."
"Okay, Dad. Sure," Teri said quietly, thinking more about what she heard her father say later, after he came back from taking the girl home. That's what she wanted to talk about the most. Her pussy quivered and felt warm as she remembered the way he called out her name as he lay in bed stroking his cock. How could he have been so horny he needed to jerk off right after fucking a girl who was practically her age?
"I'm glad you understand," he said.
"Mhm. Sure."
Sam then brought two plates of scrambled eggs and bacon to the counter top. They sat on opposite sides eating in silence. Teri kept stealing awkward glances at him and caught him doing the same thing to her. The more she thought about what she'd heard, the more she wanted to get her father to say more about it. She certainly knew him well enough to know when he was holding something back, as if the way he kept sneaking looks at the dents of her nipple erections wasn't enough. Very carefully, she slipped her left hand onto her lap and surreptitiously cupped her pussy mound through her panties, giving herself a private squeeze.
Teri nearly moaned out loud. The pressure to get off felt like it had been building forever. And as she thought about the way her father had always made her feel, she realized that wasn't so far from the truth. She had her own daddy issues to worry about, or in her case, dad issues.
"Daddy?" she finally said softly, bringing the hand from her pussy back on top of the counter before she made things worse.
"Yes, sweetie?" he replied cautiously.
Teri took a deep breath and just let it out. "I heard what you said later. After you took your little slut home."
Sam froze. His face practically turned purple. Teri's heart was pounding as she wondered if she might've gone too far. Except she knew it wasn't some other Teri her father had called out to last night. The last thing she wanted to do was embarrass her dad. Quite the opposite, in fact. She only wanted him to know his pretty daughter felt the same way. It sure didn't seem like that was as bad as everyone said it was supposed to be. Besides, half of her friends had told her they'd fuck her dad at the drop of a hat.
"I'm sorry about that," Sam finally said. "I thought you were sleeping. Can you ever forgive me, sweetie? Maybe even forget what you heard and we could go along like it never happened?"
Teri didn't want her father to feel bad, and the last thing she wanted was to pretend it never happened. What she really wanted was for him to know just how hard her pulse was pounding with nervous excitement. Even more, she wanted him to know how achingly hot her pussy felt. She knew she had the upper hand at the moment, but the most experience she'd had with men so far was what she'd gotten to watch her roommate do all year. It was so frustrating! A girl as hot looking as Teri should have more confidence than she was feeling.
"Uh, Dad, what if I can't forget it?" she asked shyly.
"Then I'd feel like the worst father in the world," he said, ashamed of himself.
"I'd hate that, Dad. 'Cuz, really, you're the best father in the world. Back when I was thirteen I even gave you a coffee a mug that says so."
Sam couldn't help smiling. He had been drinking his morning coffee from that mug every day since his sweet little girl had given it to him. In fact, it was even sitting in front of him on the counter top now.
"How did I ever deserve to have a daughter as sweet and beautiful as you?"
"Cuz you're the one who made me that way, Daddy." The perky college girl was feeling more confidence. "And you've always been so good to me. If anything, I think you deserve even more."
"What's that supposed to mean?" her father asked with a confused look that nearly made her giggle.
Teri took a deep breath to build up her courage. Painfully aware of the damp spot in the gusset of her panties, she slid off her stool and walked around the island counter to her father's stool. She went close enough so the front of her body was touching his knees.
"It means, Dad, that you deserve to have what I heard you saying last night." Her hand was trembling, but she reached for the bare part of her father's leg, just resting her hand there at first. Sam didn't do anything to stop her.
"That would be wrong, baby girl. So wrong. I'm so sorry you had to hear me say those things. It's not right for me to think of you like that."
"I'm glad I heard you, Daddy. I want you thinking of me that way. Now I know I'm not the only one who has those wrong feelings."
The girl's father looked stunned and took a moment to recover. But by then, Teri took the chance of a lifetime and moved her hand all the way up her father's muscular thigh until she was cupping his cock and balls through his briefs. The excitement of touching anyone's cock, let alone the father she'd adored all her life, overpowered her natural disbelief. She gently squeezed and explored the feel of his meat through the thin layer of cloth, and he instantly started growing thicker. Teri was beside herself as she realized her father's cock was responding to her touch.
"Honey, there are lots of dads and daughters who have feelings like ours. It's just that we can't act on them. It would be really bad to do that." Yet despite what he said, Sam made no move to push his daughter's hand away from his cock.
"I don't see why, Dad," she replied, letting her fingers explore the quickly growing shaft in the man's briefs. Teri's nipples were so hard and achy now they felt like they could explode at any second. "I know you love me. And you know darn well I love you so much more than any of those sluts you bring home."
Sam sighed, surrendering to the pleasure of his daughter's caressing touch. Teri couldn't believe the man's dick was still growing. He wasn't even fully extended yet but he was already bigger than any of the guys she saw fuck Sara. It made her feel proud of her father, and in spite of her jealousy, she could see why so many girls her age were perfectly happy to fuck him. But she didn't want her father going to other girls when she was the one he really wanted.
"Baby, I'm your father," he said. "People just don't do this sort of thing."
"I bet some people do." The cock under Teri's hand was fully engorged now. It felt like the hardest thing the girl ever touched, and she was no longer satisfied to just feel it through her dad's underwear.
"Yes, sweetie, they do. Sometimes. But it's bad. Really really bad."
The way his daughter's pussy was churning with wet heat felt anything except bad. "Does me touching your cock feel bad, Daddy?" she asked sweetly.
"God, no, baby, it feels ... oh fuck, it feels amazing. But we really shouldn't do this."
Teri's response was to pull on the waistband of her dad's underwear. "Let me take these off you, Daddy. I'll make it feel even better, I promise."
Sam briefly lifted his ass off the seat so Teri could work his briefs down past his knees. They fell as far as his ankles and he kicked them away. Teri felt like she was in a trance as she gazed at her father's fully exposed, fully excited erection. She took the thick shaft in her hand and squeezed, testing its hardness. It felt so rigid yet so silky and hot, and the groan of pleasure her father made caused the girl's pulse to beat even harder.



Teri began slipping her hand up and down her father's cock just the way she'd watched Sara do it, not to mention the dozens of porn videos she'd seen. Her father's moan of approval gave her even more confidence.
"Isn't it better having me do this for you than one of your whores, Dad?"
"Yes, but ... baby, it's so wrong," he groaned weakly, leaning back and watching in awe as his own daughter stroked his massively swollen prick.
"No, Daddy, it's not," the girl frowned, refusing to believe him. "I know you've thought about me doing this, haven't you?"
"Yes, okay, I admit it. I have. But ..."
"But I love you, Daddy. And, ummm, god, I love your cock, too," she giggled. "It's even bigger and nicer than it was in my mind."
Teri kept stroking her father's cock until he started leaking precum out of the head. Once it started it seemed like it was never going to stop. The clear goo dribbled onto the girl's hand and she spread it up and down her dad's pole, making him moan and sigh even more as she stroked his slippery flesh. Her pussy was aching beyond her wildest dreams as she soaked through the crotch of her tiny panties.
With her free hand, she lifted her shirt up above her braless tits. Pert and shapely, Teri's boobs were between a B and C cup, depending on where she got her bras. She wished they were bigger, but the way her father was now staring at them made her feel beautiful.
"It's okay if you wanna feel my titties, Dad. I know you want to. You've thought about it, right?" she said.
"Baby, they're so beautiful," he said, reaching for the beautifully displayed mounds.
He cupped and squeezed his daughter's supple flesh, groaning as she continued stroking his cock. Teri whimpered and cooed when she felt his strong hands fondling her sensitive mounds. He caressed her warm globes with a dazed look in his eye, but he soon caught her nipples between his fingers and gave them a good roll and squeeze.
"Ohhh, Daddy, that feels so good," Teri sighed.
With her pussy leaking harder and growing hotter, she began jacking her father's pole faster, making him gasp and moan deeply while he continued to play with her sensitive nipples.
"Oh baby, don't stop. You're gonna make Daddy cum!" Sam suddenly growled.
Teri couldn't believe her ears. Focusing all her efforts on her father's throbbing cock, she pumped his red hot pole hard and fast. Her pussy felt so hot she thought she might cum just from the excitement of it all. Then Sam grunted hard while jets of cum started spouting up from the head of his cock. The pulses of creamy spunk flew upward and spattered his pretty baby's naked tits, with some of it landing on his own T shirt.
Teri was awestruck to watch her father's cock let loose with flying jets of dad cream. It was the first time she'd ever made a guy cum, plus it was her father. She now had his warm goo dripping over her tits and it felt wonderful.
By the time her dad's dick was drained of its life-giving milk, Teri realized her hand was also spattered with it. Without thinking twice, she finally let go of her dad's cock and put her hand to her mouth. She licked up a drabble of his cum. She expected it to taste stronger, but it was just a little bit tangy and she loved it mainly because she had just made it come out of her father's big sex rod.
"Mmmm, your stuff tastes so good, Dad," she said. "But next time I want you to squirt it down here."
Then she pulled the top of her panties down to reveal her freshly shaven pussy mound. Her father was staring at the soft, silken treasure in his daughter's panties. Teri giggled softly as he looked like he was seeing a girl's pussy for the first time, even though he must've seen dozens and dozens of them. She wanted hers to be something special to him, and the look on his face told her it was.
"We can never go that far, darling," he told her. "I shouldn't have let you touch me like you just did, but ... it felt so good, baby, please forgive me."
"There's nothing to forgive. I loved it and I love you. I wish you'd feel how wet it makes me just stroking you. Daddy, I feel so hot right now I think I'm gonna combust."
With a slight groan of frustration, Sam pulled his daughter into his arms and held her close with her back up against him. He kissed her neck and slipped one hand under her shirt to fondle her tits while the other slid down into her panties. Teri gasped deeply when she felt his fingers explore her sodden slit. He groaned again as he discovered the heat and dripping moisture between her firm, young thighs.
Teri smiled to herself as she thought her father was not the kind of guy to have his pleasure and then just leave a girl hanging. Not even if she was his very own daughter. But then she couldn't concentrate on anything but the pleasure of his highly experienced fingers exploring her slick pussy. She got up on his lap on top of his stool, with her legs draping over the outside of his. He pushed his knees wider apart to bring her legs open wider, too, while his fingers took full advantage of the extra room to please and explore her dripping slit.
Teri moaned deeply while her father stroked her slippery sex lips and focused plenty of attention on her swollen clit. The hand under her shirt went back and forth between each of her tits as he massaged them and tweezed her rigid nipples. He clutched her close to his much larger body, keeping his lips against her neck. She felt his hot breath on her skin between his kisses.
Her father's fingers were driving Teri crazy with pleasure. Her hips were rocking as she tried her best to fuck back at his searching fingers, crying out with excitement when he finally pushed two of them into her welcoming hole. With him clutching her to him so tightly, she felt like he was taking possession of her, and yet she had always been his more than he ever knew.
"Make me cum, Daddy," she huffed breathlessly. "Oh god, please make me cum."
"You're so beautiful, baby," he grumbled. "So perfect. Are you sure you wanna cum for Daddy, sweetheart?"
Teri was surprised to hear herself growl in frustration as her body ached for more and more. "Daddy! Yes! Your baby girl needs to cum so bad. Just for you, always for you!"
"Fuck," Sam groaned, close to his daughter's ear.
The rush of warm breath and the rumbly sound of her father's voice reverberated through Teri's entire body. Then her arousal spiked through the roof when she felt his cock growing hard against her ass squirming in his lap. How could he even do that, she wondered? He fucked some girl last night, then jerked off again when he came home, and then she herself had just jerked him off right there less than five minutes ago. None of Sara's college boys ever did that. Teri then knew her father's desire for her was more intense than ever. She had to have the only man who desired her that much. God, how she needed to feel his cock plowing into her dripping cunt.
But now, Teri's body was shaking and shivering all over her father's lap. His fingers were plunging in and out of her slippery tunnel while he gripped her by one tit and held her so tight it felt like he'd never let go. She let out a long, throaty moan while the explosive waves of sheer ecstasy tore through her perky, young body.
"Fuck, Daddy, fuck!" she cried. "I'm -- I'm -- CUMMING!"
It seemed like an hour before the girl's body finally stopped shaking. She was dazed and breathless, and she could feel her father's cock, still so hard and straining against her ass. But there was also a warm, wet feeling soaking through his briefs and into her panties. When she slipped off his lap and looked at his crotch she realized her dad had cum yet again just from her ass grinding all over his huge shaft. When she looked at his face his expression was different. His worried frown was gone. He looked calm. He looked ... happy.
Teri stepped in close between her father's still open legs. He put his arms around her and kissed her lips, light and brief. Teri tried to slip her tongue into his mouth but he was too quick for her.
"I love you so much, baby," he said. "And this was beyond amazing, but it's much further than we ever should've gone. I'm sorry. It's all my fault."
"Don't be sorry about making me feel better than I ever have in my life. I love you, too, Dad. Don't you want me? Aren't I pretty enough?"
"Oh, honey, you're the most beautiful girl in my whole life!" he insisted. "But I don't have to tell you how wrong this is."
Teri frowned. She was going to have to find a way to convince her dad that they belonged together. Deep down, he had to know already. He just needed to know his daughter needed him even more.
Sam went upstairs and took a long shower after the breakfast incident. He nearly jerked off yet again, but it seemed like a bad idea. Later, he sent a text to Piper, the girl he'd been fucking the night before, to see if she wanted to get together again. It was better to indulge his fantasies with someone safe. If he let things go any further with Teri then he was risking their whole relationship. It was so wrong, for one thing. And for another, what if she regretted it afterwards? Could she end up hating her own dad for the rest of her life? Probably not, but how could things ever be the same between them?
Hours went by before Piper replied to Sam's text. She said she would love to see him again but she couldn't for a few more days, leaving Sam in a frustrating situation. All that day, his beautiful daughter had been walking around the house in a scant pair of booty shorts and a clinging tank top without a bra underneath. It seemed as if her nipples were constantly hard, and the sight of her made his pulse race the way no other girl ever could. Teri was just so damn pretty, and that body was so young and perky. And the worst part of all was that her father was in love with her. He didn't know how such a thing ever happened to him, but there was no denying his desire for the girl he'd loved since her first day on Earth.
Teri was making it impossible for him. He couldn't stop thinking about the way she made him feel when she stroked his cock and then even tasted his cum. And the way she felt against his body when he had his fingers inside her. Her pussy felt like the tightest, creamiest thing he'd ever touched. None of the girls he slept with could hold a candle to her, and that was his biggest problem of all.
All that day, Teri had a sly smile on her face, too. Sam could tell his daughter was pleased with herself for making him cum. His lack of self-control had only encouraged her to expect more to happen between them, and he was in serious doubt about getting through the rest of the summer without giving in to his most forbidden instincts. For that matter, he was in serious doubt about getting through the rest of the day. Teri was dressed like a wet dream and moving like a girl in a porn video. Sam didn't know how much more he could take.
By the early part of the afternoon, Sam went into the extra room where he had some exercise equipment, having decided to try working off his frustrations with weights and ab crunches. After a while, he worked up a good sweat and his brain was finally beginning to clear of those thoughts he shouldn't be having about his pretty daughter. But that was about the time Teri came in to join him. He thought she would exercise with him for a while, which wasn't unusual, but instead she sat on a nearby bench in those skin tight shorts with her thighs open far enough to show off her camel toe. In her tank top, without a bra underneath, her perfectly conical tits were too much to ignore.
Sam set his weights on the floor and sat up, facing his irresistible girl.
"Dad, aren't we even gonna talk about this morning?" she asked point blank.
Her father sighed deeply. He didn't want to talk about it, but he knew it would be worse to try pretending it never happened. But how was he supposed to talk to her about that sensitive a subject when she was dressed especially to tease him? And it was working. He couldn't look at her without feeling pulses of warmth in his cock, and it seemed like her nipples were growing thicker as she sat in front of him.
"Okay, honey, you're right. It's something we should talk about," he admitted.
"Good, because I'm kinda thinking it was just the beginning of something really amazing. I know you're feeling guilty, but you don't have to. It was the best thing that ever happened to me. So far, anyway," she giggled.
Sam took a breath. "It was for me, too, sweetie. But," he paused, "it was still something that shouldn't have happened. It was a beautiful expression of love, even though we lost our heads and expressed ourselves the wrong way for dads and daughters."
"But geeze, Dad, we can't be the only ones!"
"I know," he nodded in agreement. "But that doesn't make it okay. Someday you're gonna meet some nice, young guy and fall head over heels in love. Maybe even get married and have kids of your own. I'd hate myself if I ever did anything to ruin that."
Teri heaved an exasperated sigh that pushed her perky tits outward. "Hmm, I wasn't going to tell you about this, but I got quite an education about guys at school this year."
Sam looked at her, concerned.
"Oh geeze, Dad, I didn't screw anyone!" she exclaimed. "Not after the stuff I saw."
"I was in college once, too," Sam said. "I know things can happen that parents don't want to think about."
"Well, don't worry, Daddy. They didn't happen to me. Just my roommate, Sara."
Sam waited for Teri to go on after a meaningful pause. "She had lots of guys in our room, and she didn't care if I was there or not. I saw pretty much everything they did. Sometimes they'd cover up with a blanket, but lots of times they didn't. I think she and some of the guys liked it with someone watching."
Sam's cock started getting hard.
"I could see her sucking their dicks a bunch of times. And then lots of times I even saw them going in and out of her while she had her legs open. She never even cared how much noise they made."
Sam's cock was jutting down the leg of his sweatpants, fully engorged as he listened to his daughter talk about her horny roommate. It was the wrong reaction for a loving, protective father to have, but listening to her talk about it in the outfit she was wearing was more than he could take.
"Why didn't you just leave the room?" Sam asked in a croaky voice.
"Cuz I liked it," the girl admitted shyly, briefly looking down. "It made me wet, Dad. I, umm, fingered my pussy under my blanket. They could tell what I was doing but I didn't care."
Sam gave his cock a quick squeeze, not caring that his daughter could see him touch himself. It wasn't right, but it sure wasn't as bad as what they did in the kitchen that morning.
"And the other thing," Teri continued, "was that I wanted to learn everything I could about sex. It was kinda like having a live sex manual," she snickered. "I watched her give blowjobs and handjobs. And I got to see guys fuck in a bunch of different ways. She really liked it when they pumped her from behind."
Sam was stunned, and easily as horny as he was when Teri was jerking him. But he was curious about something, too. "Baby, if it got you so aroused, then why didn't you end up finding a boy for yourself?"
"I don't want a boy, Daddy. I want a man. Those guys never even hugged or kissed Sara once they squirted. They'd get off and leave as soon as they could, not that Sara ever minded. I might've been watching them, but it was you I was thinking about when I fingered myself. You're so much more than them in every way. I love you, Dad. And I love you that special way, in case you haven't noticed."
Sam would've been more shocked if he hadn't already let his daughter jerk him off in the kitchen a few hours earlier. But he was also overjoyed to hear that his baby girl hadn't spent her year spreading her legs for college boys who'd never treat his princess the way she deserved. That was a dangerous thing to think about, though, since it only reminded him how silky and creamy her pussy channel had felt when he pushed his fingers inside her and made her cum that morning. His cock strained at his sweatpants, throbbing at the amazing memory.
And while his daughter had spent so many nights of her school year witnessing her roommate's sexual exploits, he'd been seeking girls with daddy issues who reminded him of her. The fact that he loved her like the sweetest, prettiest young woman he'd ever known was nothing new, but the girls he'd been fucking were supposed to keep him from wanting Teri, his only real daughter. Before he realized what was happening, he discovered himself staring at the pert nipple erections denting her top.
"I love you just the same way," he admitted aloud, not that it was much of a secret anyway. "But I'm your father."
"Exactly," she agreed. "That's what makes it so perfect. Can you really look me in the eye and say you'd rather see me in a relationship with some jerk who's never gonna love me as much as you do?"
Sam noticed his daughter's eyes lower to the enormous bulge his cock was making in his sweats. He put his hand over it, supposedly to cover it, but found himself giving his shaft a badly needed squeeze or three.
"What if you end up thinking of me as a dirty old man?"
"Oh, Dad, you're not even close to being old. And the dirty part? I'm totally good with that as long as it's with me and not those cheap sluts you go out with."
Teri chuckled briefly, and she was smiling. Her father didn't know how much longer he could just sit there looking at how perfect she was and pretending he was "hiding" his hard on with his hand. He was thinking of how to make a smooth escape when his daughter got up and walked over to where he was sitting on his bench. She sat right down on his lap, straddling his waist and facing him, putting her arms around his neck.
"This morning was the best I ever felt in my life, Dad," she confessed with a sigh. "I felt so safe with you holding me. And I never felt anyone loving me like that, either. I'll never find that with someone else. I don't even want to try."
The way Teri was sitting astride her father's lap brought her barely clad pussy so close to his ragingly aroused cock. Her ass cheek was pressing down on his shaft as it poked down the leg of his sweats. When he looked into his daughter's beautiful, brown eyes he saw a look of determination. He'd seen that look at certain times over the years. When Teri knew there was something she really wanted she was relentless. And after hearing the torrid tale of her roommate's indiscrete behavior all year, Sam couldn't help understand how much his daughter's sexual needs had been building up over all that time.
The other thing that Sam realized now was that the girls he'd been screwing the past year or two were just surrogates for his real baby girl. Nothing but pale imitations of the amazing creature now sitting on his lap. He put his arms around her hugged her closer.
"I'll always make sure you're safe, no matter what," he said. "But honey, you're supposed to meet some really nice guy who loves you so you can have a happy life."
"I already have all that, Dad. All except one last thing, which I really really need badly."
Sam was afraid to ask what the last part was, but Teri had a devious twinkle in her eye he'd never seen before. He was just fully taking in what a special woman a year at college had turned her into.
"Your cock inside me," she answered his tacit question for him. She whispered it to him as if there was someone else in the room she didn't want to hear.
Sam's cock raged with pulsing throbs at the sound of his daughter's explicit words. Did she know how much he loved a hot, young girl with a dirty mouth? Had she overheard more than he thought through his bedroom door? She had to know the effect the way she was talking had on him, and even worse, he was rapidly getting to the point where he didn't want to discourage her.



"But I'm your father," he said without conviction.
Teri grinned. "Daddy, there's something else I should tell you about Sara. She would call her dad every night, even after she was fucking some boy. They'd talk forever, and she always had her fingers in her pussy before the end of the conversation. I don't think he knew because she was always telling him about school or whatever. And she thought I was asleep by then, but I could hear everything and after a while a roommate knows when the other girl is fingering her pussy under the blanket."
Sam looked at his daughter and felt his cock pulsing against the downward press of her ass. "Uh, sweetie, when we talked on the phone from school, did you ever ..."
Teri just grinned brightly and nodded. Sam cupped her semi-thick ass cheeks in each of his hands. She let out a little mewling sound of approval at his groping touch. He kept staring at the defiantly naughty smile on her face as he thought of her touching her pussy when he called her at school. He decided to tell her the truth about something he thought he would've kept hidden forever.
"Baby," he started, then paused, "I was doing the same thing."
"You mean ...?"
"Yes, princess. I touched my cock when we were talking."
"Oh god, I wish I knew," she frowned.
"You were never supposed to."
"Well, it's too late to say you don't want me, Dad."
"Baby, I've always wanted you. It's just ..."
"Yeah. You're my dad. And that's what makes it so perfect," she giggled. Then she deftly pulled her top off over her head, revealing her fully naked tits to the man in her life.
"When did my sweet little princess turn into such a bad little girl?" he asked as he cupped her titties in his hands. They felt so firm and warm, and the brush of his thumbs over her nipples brought yummy moans from her delectable mouth.
"Ohhhh, Daddy," she sighed. "How can love ever be bad?"
"When it's us, sweetheart. This is sooooo bad," he groaned, leaning down to suck on one of his baby's swollen, pink nipples.
Teri moaned when her father's lips encircled her nub. She rocked her hips, trying to grind her lycra clad pussy along the shaft of his cock. The feel of his erection under her along with his hands and mouth hungrily devouring her perky tits was making her slit soak a rapidly growing stain in the crotch of her shorts.
Sam was growing more and more intoxicated on the sweet taste of his daughter's sensitive nipples. The girl's tits were so perfect, he thought as he suckled and fondled them. So smooth, so warm and firm. They weren't too big and not too small. Just right for his hands and mouth, and the sound of her gasping sighs as he worshipped them made his cock feel like an iron bar. But he finally lifted his face back to hers and just stared at her while she stared back. They looked at each other with undeniably mutual need.
Sam wanted to kiss her more than any girl before her, and yet that seemed even more taboo than sucking her tits. But there was no more resisting that burning fire in her pretty eyes. He took her face in his hands and pulled her in, instantly kissing her supple mouth while her lips parted to welcome his tongue. The kiss was immediately deep and filled with needful passion. Sam couldn't explain it, but sharing that searing soul kiss with his daughter somehow felt more incestuous than fondling her tits or fingering her pussy. Yet at the same time, he was kissing a girl he loved with every ounce of his soul, the most beautiful young creature he could ever lay eyes upon.
Teri whimpered happily into her father's mouth, letting her tongue swirl and dance with his. In her excitement, she ground her pussy harder onto his rock hard shank. His hands plunged into the back of her shorts while they made out, squeezing the pert, bubble-shaped cheeks of her young ass. After this went on for as long as the loving couple could take it, Teri stood up directly in front of her dad.
Sam reached for his daughter's tight, stretchy shorts and pulled them down over her hips, revealing that peach-smooth pussy he'd had his fingers in just a few hours before. But this was a completely different view of his baby girl's sex mound. Her pussy formed a perfect, pouty V between her thighs, and once she stepped out of her shorts and planted her feet apart, he could see the swollen state of her cunt lips.
Teri put her hands down to frame her pussy for her father's viewing pleasure. "This is all yours, Dad," she said, nearly out of breath with excitement. "My pussy belongs to you. It always has because you're the only one who deserves it. You're the one who can have it anytime and any way you want."
Sam gripped his daughter's ass again and leaned in to kiss her bare pussy. He loved the way she sighed when his lips touched her mound. But then he stopped to pull off his T shirt. When he stood up to get rid of his sweatpants, Teri wanted to do the honors herself. It wasn't like it was the first time she was going to reveal her father's aroused cock, but everything was changing in such a short period of time. She knelt in front of him and yanked them down so he could step out of them. He wasn't wearing anything else underneath, and his fat, rigid cock sprang up in her delighted face.
"I love you, Daddy," she said, taking his solid shaft into her dainty hand. "And I love this big, beautiful cock. Now I wanna show you something I learned from watching Sara. But this is the first time I've ever done it."
Sam was stunned as he watched his smiling daughter open her mouth and eagerly take the first couple inches of his cock between her lips. She made a yummy sound like she was licking an ice cream cone. Her dad was amazed at her natural ease as she sucked and stroked his long rod. The pleasure was like nothing he ever felt before, certainly driven higher by the fact that was his own baby girl's pretty mouth slipping back and forth on his throbbing pole. She fondled his balls with the other hand while he realized she must have had plenty of chances to watch her roommate suck cock to have learned how to do it so well. Then again, some girls were just naturals, and Sam liked to think his daughter was one of them.
Teri was thorough and patient as she sucked and fondled her daddy's throbbing dick. She seemed to love exploring the shape and ridge of his head with her lips and tongue, making her man moan as she did. Every once in a while she'd try taking too much or let her teeth scrape his flesh, but she always compensated quickly and got back to sucking and stroking his imposing bone as impressively as any of the more experienced girls he'd been fucking before her.
Sam became so lost in the pleasure of his princess serving his cock like she was born for it that he soon realized his pleasure was rising to the point where he needed to cum. He didn't really mean for his load to pour into her sucking mouth, but that's exactly what happened.
"Baby, oh baby, fuck, Daddy's gonna cum!" he growled desperately.
Teri moved her hands to his ass, holding him close so he wouldn't do anything silly like pull his dick out of her mouth before cumming. She sucked harder and faster, letting him know she wanted his manly essence spurting across her tongue. Sam cried out even louder as he grabbed his baby girl's head and pumped his shaft into her mouth while his baby sauce exploded out the length of his throbbing stalk.
"Baby! Fuck!" he shouted.
Teri kept sucking his spurting meat until the flow of cum subsided. Reluctantly, she released his cock from between her lips and looked up at him with a smile.
"Oh, Dad, you have no idea how many times I've dreamed of doing that, but it was so much better than I ever thought."
Freshly spent, Sam sat back down on the bench. "That was amazing, princess," he told her.
"I'm so happy you liked it, Daddy," the girl said, beaming with pride. "And you can have me suck you anytime you want now."
Sam couldn't help smiling. The girl was already trying to spoil him. He decided right then and there that she deserved to be spoiled too. Lying back on his bench, he told her to straddle his head so she could squat and lower her wet pussy to his mouth. Giggling with excitement, Teri followed her father's directions to the letter and Sam felt his pulse race as he watched that young, wet pussy split apart as it came closer to his mouth.
"Oh, ohh, ohhhhhh, Daddyyyyyyy," she mewled like a kitten the moment his tongue first explored her drooling snatch.
Sam's hands were exploring the girl's legs and ass at the same time. He lapped thirstily at her slippery lips and hole while she moaned and rocked her hips. His baby's sex hole tasted sweet and tangy all at once and he licked at her lips and clit for a long time before driving his tongue up into her hole. Her moans came to his ears like the sweetest music while she made the slightest up and down grinding motion, riding his tongue like a small cock.
Teri whimpered and moaned as her father's tongue slathered every dip and fold of her luscious flower. Her movements were becoming more jerky as her pleasure mounted so he clutched her ass firmly, holding her in place while he suckled her clit.
"Fuck, Dad, fuck!" she yowled, grinding her clit into his mouth.
Sam sucked her throbbing little pearl and teased her asshole with the tip of a finger until her precious, young body was suddenly shivering to the pleasure cresting inside her. He sucked and lapped at the girl's flowing juices, savoring the sweet champagne of her orgasm. By the time Teri's body finished shaking, Sam's cock was already completely swollen with excitement again.
"Oh god, Dad, now I see how you make those girls scream in your bedroom at night."
Sam smiled at her, knowing there would only be one, special girl making noise in his bedroom from now on. He caught her looking back to find that his cock was fully engorged. She looked back at him with a happy grin.
"There's something else I wanna show you that I learned from watching Sara," she said coyly.
Moving backward until she was straddling his hips, Teri reached between her legs and held her dad's prick in an upright position. She stroked him a couple of times, but then she lowered herself like she did onto his face, except this time her slit squeezed over the rounded dome of his pole. She whimpered and moaned as she mashed her wet sheath onto her father's meat, gradually sinking down by fractions of an inch.
"Daddy, fuck!" she moaned. "It feels so thick. I don't know if I can take it all."
"You're doing it just right, baby girl. Don't worry, you're so tight, but you're gonna have all of Daddy's prick inside you before you know it."
Teri kept sinking and sinking, lower and lower, onto her father's throbbing prick. She gasped out loud when she hit bottom, realizing she now had the entire length and girth of his man staff plugging her hot cunt.
"Good girl," her father moaned, running his hands all over her beautifully naked body. "You got it all inside you, baby. Go ahead and ride your father's cock. You're Daddy's woman now, and your pussy feels better than anything in the world."
With Sam feeling the girl's puffy tits, Teri braced herself with her hands on the man's chest and began rocking her pussy up and down his shaft the way she'd watched Sara fuck at least half a dozen different guys. But none of them had cocks as big as her dad's. She'd never felt so deliciously full before while her father couldn't believe the insanely tight heat of her pussy's grip on his rod.
Teri began to rock her hips, bringing her velvety sheath up and down Sam's pole in a steady rhythm. It sounded like the breath was rushing out of her body every time she plunged down. Her father grunted in time with her breathy exhalations. He realized his girl must've been paying very close attention to everything her roommate had been doing because she was riding his cock like she'd been doing it for years. Yet the snug hold of her pussy felt so tight he had no doubt in his mind that his was the first cock to fill her succulent hole.
"That's right, baby, ride it just like that. You're doing it so good," he groaned. "Ohhh, fuck, Daddy loves you so much!"
Between the handjob and blowjob his girl had already given him, Sam felt like his cock was going to stay hard all day. The suck and plunge of his daughter's pussy was making him throb, but he was able to relax and savor the delirious sensations. And the longer Teri rode up and down her dad's man stalk the more comfortable she became with her position. She lifted her hands off his chest and rode him using the sheer strength of her supple, young thighs.
Sam released her tits from his grasp so he could watch them bounce enticingly as Teri rose and fell on his stick. He didn't know how long she kept riding him, but she started having climaxes every few minutes. She had at least four in a row where she cried out in a strangled voice with her body shivering the same way it had when he fingered her earlier. Except the orgasms she was having on top of his cock were longer and more intense. Each time, she grimaced and cried like it was the first orgasm of her life.
He finally reached between her parted legs and rubbed her clit with his thumb, sending her into her most powerful, body-rocking orgasm of all. Even her inner sheath was rocked with shudders that milked her daddy's boner so hard he couldn't hold his spunk anymore.
"Daddy's gonna cum!" he growled.
"In me! Do it inside me! Gimme your cum, Dad! Pump it hard and deep!" his daughter shrieked despite fighting to catch her breath.
Teri's naughty mouth did as much to push her father over the edge as her hot, clasping pussy hole. It felt like his whole body lit up with electricity as he let go and felt the dizzying jolts of man spunk shoot up his cock shaft and deeply into his baby girl's hole. Both father and daughter were gasping heavily, both grinding their sweaty bodies into each other until their mutual explosion finally subsided.
Teri fell forward onto her father's body, her perky tits squishing between them. Sam couldn't remember the last time he'd cum that hard, if ever. He hugged his pretty baby to him securely, and when they finally caught their breath they started kissing again. Their kisses were more relaxed this time, but just as deep and loving.
"Oh, Daddy, I can't believe it finally happened. I love you so much," the girl sighed.
"I love you, too, angel."
Father and daughter lay together naked for a long time, savoring the beautiful afterglow of loving each other. Sam wouldn't have believed his sweet Teri was so hot and naughty if he hadn't experienced it first-hand.
The entire rest of the day was like a blur compared to the two, life-changing moments Sam and Teri had shared. They didn't say anything about it, but there were very few times that they weren't in each other's company. The new closeness between them was something they both felt to the core. There was an air of giddy happiness they both felt, and they were already treating each other more like a couple than father and daughter.
But when nighttime came around, Teri went to her own room out of habit. Sam went to his room and realized it didn't feel right to be there all by himself. He went directly to Teri's room to find her getting ready for bed. She was only wearing panties and hadn't slipped on one of the oversized T shirts she liked for sleeping. She stopped what she was doing and faced her father with a curious smile, her naked tits fully exposed to his admiring eyes. He approached her and took her by the hand, leading her out of the room.
"Where are you taking me, Dad?" she asked.
"To our bedroom, sweetheart."
"Our bedroom?"
Sam just smiled at his topless daughter and led her into the master bedroom. He sat on the bed, still holding her hand as she stood before him with her delectable tits level with his face. He gave each of her swollen nipples a kiss and then looked up at her face. She looked happy in a way he never imagined seeing her.
"Yes, baby, our bedroom. Unless you've been having second thoughts about what we've done and changed your mind."
"Oh, no, Dad," she said, quickly straddling his lap with her knees on the bed. "You make me happier than I've ever been."
"I'm glad, angel, because I love you so much I don't know how I ever thought we could live without each other."
Teri felt so happy and excited she kissed her father like the lover she always knew she needed. They fell backward together, their tongues dueling inside their hungry mouths. Nothing made her happier than knowing her dad wouldn't be seeing any of his younger sluts anymore. He had her now, and what could be better than the real thing?
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Elaine had no reference for what she was going through as she sat behind the wheel of her SUV. Matt, her son, was waiting for her to drive away. He was disheveled and sweaty, but no matter how much he smelled like a boys' locker room, his mother couldn't deny how insanely cute he was in any condition. His T shirt was damp and his bare legs looked slender but so toned in the shorts he'd put on for soccer practice. She'd always been aware of how the girls in his class and even the mothers of his friends could see how cute he was, but Elaine was his mother and now she found herself trying to act like nothing was wrong while her pussy flushed hot and wet just being next to him.
The divorced mother of two had no idea where this was coming from. It happened the first time a couple of weeks earlier when Matt came into the kitchen simply to dry dishes after she washed them. He'd been standing close while they made some small talk. That's all it was. Just simple, everyday mom and son stuff, when Elaine felt her pussy suddenly flush hot and wet and she found herself looking at the side of Matt's face and wondering what his lips would feel like pursed around her throbbing clit.
The voluptuous, blonde thirty-six year old ended up fingering her aroused pussy twice before being able to fall asleep that night. By morning, she tried to put the incident as far out of her mind as she could, but her body's response to her son was out of her control and it kept happening again and again. She had no idea what was happening to her. She hadn't felt herself get wet just being near someone in a very long time.
Matt was twenty now, and fortunately, he had no idea of the turmoil he was causing his mom. Elaine passed it off as a simple, chemical reaction to male pheromones, but that didn't explain why she found herself imaging his lips on her pussy while simply watching him talk. Or times like now, when he was wearing his soccer shorts and she followed the taper of his slender, muscled thighs up to his crotch.
Matt had always been special to his mother, but not in a way that explained the dripping heat in her slit whenever he was close. Sure, he was turning into a wonderful, gorgeous young man, but he was her son. She was supposed to have a genetically wired filter to make her immune to his erotic appeal. Maybe she was just the victim of faulty wiring. Or maybe she'd just gone without sex for far too long. But if that were the case, why didn't she get this unmentionable reaction when she was around anyone else?
"How was practice?" she asked, stalling to give herself another chance to look at his sinewy thighs and nicely packed crotch.
"Okay," he shrugged. "We'll probably lose on Sunday, though. Our defense just isn't strong enough."
Matt played soccer for a small, private college not far from where they lived. On Sunday, their team would play against a bigger school.
"I know you'll do your best, baby."
Matt looked at her and smiled. His eyes were glowing but surprised. His mother never called him baby. Honey or Sweetie were her usual terms when she didn't use his name. 'Baby' had just slipped out and she was surprised to see how much he seemed to like it. He then did something that made the broiling heat in her pussy worse. His eyes made an obvious sweep down her neck to the exposed cleavage of her lush, double D tits. She was wearing a light weight sundress that showed off her melons beautifully without looking too scandalous. The hem was loose and not too short, but in the car it rode higher on her legs.
Elaine carried a bit more weight than she had in her teens and twenties, but it packed itself quite nicely around her ass, thighs and tits. Combined with her pretty face and buttery blonde hair, she could've been a fertility goddess in an ancient myth. Her appeal to males had always been deep, which was how she ended up being the mother of a twenty year old at thirty-six. Her second child, Matt's sister, was now eighteen and had a different father, making them half siblings.
Elaine had never been married to Matt's father, but she had been married to his sister's father for a couple of years. Both dads were always good about paying their child support, but neither of them stuck around to be part of their kids' lives. That never bothered any of them, though. They had a close-knit family of three that was always happy and normal. Until recently. Elaine now felt like she was carrying a filthy secret inside. Something sordid and sinful: the lust of a hot, young mother for her sexy son.
Matt was blonde like his mother, with longish hair and a slender but athletically toned body. He'd always been the kind of boy mothers trusted around their daughters, so he always seemed to have female friends, making his mother wonder sometimes whether or not they were girlfriends. He did have girls in his room many times, but Elaine had never seen or heard anything out of order. She'd never walked in on him making out with a girl when they thought they had the house to themselves. Having his younger sister around the house probably kept him from taking too many chances with girls when they were at home.
Matt was a fiercely protective big brother, and he'd bloodied a few lips and noses when boys teased his sister about being chubby. As a result, Dani, as everyone called her, was enamored with him. And Matt was just as likely to take his little sister along when there was a group going out to a movie or party. Just as often, he was known to take his sister and groups of her friends out places before any of them could drive. Consequently, he was probably the only guy his age in their town that had been on mall shopping trips with groups of girls his sister's age. Yet he never uttered a word of complaint. If anything, he seemed to like taking the girls around, and his mother was proud of what a model big brother he was.
Dani didn't look much like her mother or brother, favoring her father's darker haired looks. She was a beautiful girl, but not in the more obvious way her mother was. She did have a pretty, pixie-ish face, with long, medium brown hair and a body that remained on the chubby side no matter what she tried. She had thick legs and ass, with dainty B cup titties that were pert and shapely, but what she thought were too small for her body. There was a slight taper to her waist, giving an hourglass effect, but she still had a few tummy rolls that bothered her.
Over these recent weeks when Elaine was having her unmentionable reactions to her son's presence, she wondered a few times if his sister could have the same reaction. But she put the idea down as silly. Dani wasn't a sexual creature like her mom. She didn't have the same boldness or self-confidence when it came to males. Not that this had always worked in Elaine's favor. She was, after all, the single mother of two kids with different fathers, neither of which she had a long term relationship with. Yet she wouldn't change a thing. Matt and Dani were the best kids a mother could hope for.
But it wasn't normal for Elaine to feel nervous or tongue-tied around a guy like she was that day in her SUV with Matt. She blushed when he took note of her calling him baby, and then felt her pussy heat up unbearably when he gazed at her half exposed tits like he didn't care about getting caught. His eyes finally rose back to her face.
"I like making you proud, Mom," he told her. "But that's easier to do if we win."
"Oh, ba ..." she cut herself off before saying baby again. "Uh, Sweetie, I'm proud of you no matter what."
"I know. I just like seeing the look on your face when we win."
This was unexpected. She didn't know he paid that much attention. Casting one more glance between her son's thighs, Elaine started the engine and drove out of the parking lot. They made small talk on the way home but Elaine's pussy was driving her crazy. She shouldn't have waited so long to connect with one of her semi-regular male friends to get some cock. She was afraid the car would reek of wet pussy long before they got home.
Elaine tried to distract herself with a change of subject and told Matt she was glad Dani was going to the same college in the fall. As rough as high school had been on the girl, college could be worse and she was glad Matt would be close by to look after her.
"You're such a good brother," Elaine said. "She's always been so shy and sensitive, and you've always taken such good care of her. I hope she won't end up getting in the way of you meeting the right girl at school, though."
But even as she heard the words coming out of her mouth, Elaine suddenly hated the idea of her son getting into a serious relationship that would take him away from her or Dani.
"That won't happen, Mom," the boy reassured her. "Dani's way more important to me than any of the girls at school." He paused a couple of seconds. "Just like you."
Normally, Elaine only indulged thoughts of being her son's woman for a few, brief moments at a time, but as she drove closer to home the idea stayed with her all the way.
At their modest house, Dani was in the living room watching TV when mother and son went in. She was dressed as usual for when it was just family at home, in a pair of light cotton shorts that barely covered the full, thick cheeks of her rounded ass and a low cut tank top with spaghetti straps. Without a bra, Dani's pert, cupcake titties were nearly exposed. The girl wouldn't dare wear anything that revealing outside the house, and her mother never said anything about her dressing that way in front of her brother. She thought her daughter should be proud of her beautiful body.
Sure, Dani was thick and curvy, but without tits that matched the rest, yet Elaine knew the girl was highly appealing to anyone who appreciated a girl with firm flesh on her bones. And there were times the girl's mother envied her much smaller, perky tits. Elaine's were so big and heavy it often felt like they were in the way. But the looks they drew from her son made her happy to have them even though she'd spotted him looking at his sister's tits the same way just as often.
Matt headed for the living room where Dani was sitting while Elaine went the other way toward the kitchen. But she stopped to admire her son one more time. She watched him approach his sister and stood nearby while he took a very obvious look at the younger girl's exposed charms. Dani blushed and looked shy, but couldn't suppress a wide grin in response to her big brother's attention.
"God, sis, you look amazing," he said, trying to keep his voice low enough to keep their mother from hearing.
But Elaine did hear, and she also noticed the way her daughter's nipples began to swell and dent her top.
"Awww, Matt, you're always so sweet to me. I wanted to look nice for you when you came home from practice."
As affectionate and devoted as the siblings had always been, Elaine had never heard them talk quite that way before. It almost sounded inappropriate, but that was the impression of a woman who'd been getting wet just being around her son. Maybe she'd been wrong about Dani. Maybe the girl actually did have similar feelings for her brother.
"You always look beautiful, as far as I'm concerned," Matt said, still whispering.
Dani giggled softly. "You always say that."
"Well, it's always true."
"Oh god, Matt, that's why I love you so much."
"I love you, too, sis."
Elaine slipped into the kitchen before one her kids looked over and caught her eavesdropping. It wasn't like she hadn't heard her son and daughter say I love you before, but they were whispering and Matt's compliments were out of the ordinary for a brother and sister. The tone they were using gave their mother goose bumps.
Elaine started to pull things together to make a quick spaghetti dinner with a salad. Dani came in a few minutes later to help. She was smiling to herself and looked a bit flushed, but her mother kept her observation to herself. Half an hour later, the family of three had dinner together. Elaine tried to secretly watch her son and daughter for signs of anything out of the ordinary, but everything seemed normal for a brother and sister who were closer than average.
The rest of the evening found Elaine in a daze. Matt came into the kitchen and dried dishes while she washed them and put his mother in the same, tingling condition all over again. He had showered and changed into a fresh pair of shorts and T shirt, and she didn't understand how he could affect her this way. Now it was even more confusing because of the weird feeling she couldn't shake about the way he and his sister had been talking.
After the dishes were finished, Matt put his drying towel on the counter and turned to his mother. He was smiling and looking at her with a certain gleam in his eyes. Elaine's breath caught and her nipples erected instantly. Matt glanced quickly at the nubs denting her dress front.
"Mom, I hope you know how much Dani and I appreciate you," he said, surprising her.
"Why, Sweetie ..." she didn't know what to say.
"We don't always show it, but we know how much you do for us. How much you give up for us. I know Dani loves you for it just as much as I do."
"Oh, Matt, baby ..."
Elaine's nipples were swollen and throbbing as much as her pussy, and now she wanted to cry tears of love and joy. But then Matt put his arms around her and hugged her tightly. She hugged him back just as hard, feeling her body heat up at the way she purposely crushed her big tits against his hard, young body. His groin was pressed against her lower tummy and she could tell he wasn't wearing anything under his shorts. By the time he planted a quick kiss on her lips and let her go, her panties were soaked but she felt so loved she didn't care.
After Matt left the room, Elaine decided to take a long, hot bath. It was a relief to peel off her dew soaked panties, but once in the tub, she quickly got busy with her fingers stroking her needful pussy and twisting her sensitive nipples. She relived Matt's wonderful hug as she brought herself to a climax that made her body rock so hard she splashed bath water all over the bathroom floor.
Before she finished bathing, though, she took her time to shave her legs and pussy. She'd neglected her mound for a while since there was no one on the immediate horizon to see it, but it felt good to shave herself down to nothing but a pencil thin landing strip of blonde hair atop her mound. It made her smile to wonder what Matt would think of his mother's carefully groomed pussy if he could see it. It was terrible but so intoxicating to think about. Knowing what kind of boy her son was, she knew he'd go out of his way to make her feel beautiful.
Elaine had a collection of Matt's old sports jerseys she wore for bed. She put one of them on along with a fresh pair of panties and went downstairs to find her son and daughter sitting on the couch watching a movie on TV. They were sitting close and holding hands. It wasn't unusual for them to sit close or even snuggle in the cooler weather, but the hand holding was out of the ordinary. She pretended not to notice and took a seat on the empty end of the couch. She watched the movie with them until her eyelids started growing heavy.
Elaine dozed off to sleep just a couple of feet away from her kids. Despite her nagging suspicion there was something off about the way they'd been holding hands, she felt happy to be with her small family. There was something endearingly sweet about their extra closeness. They were all home and safe and among people who loved them. She didn't know how long she slept, but she suddenly became aware of whispering in the same kind of tone she'd heard earlier when she brought Matt home from practice. She kept her eyes closed and focused on keeping her breathing steady so her kids would think she was still sleeping, but her maternal radar zoned in on her son's and daughter's furtive whispers.
"Oh, Matty, it's so hard," Dani whispered with a muted giggle.
"I can't help it, sis. You always make me hard. You're so hot even when you're not trying to be."
"Aw, baby, you're always so sweet to me," she whispered with a sigh.
Elaine felt herself clench when she heard her daughter call her brother baby. Sisters just didn't call their brothers names like that. But she'd had to keep herself from doing the same thing when they were washing dishes together. She opened one eye just a tiny slit to make sure what she heard meant what it sounded like. Sure enough, Dani's hand was between her brother's legs, gently rubbing the long, tubular bulge in his shorts.
Their mother's heart started racing immediately. It was a struggle to keep from gasping in shock. She didn't know how she could ever keep up her charade of being asleep, but she was determined to try. She felt a powerful instinct to put a stop to this forbidden behavior, but then an even more powerful urge to see how far it would go.
She didn't have any idea what to think about what was happening between the two siblings. Could her son and daughter be having sex, or did they have enough sense to confine themselves to a little relatively harmless teasing? Whatever they were doing was going on under her roof, so it seemed like she had a right to know. Then there was the sight of that hard cock under Matt's shorts. It looked impossibly big, making his mother's pussy wetter than any other time that past couple of weeks. And his own sister was touching it!
"I can't believe I get to touch this huge thing whenever I want now," Dani whispered, gazing at her brother with adoring eyes.
Even through slitted eyes, Elaine knew that look on her daughter's face. It was the look of a girl who was hopelessly in love. The mother's heart sank with concern, and more than a little jealousy. She'd imagined her own hand making that same, erotic gesture more than once. Her senses tingled with feeling as she tried to imagine how that rigid tool would feel under her own hand.
"It's all yours now, baby, so you can just touch that dick anytime you want," Matt told his sister softly. "Ahhhh, you really make it feel so good."
Dani giggled under her breath. "I'm glad. I really love your dick so much, Matty. It's the nicest one I've ever seen."
Matt put his arm around his sister while she kept fondling the prominent lump in his shorts. Elaine could now see he was just as much in love with his sister as she was with him.
"I can't believe you're finally my girl," he whispered, slipping his hand into her low cut top from above. He started massaging her braless titties, making her sigh with longing.
"I wish I knew you wanted me a long time ago," Dani whispered back. "Then all our first times would've been with each other."
"I'd like that, too, baby, but the important thing is we're together now and we always will be."
"Promise?"
"Promise." Then he kissed his sister boldly. It was deep and passionate as brother and sister hungrily devoured each other's mouth with their tongues swirling wetly in between. Dani made a whimpering sound and kept squeezing his cock while the hand he had inside her top made a steady circuit across and around her tits.
Elaine wanted to explode but she did her best to just breathe steadily and not move a muscle. It felt like an impossible task. She managed to keep up her pretense while her son and daughter spent a long time kissing heatedly and fondling each other. At the moment, they were so involved in each other she doubted they'd even notice if she "woke up". Finally, though, they broke their kiss.
"God, I love your tits, Dani. They feel so good," Matt told her, still whispering.
"Bet you wish they were bigger. More like Mom's."



"Sure, Mom's are bigger. And they're beautiful. But yours are too. They're so fucking cute and perky they make my dick hard."
Dani giggled under her breath again. "Ha! I knew you checked out Mom's tits. They're huge." She almost lost control of her volume.
"It's not about the size," Matt told her. "It's about the shape and how firm they are. I can't help it if the girls in my family both have gorgeous tits."
"Oh, you are such a horndog," his sister giggled.
"Yeah, but I'm your horndog."
"Mmmmm, that makes it okay, then."
On that, they started kissing again just as deeply as before. Elaine's suspicion that her son had been paying inappropriate attention to her hefty melons was confirmed. It sounded so wrong, but the knowledge made her pussy churn with heat. The sight of her son and daughter making out and groping each other right near her on the couch only made the churning worse. What they were doing was so much more wrong than her private reactions to Matt, yet at the same time she couldn't find anything wrong with the fact that they'd each found someone to love. She started to feel more envious than shocked.
While they were still kissing, Elaine spotted her daughter's hand sneaking up the leg of her brother's shorts. Matt moaned and his mother knew Dani was taking hold of his cock directly, without any clothing in the way. She followed the movement of her daughter's hand as she started to stroke her brother's cock. His aroused pole was so long the end was now jutting out into the open. Elaine's pussy was on fire as she watched the girl stroke as much of her brother's cock shaft as she could reach.
"Baby, let's go upstairs so I can rip your shorts off and jerk you off without waking Mom up," Dani said.
"Maybe we should wake her up so she can go get in bed."
"She'll be alright. She'll wake up in a while anyway and go upstairs. Like she does every night."
"Yeah, I guess."
"Besides, if she sees that hard monster in your shorts she'll want it for herself."
"Oh god, Dani, you're nuts," Matt laughed.
"Not hardly. Try paying attention to the way she looks at you sometime."
Elaine was pretty sure her son had already noticed something was going on with his neglected mother, and she felt relieved he didn't say anything about it to his sister. She was ashamed of herself enough already. Her kids then went upstairs. The second they hit the stairs she opened her eyes and took a deep breath. She would've thought she was dreaming except for the agonizing drip, drip, drip of her aching pussy. Not only was she seeing a totally unexpected relationship between her kids, but Dani was acting like a girl she'd never met before. She wasn't the shy wallflower she'd always been. In her erotic love for her brother, she was bold and flirty, just like Elaine had been at the same age.
Elaine's panties were soaking wet as she got up and quietly took the stairs a step at a time, careful to keep from making any noise. She went down the hallway floor the same way until she reached Dani's bedroom door. Moving in slow motion, Elaine turned the doorknob and opened the door barely an inch, just enough to peer into the room to see where her son and daughter were taking this forbidden flirtation.
She discovered her daughter was already naked while her son's shirt was off, but he still had on his shorts. She wasn't surprised by Dani's scant tan lines since she wore a completely different bikini to sunbathe at home than at the beach. There were small triangles of pale skin over the dainty, teardrop shapes of her pouty looking tits as well as her smoothly shaven pussy mound. And then only the lines that showed where the strings went that held the rest of her suit together. Elaine couldn't help but admire her daughter's bare body. Even though Dani wanted to be thinner, her pneumatic curves formed a classic hour glass shape, and her ass was so full and round. It was easy to see why her brother was so enamored with her.
Matt's cock was fully swollen and tenting out the front of his shorts with his impressive size. Dani was already in the process of taking the elastic band of her brother's shorts and pulling it out and down to release that beautiful specimen of young manhood. Elaine caught herself gasping softly when she finally saw the boy's cock in the flesh. Her eyes opened wider as she watched Dani kneel down to lower her brother's shorts all the way, and then take a moment to rub his big, hard cock over face. The girl's expression was pure rapture. Her mother couldn't blame her. Matt had a beautiful cock aside from being one of the sweetest boys she ever knew.
Dani rose back to her feet after a moment, and the pair embraced each other. Matt's cock was now trapped between their bodies. Elaine was envious of the look they exchanged. It was lustful, but there was so much passionate love in their eyes that their mother was moved to tears. In her own experience with men, Elaine had only ever seen the lust part. No one ever looked at her with that kind of love. Like most of the world, she'd been raised to believe there was everything wrong about sex between a brother and sister, but Elaine felt like a secret witness to something too special for the rules to apply.
"I can't get over how beautiful you are, sis," Matt said softly, but no longer whispering the way he had downstairs. "I can't believe you're really my ... my ..."
"Your girlfriend?" Dani finished with a giddy lilt in her voice.
Matt let out a long sigh. "Yeah, exactly. I wasn't sure if I should actually say that."
"Well I don't care what anyone says. I can be your sister and your girlfriend, even though we really can't tell anyone."
"I love you so much, Dani," Matt sighed. Then he kissed her before she had a chance to say it back.
To their mother, it looked like the deepest, most passionate kiss in the world. Their mouths were obviously open and their tongues were swirling and sliding in and out between each other's lips. Matt's hands moved up and down his sister's back, finally settling on the thickly rounded cheeks of her ass. She mewled into his mouth as he squeezed her supple flesh. Elaine's ass was almost as thick as her daughter's and she felt a dire need to feel her son's large hands kneading her globes the same way. Holding the door steady with one hand, she slipped the other into her panties and teased her wet slit with the tip of her finger.
Just when Elaine thought her son and daughter were going make their kiss last all night, Dani reached between their bodies to hold her brother's cock and their lips finally came apart.
"Ohh, Matty, I love your cock," his sister told him breathlessly. "I love how hard you get for me. Fuck, you make your little sister's pussy so hot."
Matt groaned and rocked his cock shaft into the girl's stroking hand. Their mother was again amazed to hear her usually demure daughter talk dirty to her brother. Matt's groan turned into a happy grin, showing how much he loved the way his little sister was talking. He pushed his hand between her legs and started stroking the lips of her pussy, making her moan at first contact. His other hand fondled her little cupcake size titties, massaging the shapely puffs of girl flesh and firmly twirling her hard nipples between his fingers.
"Mmmm, that pussy is so wet, baby," her big brother said huskily. "I love how smooth you keep it for me."
"Ahhhhhhhh, of course, baby," she moaned in response to his fingering. "It's all yours. Baby sister's pussy is all for you."
Their sexy talk was obviously getting the two siblings even more excited, and it was having the same effect on their mother. Elaine's finger was rubbing harder and faster along her dripping slit, making quick circles around her protruding clit.
Dani tucked her brother's thick cock between her stout thighs and rocked her hips back and forth as she moaned again. She was stroking her slit along his shaft, making them both moan in unison. Their mother knew they'd be fucking before long, and they were too at ease with each other for this to be their first time.
"Dani, I need to fuck you. So bad," Matt groaned.
His sister giggled happily. "And you will, baby, I promise. But you know how little sister always loves to suck it first."
Matt grinned at Dani who was already sinking down to her knees in front of him. Elaine's breath came shallow as she watched her daughter take her brother's cock in her hand and start licking the bulbous head like a gooey piece of candy. Matt let out a long, low moan of approval as he savored his little sister's hunger for his cock.
"God, I love the way your rock hard meat tastes," the girl said in a voice her mother barely recognized. "I'm gonna suck this hot prick every day for the rest of my life."
"Looks like we're both gonna be busy," Matt chuckled.
Dani giggled briefly and then returned to the business of laving her big brother's cock with her lips and tongue. Elaine was amazed to see her daughter lick Matt's cock and balls thoroughly before finally taking the head and half of his long shaft into her mouth. Matt moaned and sighed with pleasure while his little sister worked over his cock with her hand and lips in perfect tandem. He watched her every move while she sucked his cock like a curvy, young starlet in a porn video. Elaine realized her daughter was more like her than she thought. The girl had obvious experience sucking cock, not to mention a real love for it.
"Ahhh, Dani, ohhhhhh, that feels so good. You have the most incredible mouth, baby," Matt moaned while his sister continued to love all over his cock and balls with her lips.
Elaine was stunned by the agile and confident flicks and flashes of her daughter's tongue as the girl teased Matt's shaft and sack. He was shaved all around his groin, which surprised his mother, but she loved the way it made his equipment look. She could tell her daughter also loved being able lick and kiss her brother's meat wherever she pleased without getting hair in her mouth. She teased her clit as she imagined licking the smooth skin all around her handsome boy's big, virile looking pole.
Dani had her brother's cock back inside her mouth now, and was working his shaft with her hand and lips. His meat was so wet from her mouth it was glistening like a piece of wet sculpture.
"Oh, fuck, what a beautiful cock you have, baby. I see why your little sister loves it so much," Elaine barely whispered. But her kids were so intent on each other right now it would've taken a lot more than that to get their attention. Dani kept her eyes angled upward as she sucked her brother, letting him know all her love and attention was on him. Matt gazed back at her in awe, huffing for breath and moaning from the incredible pleasure of his sister's wet, sucking lips.
The way Dani was on her knees to lovingly service her brother's cock almost looked like a porn video. Elaine sometimes watched online porn when she needed to masturbate so she'd seen enough examples, but she'd never seen a pair of porn stars look at each other the way her son and daughter were. Their passion for each other went far beyond mere lust. They were a young couple in love, a young brother and sister in love. Elaine's clit became hotter and harder as she rubbed it and watched.
"Ohhhh, fuck, Dani, be careful, you're gonna make me cum," Matt groaned.
Dani pulled off his cock for a brief moment. "Good. Little sister needs a nice big drink of big brother's liquid love." Then, just as quickly, she took Matt's cock back in her mouth and resumed the steady pace of her sucking and stroking.
Dani's slutty talk was a shock to hear, but it caused her mother to push a finger into her overheated pussy and pump. Elaine finger fucked her slick hole as she watched her son quickly rise toward a climax. When he finally grunted and grabbed his sister's head, Elaine knew his cock was spurting his load of joy sauce into Dani's mouth. She quickly pulled her finger back to her clit and frigged the button hard and quick, making herself cum along with her moaning son.
Dani was making muffled yummy noises around her brother's squirting cock, taking every pulse of his load into her mouth and then down her throat like she'd done it a hundred times before. And there was no doubt about the amount of orgasmic pleasure she was giving her brother. Matt's head was leaned back as he moaned and gasped, holding the back of his sister's head while he pumped his pole between her supple lips.
Elaine's orgasm went on twice as long as her son's, and when he finally pulled his soaking wet meat from his sister's mouth they shocked their mother into yet another climax.
"Mmmmm, baby sister loves her brother's hot, delicious cum," Dani cooed, looking up at Matt and making a show of licking her lips. There wasn't a trace of his cum left anywhere. She'd swallowed every morsel. There was a burning light of devoted love in her eyes as she gazed up at her brother. There was also a look of pride in giving him a world class blow job. Or at least another one, as it seemed to their mother.
"God, Dani, that was amazing," Matt said as he was catching his breath. "I can't believe how good you can suck my cock. You make me feel like nobody before. Fuck, I'm so lucky to have a girl who can suck dick like you."
Dani giggled, pleased by her brother's compliment. Elaine was still recovering from her second orgasm and fighting to keep the door still and not make a sound. But the direction of her kids' conversation was making that more and more difficult.
"Well, they didn't call me the blow job queen of Northside High for nothin'," she boasted.
Elaine was discovering her daughter led a completely different life than the one she'd thought. The supposedly shy girl with low self-esteem had sucked who knew how many cocks before finally sucking off her own brother.
"But that's all in the past, right baby?" Matt said, guiding his sister up by her hands. "It's just you and me now and forever."
"Mmmmm, that's all I ever wanted," Dani sighed as she melted into her brother's arms. "And I know that beautiful dick is all mine, right? Cuz I know you had that thing in as many mouths as I've had dicks in my mouth."
Matt chuckled briefly. "Yeah, but no one makes it feel like you do, baby sis. Besides, this whole being in love thing makes everything feel different. I don't want to look down and see anyone's face but yours when I'm getting sucked. It just feels wrong now."
"Are you sure you don't mind being with a girl who sucked off really a lot of cocks?"
"That just makes it more special that you chose me," he told her.
"Oh, Matty, I love you so much."
"I love you, too, baby."
They spent a long time kissing and running their hands over each other's body before Dani asked another question that stunned their eavesdropping mother.
"Matty? Do you miss having Bobby or Ryan suck your cock? I know they both did it for you a bunch of times. And maybe you miss getting to suck them off, too, since I know how good it is to get a nice hard one in your mouth."
She finished with a quick giggle, but her question was serious. Elaine stopped breathing as she waited to hear what her son was going to say. The fact that he had oral sex with other guys his age, guys she knew as his friends, was the last thing she expected. She was learning as much about her son as her daughter, and the thought of her gorgeous son sucking one of his handsome friend's cocks was making her pussy broil with sensation.
"I told you I don't need anyone else," Matt said. "And I meant it. It was fun with the guys, too, but I'm with my girl now and I'm totally yours."
"Awww, baby." Dani nestled her head against her brother's chest while they fondly squeezed each other's ass. After a short silence, Dani told him: "I guess it'd be alright if you did something with another guy. I don't think I'd be jealous of a guy like I would be if it was a girl."
"Baby, as long as we have each other I don't care about anything or anyone else."
Dani was silent another minute or two. Matt's cock was starting to get hard again and she reached between their bodies to stroke it.
"Or Mom," she added. "I guess I wouldn't get jealous if you did something with Mom. It feels like it's alright cuz she's family. Is that weird?"
Matt chuckled a little. "Yeah, but no," he said, "considering you and me, after all. But don't worry, it's not like Mom's about to have sex with her own son."
"I bet you'd be really surprised."
"What makes you say something like that?"
"Girls know, silly. They just do."
Elaine was once again stunned, but her hand was already back inside her panties. Her powers of judgement were completely blurred now. All there was was the driving heat between her thighs.
"Then you know what I'm about to do," Matt quipped as he guided his sister to the bed.
Giggling louder than she should've, Dani lay back on her bed with her full ass perched right at the edge. Matt knelt on the carpet and pushed her legs up and apart while he started licking the girl's beautifully bald pussy. Her moans and sighs of appreciation came up instantly.
As far as his mother could see through the gap in the doorway, Matt was just as capable of licking a girl's pussy as his sister was of sucking a boy's cock. By now, she had heard so much shocking information she gave up trying to process it. She simply slid her finger back into her pussy and watched her son lick and suckle his younger sister's pussy until the girl moaned and squirmed her way through at least two orgasms.
After that second climax, Matt stood up and held his cock to the girl's sopping wet pussy. He pushed in the head, then slowly buried the rest of his long shaft into Dani's hole. She moaned low in her throat as her brother's rod gradually filled her fresh, young slit.
"Oh, Matty, yesssssss," she purred. "Fuck me. Fuck your little sister. Fuck your girl."
Matt steadied himself with his hands on the mattress, holding himself above her with his feet planted on the floor. Then he started to rock his body back and forth, driving his big, piston-like cock into his baby sister's slippery pleasure hole.
Elaine stared in awe as she watched her son fuck her daughter, a sight she never imagined witnessing. She had a good enough view of his pumping cock to see how his flesh was now glistening with a coat of Dani's fuck honey. He began pumping harder, faster, making the girl moan louder and deeper. They weren't even trying to be quiet anymore, and Matt's forceful thrusting was starting to make sloppy, squelching noises as he shoved in and out of her slippery core.
Their mother did her best to keep quiet and continue to give her clit and fuckhole equal attention. She couldn't believe how beautiful her own offspring looked as they coupled like destined lovers. The way they moved together was like an erotic dance centered around a brother's cock and his sister's pussy. Their mother was overcome by the mixture of love and lust flowing between them. Her pussy began quivering heatedly as she realized the siblings were truly meant to be lovers. It made her sad and joyous at the same time. They could never reveal their amazing love to anyone else, yet they had obviously found their soulmate.
"Fuck me, baby," Dani hissed breathlessly. "Fuck that fucking cunt with that huge fucking cock! Fuck, fuck fuck!"
Matt groaned and fucked his baby girl even faster. "Oh fuck, Dani, that pussy feels so fucking tight! It feels so good!"
"That's why I only sucked cock before you, baby. I wanted your baby sister's cunt hole to be so fresh and tight for you."
Elaine's finger was rubbing furiously over her juice-coated pearl.
"Fuck!" Matt growled. "Cum with me, little sister! Cum with me now!"
"Yes! Do it inside me, dear brother. Pump that fucking spunk right up baby sister's hole!" Dani cried much louder than she meant to. But neither of them even noticed their volume now, and the girl cooed and moaned as her body twisted and turned with an explosion of pleasure. Matt suddenly fell silent but his body tensed and his mother could tell he was giving his sister what she begged him for: a pussy filled with a spray of incestuous cum.



Elaine felt herself cum as hard as her kids. She didn't know how she got through that powerful an orgasm without making enough noise to give herself away, but when she came down from her peak, Matt and Dani were cuddled up and kissing, oblivious to the rest of the world.
Dazed and breathless, Elaine silently closed the door and tiptoed to her room. She was so hazy in the wake of her orgasms, not to mention the many shocking revelations she'd overhead, that she got into bed and fell asleep within seconds. It was too much for any mother to process. She didn't know how a night's rest and the light of the next day would change that, either. For now, total numbness was exactly what she needed.
Over the next few days, the fog over Elaine's mind refused to lift. The little problem she had with her pussy getting wet when was close to her son only became worse. Now, she knew what he looked like grinding his cock between the legs of a loving girl, and he was magnificent. There was no way she'd ever forget the stunning sight of her slender son and curvy daughter fucking in perfect synchronicity. She was masturbating at every opportunity, fingering herself to desperate orgasms at least three or four times every day as she craved feeling that beautiful cock in her own pussy.
As if that weren't bad enough, she'd found herself alone and close to Dani a few times, and discovered her pussy suddenly heating up and getting wet next to her daughter, too. Elaine had played with other females a few times, but she didn't consider herself actively bisexual. It was just something that was nice to enjoy if it happened by chance. And even though she had a keen appreciation of her daughter's curvy sensuality, it wasn't like she was suddenly lusting for the girl. It was the way Dani became what her mother wished she could be for her son, the perfect fuck partner.
Elaine also envied what her daughter had found that she herself never had, a loving soulmate who also happened to be the perfect fuck partner. It was like something out of a dirty romance story, except the hero and heroine were brother and sister. Theirs was not a love story for mass consumption.
Meanwhile, the siblings' mother found herself having to change panties several times every day. She could barely look either of her kids in the eye and knew they could tell mom was deeply distracted. She didn't know, though, if Matt and Dani realized they were acting more secretive than usual. Or did it only seem that way because Elaine was being more vigilant now?
The mother's job as a real estate agent allowed her a flexible schedule, but she still didn't know how she made it to Friday without getting fired. Every meeting she sat through just went by in blur. She had to show houses to prospective buyers a few times and couldn't get through it without imagining her kids fucking in every room of the house.
Dinner that Friday evening was a silent affair, and when they were finished, Matt helped his mother wash the dishes while Dani went upstairs. There was so much she wanted to say to him but she could barely make herself keep up with the usual small talk. It was hard to have a conversation when your pussy was on fire and dripping into your panties, yet she wanted both Matt and Dani to know their mother was aware of their relationship.
After they finished the dishes, Matt gave his mother a tight hug and told her how good dinner was.
"Thank you, baby," she said absently, hugging him back while her mind played back the sight of his cock driving into his sister's cunt.
"So, uh, the usual Friday family movie night?"
"Sure, Sweetie. That sounds nice."
"Are you okay, Mom? You don't seem quite like yourself."
"Oh, I'm fine. It's just, uh, I dunno, busy at work, I guess."
"Mom, you always work too hard. Promise me you'll take the whole weekend off, no going online for work, and just hang with me and Dani all weekend. Nothing but family."
The "nothing but family" struck a chord with his mother. She did her best to smile at him but her clit was throbbing madly.
"I'd love nothing more," she managed to say, wondering if he caught the look of need in his mother's eyes.
"Awesome," he said with a grin.
They held onto the hug longer than normal, and Matt's hands strayed to the base of his mother's spine, hovering just above the swell of her ass. Elaine's pussy was aching until she was almost dizzy. She let her hands drift low on her son's back and actually chanced resting her hands right on top of his ass cheeks. Her heart pounded wildly as she waited to see his reaction. His smile only grew bigger.
"Wouldn't you rather be out on a Friday night with some hot girl?" she asked, testing him.
"No, Mom. Why would I want that when you and Dani are the most beautiful girls I know."
"Oh, Sweetie," she sighed, more wistfully than she meant to.
Matt let his hand brush over his mother's ass. "We'll have the best night right here at home. Nothing but family," he said again.
"That sounds ... special," Elaine sighed.
"You and Dani are special," he whispered with his lips touching her ear.
By the time he let her go and left the room, Elaine's panties were sodden with dew. She was dying to finger her throbbing clit, but both kids were upstairs now and she didn't think she'd have any privacy. She heard them taking turns in the bathroom and went upstairs herself to change for their family night at home.
In her room, Elaine undressed, put on a fresh pair of panties and then an oversized, men's Oxford shirt that she liked for sleeping. It showed off her legs and hips, and tonight, after her kitchen encounter with Matt, she left the front unbuttoned low enough to let more than her usual amount of creamy cleavage to show. She went downstairs and waited for the kids to join her for a movie.
Dani had some of her brother's worn out T shirts she liked using for nightgowns, and tonight she put on a threadbare white one along with a pair of black panties. Her brother wore briefs and a T shirt that didn't go past his hip bones.
Elaine took her seat on the couch while Matt sat beside her and Dani sat on his other side opposite her mother. Their mother noticed Dani cuddling up comfortably with her brother. It wasn't that unusual, but now it seemed like every look and gesture took on a new meaning. Elaine looked at Matt curiously, letting him know she noticed how intimate he and his sister were. He just smiled, and with his right arm around his sister, he shifted and put his left around his mother.
Elaine had to admit it felt good to be held by her son. Her pussy had the same overreaction she'd been feeling lately, but she leaned into the warmth of Matt's body and gave in to the feeling. Dani had her eyes toward the TV while she clicked the remote in search of something to watch, but Elaine kept glancing toward the bulge in Matt's briefs. His sister's free hand was resting on his leg within a couple inches of his crotch. Their mother was sure Dani would have her hand right on top of her brother's bulge if the two were alone.
"Oh, this looks good," Dani said, settling on a love story that came with a warning of a lot of sex scenes.
"Sure, looks good," Elaine agreed, wondering what watching a movie with that much sex along with her son and daughter would be like. But after watching the two of them not only have sex, but hot sex, it seemed like watching a sexy movie wasn't anything to think twice about. On the other hand, watching anything with sex involved while snuggled up to her son felt dangerously exciting. Elaine let her hand move onto Matt's leg right at the same level where his sister was touching the other side.
The bulge in Matt's briefs looked like it was getting bigger. Elaine chanced a look, taking note of the way his cock was right between his sister's and mother's hands. She looked up and saw that Dani had caught her looking. The younger girl blushed but also smiled, then turned her face back toward the TV.
The movie took less than ten minutes before the first nude scene came on. The lead actress was blonde and extremely busty and the lead actor was eagerly feeling her tits, twisting her nipples while they kissed passionately.
"Ohhh, she's got really big boobs," Dani giggled. "I know you're enjoying the show, Matty."
"It's, uh, interesting," her brother said coyly.
Dani snickered. "You always think boobs are 'interesting'."
Elaine noticed her daughter was now lightly rubbing her brother's upper thigh, nearly brushing the growing bulge of his cock through his briefs. Dani's teasing was obviously making her brother's meat swell more than before.
Matt chuckled at his sister's bawdy joke, but he didn't disagree with her. "What can I say? I'm a guy. We're kinda hardwired to like boobs."
This even made Elaine giggle along with her daughter. But then they watched the scene together. The only sound in the room were the moans of the characters in the movie.
"She looks kinda like Mom, don't you think?" Dani asked a minute later.
"A little, I guess," Matt replied.
"Sure, she does. Hot looking blonde. Killer body with huge tits. That's just like Mom."
"Dani!" Elaine called out in surprise. "That's not how most girls talk about their mothers. Especially with their brother in the room."
Dani giggled the same way she always had when she'd done something naughty. Elaine also noticed her daughter was now rubbing her brother's cock through his underwear. His shaft was quickly growing longer and thicker and stretching out his briefs. Elaine's nipples were hard as pebbles and her pussy spasmed with a rush of heat.
"Yeah, but it's true. And Matty thinks so too. Just ask him."
Elaine then looked questioningly at her son. Matt was already beginning to look a little glassy-eyed from the way his sister was brazenly rubbing his fully aroused cock right in front of their mother. But he managed a guilty smile.
"She's right, Mom. I do think you're hot. And you've got amazing tits. I look at them way more than you know. If anything, I think you're much hotter than the girl in the movie."
Elaine was caught speechless. Dani looked pleased with herself as she proudly massaged her brother's cock.
"Mom, you should unbutton your shirt the rest of the way and let us really see your boobs. You're not covering much anyway," Dani said.
Elaine blushed. The girl was right. She'd left her shirt undone on purpose so Matt could see as much of her tits as she dared allow. But now her daughter was saying she should just let her melons out in the open. And with the sexual moaning and groaning that was coming from the movie, not to mention the way Dani was groping her brother's hard dick, her suggestion actually made sense.
Elaine took an obvious look at Dani's hand on Matt's cock. Then she looked up at her son.
"Do you wanna see Mommy's tits, Honey?"
"Yes, Mom. I'd love that."
"We're not supposed to do things like this, you know," Elaine said as she slowly unbuttoned the last remaining buttons on her shirt.
"There's a lot of things we're not supposed to do," her daughter replied. "But that doesn't always stop us. And it doesn't stop some people from watching those things. With her hand in her panties."
Elaine's heavy tits were now fully exposed and her kids were both gazing at them openly. But she was almost too shocked to notice how exposed she was. She couldn't believe her kids knew she'd spied on them having sex.
"You knew I was there?" she asked, not knowing what else to say.
"Yes, Mom," Matt answered.
"Why didn't you say something? You just ... kept going?" Elaine was only taken aback that she'd been found out. It didn't have any effect on the burning sensation in her pussy. Then Matt pulled his arm from around Dani and reached over to begin exploring his mother's naked tits. The same boy who'd been giving her a wet pussy simply by being close. Now he was boldly exploring the warm silkiness of her large jugs while his little sister watched and continued rubbing his cock through his briefs. Simply feeling his hand on her tits made her want to scream.
"We wanted you to know about us, Mom." It was Dani who answered this time. "Matty and I are in love. We're a couple now and we don't want to keep it secret from you."
Elaine moaned slightly as Matt tweezed one of her nipples. "But it's so wrong," she claimed.
"That's true, Mom," Matt said. "It's incest and it's against all the rules. And it was so wrong when you put your hand in your panties and fingered yourself the whole time you watched us. You kept going until you saw me pump my cum inside my beautiful girlfriend."
"Aww, Matty," Dani whispered.
Matt then turned his head and kissed his sister's lips right in front of their mother. It was a deep, loving soul kiss where their tongues played together in a dance of need. But Matt's hand kept moving back and forth over his mother's tits, fondling her firm orbs and teasing her nipples with his fingertips.
Elaine was so stunned by her kids' brazen behavior she could barely speak. But at the same time, she fully understood their love for each other. In those recent weeks, her own love for her son had become sexual. She would've felt like a hypocrite to begrudge her daughter the same feelings. Elaine couldn't tell herself it was okay because she never acted on those feelings like Matt and Dani obviously had because now that her son had his hand on her body his mother only wanted more. But her son and daughter had obviously given this moment some thought so she held back to see what they'd do.
Matt and Dani ended their hot kiss after a long time. There was no mistaking their love in the way they kissed and looked at each other. Like the two of them, she knew it was wrong but she didn't care.
"Kiss Mom now," Dani told her brother.
Matt turned to face Elaine. They paused a moment to look at each other. Matt's hand was still fondling his mother's tit. Then Dani started pulling down on his briefs. He lifted his ass off the couch long enough to let her pull them down and then off. Dani giggled as she saw her mother's wide-eyed look, seeing her daughter take her son's big, naked cock in her hand and start stroking.
The next thing Elaine knew, her son was kissing her deeply, pushing his tongue between her lips. Feeling her son's tongue swirling in her mouth along with his hand kneading her full, sensitive tits, made the mother's head spin with excitement. Knowing his sister was just on the other side stroking his cock made her clit throb in a way she'd never felt before.
Elaine felt Matt's love in his hungry kiss. She knew he was in love with his sister, but she could now see he was in love with her, too. Her son was in love with two women who loved him back just as much. He was in love with the two closest members of his own family.
As they kissed, Matt fondled his mother's tits a while longer, but his hand soon drifted between her legs. She shifted so she could part her thighs and let him play with her pussy through her panties.
"Those panties are already soaked," Dani giggled wickedly, obviously watching her brother rub their mother's pussy through them.
"Mmmm," Matt moaned into his mother's mouth.
Elaine couldn't help wondering if he was moaning more from kissing her or from his sister stroking his cock. She reached for his balls, caressing them while her daughter kept stroking his shaft. Matt finally broke off the kiss just to be able to breathe.
"Fuck, this is amazing," he said.
"And you're amazingly hard," his sister announced.
Elaine watched them in a daze while Matt kept teasing her pussy through her panties. She managed to shrug off her shirt which brought her a bright look of approval from Matt.
"Fuck, I wish I had tits like Mom's," Dani pouted.
"Baby, not all big tits are beautiful and not all beautiful tits are big," he said.
Elaine was impressed with her son and couldn't help smiling. He turned back to his sister and pulled her top up and off, leaving her half naked with her pert titties jutting out.
"Oh, Sweetheart, you have beautiful tits," Elaine sighed. "No wonder your brother loves them so much."
Dani was pleased, but Matt started kissing her again and feeling her cupcakes with both of his hands. She still held his cock, but now her mother's hand was exploring his shaft and running over Dani's hand. She moved her hand down to fondle her brother's balls and give her mother a chance to handle his stiff rod. Matt moaned into his sister's mouth while the two most important women in his life caressed his cock and balls at the same time.
Elaine's pulse was racing with excitement. She couldn't believe she was sitting on her living room couch in nothing but panties with her hand exploring the feel of her son's cock, or that her hand kept rubbing over her daughter's while they both felt his beautifully swollen man flesh. Matt soon kissed a trail down his sister's neck until his lips were on her chest, planting kisses everywhere on her skin. Cupping Dani's dainty puffs of tit flesh in his hands, Matt proceeded to kiss and suckle each of the girl's nipples in turn. She moaned heatedly and made eye contact with Elaine.
When mother and daughter locked eyes, a silent understanding passed between them. It was the closest thing to telepathy Elaine had ever experienced. It showed the bond of a mother and daughter, but on top of that it showed the bond of two women in love with the same man. Elaine and Dani had always loved each other as much as any mother and daughter, but there was a intimacy between them now that could never be matched. As mother and daughter, they would never have to be rivals for the man they loved and craved between their legs.
There were now more moans and sighs filling the room from the horny family of three than the movie that was still playing in the background. But with Matt's erect cock now out in the open, the soft core sleaze on TV began to pale by comparison.
While still paying attention to his sister's perky tits, Matt pushed a hand between her thick thighs and began rubbing her pussy through her thin shorts. The girl moaned in heat and started humping against her brother's hand. Elaine could feel the heated throbbing in Matt's cock.
Dani shifted and raised her ass off the couch so she could pull her shorts off. She wasn't wearing panties underneath and giggled when she saw the surprised look in her mother's eye. But then she sat up on the arm of the couch with one foot up against the back and the other on the floor. Her wet, pouting pussy was fully open. Matt paused to pull off his shirt, then he leaned over and started planting kisses over his sister's thighs and mound. Dani caressed the back of her brother's head as he gradually zeroed in on the honey-coated slit between her large thighs. The girl moaned deeply as Matt began licking her pussy.
Elaine watched in awe, still stroking her son's cock as she watched his tongue lap up and down Dani's slit and alternately dab into her creamy hole. This was a whole world away from spying through a crack in the bedroom door. She wasn't just watching now. With Matt's big cock throbbing in her hand she was part of it, part of their love.
Elaine stood up long enough to slide her panties down her legs. She was aware of her daughter gazing at her equally bald pussy, but Dani was even more in a daze with her brother's tongue lapping and flicking all over her dripping snatch. The mother then knelt down on the carpet right between her son's legs. She took his cock back in her hand and started licking all around the head of his cock. He made a yummy sound of approval while keeping his lips and tongue in motion over his sister's slit.
After nothing but the sound of moans and sighs for the past fifteen minutes, Dani broke the silence.
"Fuck, that's so hot seeing Mom suck that cock," she said. She sounded breathless while Matt kept licking her pussy even though his mother was taking the end of his pole into her mouth.



"Do it, Mom," Dani encouraged the busty, older blonde. "Suck Matty's cock. It tastes so good I know you love it. Show us what a hot, horny mommy you are."
Now the naughty, dirty-mouthed girl Elaine had spied on through that gap in the door was back. It reminded the mother she had a witness to her first, incestuous exploration of that cock she'd been dreaming of for weeks. She was in this now and felt encouraged to suck her boy's cock the best she knew how. She rocked her hand and mouth up and down his thick shaft, slurping loudly as her wet lips went back and forth over the ridge of his knob.
Dani was moaning louder than ever as her brother now sucked on her clit while he sank a pair of fingers into her creamy fuck hole. Their mother watched him eat and finger the girl to a shuddering climax while she steadily sucked his rigid bone. Elaine paused in her sucking and just held onto Matt's cock as she watched her daughter shiver and squeal through her orgasm.
Elaine's cunt was dripping with arousal. Matt's huge erection was standing upright in her hand just inches in front of her face, and she knew exactly what she needed. She knew it was wickedly wrong, but somehow that only made her want it that much more. It hadn't stopped her daughter, so why should it stop her?
The busty blonde mother stood up and then straddled Matt's hips with her knees on the couch. She cast a glance at Dani, who smiled back knowingly. The younger girl then reached over and held her brother's cock in place while Elaine took a deep breath and began to lower her pussy onto his shaft.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ffffffffuck," the mother crooned. "I can't believe how much I need this. Baby, oh fuck, that cock feels so good."
Elaine was soon fully impaled on her son's pleasure pole. He was staring at her intently, his eyes burning with love and need while his hands scooped his mother's heavy tits and kneaded them. She started to ride his flesh, dazed from the beautiful sensation of his hard stalk rubbing along the inner walls of her pussy.
"It's so good, baby," Elaine cooed. "So big, so hard."
"Looks like baby sister is gonna have to start sharing you with Mom," Dani said with a mock pout as she got up to stand behind their mother.
Dani took over fondling Elaine's tits from her brother. Matt settled back and watched in awe as his little sister kneaded and caressed their mother's full tits, giving each of the woman's hard nipples plenty of attention. Elaine was growing more and more breathless as she rose and fell on her son's rigid cock. Matt started thrusting upward, meeting his mother's grinding hips.
"That's it, Mommy," Dani cooed in their mother's ear. "Squeeze that cock in your pussy. Doesn't it feel so good? It's okay to share if it's just us. You know Matty loves us both so much."
Elaine just mumbled and moaned in reply. She'd never been touched so boldly by another female before, but being her daughter made it feel more familiar, and so very good. The girl's pert little tits were pressed against the bustier woman's back, and then she dropped one hand to her mother's pussy and started massaging her clit while she rode Matt's cock harder and faster. At the same time, Elaine felt Dani's other hand slipping between her ass cheeks, the girl's finger easily seeking out her mother's taut rimhole.
Elaine stopped moving while she felt her daughter's finger surge into her asshole. She was staring at her smiling son with his throbbing cock still buried in her pussy.
"Oh, Mommy, fuck," Dani sighed, "I can feel Matty's cock up inside you. Fuck, that's amazing."
Matt then started moving his cock. His mother's pussy felt hot, tight and slippery, but now there was added pressure of his sister's finger teasing his shaft through the thin membrane separating the two holes. He resumed pumping his shaft into his mom's snatch with hard, eager thrusts while she held still now, moaning weakly as her son and daughter both worked on pleasing her holes and clit.
Not only was her son's big cock throbbing and thrusting into her core, but with Dani fingering her asshole and clit at the same time, Elaine was flying on a cloud of lustful pleasure. It felt like every cell of her body was lighting up with electricity. She'd always liked it when a lover was bold enough to lick her ass, but she'd never had a finger or cock there. Dani's finger was just the right size, and having both of her holes stroked in tandem made her delirious.
When Elaine started to cum it felt like she was never going to stop. Her body rocked through three successive explosions of pleasure while her son and daughter kept up their stimulation. Matt cupped her tits firmly in her hands again and she couldn't believe how it felt to have so many hands all over her body at once. Her mind went completely blank as the pleasure heaved through her. The only thing that pulled her back to reality was when Matt growled out that he was going to cum. She screamed in anticipation of her own son just about to fill her pussy with jets of warm boy cream.
"Do it, Matty! Cum in Mommy's hot cunt! Fill her snatch right up like you do for me, baby!" Dani cried.
Then Matt grunted and strained as he fucked a spuming load of cum deep in his mother's pussy. Elaine was dazed as she felt yet another orgasm take her by storm. Dani never stopped rubbing her mother's clit or fingering her ass until Elaine collapsed onto her naked son and waited to catch her breath.
"Fuck, that was so hot," Dani said as she sat beside her mom and brother.
"Ohhh, baby," Elaine whispered against Matt's shoulder.
"I love you, Mom," he said as he stroked her silky hair. "And I love you, too, Dani."
Matt pulled Dani close and kissed her deeply, then kissed his mother. Elaine was surprised when her daughter kissed her just as deeply as her son just had. They shared many more kisses while Matt's cock finally relaxed to the point where it slipped out of his mother's pussy.
Elaine finally moved aside, lying back against the opposite arm of the couch, her lush tits only leaning slightly to the sides while her open legs displayed her recently fucked, cum-filled pussy. She realized her son and daughter could see excess cum dripping down her slit, but under the circumstances, it hardly seemed like anything to think twice about. If anything, she loved the idea that they liked what they saw.
"It's just me and Mom now, right? There isn't gonna be anybody else?" Dani asked her brother with a concerned look.
"Never, baby," Matt said, kissing her like the devoted lover he'd already become. "You're the only two women I could ever love this much."
Elaine smiled. She was happy to be included in Dani's idea of a faithful relationship filled with love and unquenchable fuck lust. What else could she think after cumming harder and more often than any other time in her life?
"Mmmmm," Dani purred as she leaned over and took her brother's cock into her mouth. She patiently sucked him clean, then licked up whatever juices were still dripping over his balls. "Mom tastes good on your cock, baby."
Then Dani crawled toward her mother, lying across Matt with her face in Elaine's pussy.
"I need to taste Matty's cum, too, Mom," Dani said. "And it's all up in your snatch. You're not gonna mind if I lick out as much as I can, are you?"
Elaine grinned at her daughter and spread her pussy open with her fingers. "Mommy never complains about getting her pussy eaten, baby girl."
Dani giggled. "Like mother, like daughter," she said just before she started licking her mother's slit. Elaine moaned, watching her daughter in awe, then gazing down farther to see that Matt was fingering his sister's ass and pussy. Before long, Matt shuffled out from under his sister's body and knelt upright at the other end of the couch. His mother was so impressed to see that his cock was beautifully hard again. He pulled his sister's hips upward to give him a good enough angle to sink his cock into her pussy from behind.
Matt kept fucking Dani while she hungrily lapped and sucked at her mother's pussy. When they came again they went off like a row of dominoes. Elaine first, then Dani, and finally Matt pounded another load of cum into his sister's hole.
"It's a good thing he's young," Elaine told herself silently, "he's got two women who love him and they both have hungry pussies needing his cum. And none of us is ever going anywhere."
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Claudia went into her son's, Nicky's, room at half past ten, having decided to wake him up before he ended up sleeping all day. Without thinking twice, she pulled the sheet down his body as she had hundreds of other times, but this morning she stopped suddenly and took in a sharp breath. At eighteen, Nicky was toned and fit but still slender and mostly hairless. He was wearing clingy, white boxer briefs and the shape of his fully erect cock was stretching out the thin fabric. The boy had an impressively long, thick shaft with a nicely ridged head.
Once Claudia got over her initial shock, she smiled and held back a laugh. It was perfectly normal for a healthy, fit eighteen year old to be getting lots of erections and he was getting them what seemed like constantly to his busty, curvaceous mother. Though beautiful and ripely voluptuous, with curvy hips and thick, shapely thighs, Claudia didn't think to relate the frequency of her son's erections to her or whatever outfit she'd thrown on that day. And this morning, he'd probably just been having a dream about some hot looking girl from the neighborhood.
Divorced and not dating anyone since her marriage split up, Claudia was still familiar with the common condition of morning wood that afflicted pretty much every male under the sun. The only thing that surprised her so much now was that his tight briefs let so much show it was almost like seeing his cock bare and in the flesh.
The single mother felt proud to know her son had such an impressive piece of manhood, not to mention his obvious virility. Without waking him up yet, she took as much extra time as she could to study the sight of her boy's swollen cock. She thought about trying to pull the waistband of his briefs up to get a better look at his striking prize, but she didn't want to risk getting caught peeking at his excited cock.
Claudia almost laughed out loud at how perverted she was feeling, but she could never seem to look at her son without feeling a tingly warmth all through her body. She loved that beautiful boy like nothing else in the world despite that warm feeling causing her a little confusion. It seemed unmotherly in one way yet intensely motherly in another. It was she who made that perfect specimen lying on the bed before her. He was literally made of her flesh and she felt so connected to him it was like there were invisible wires running between them.
And since being single again, Claudia's feelings toward her son only grew stronger. He had impressed her so much by the way he stepped up to take care of her since his father left, doing things around the house the boy's dad used to take care of. Nicky even went with her to supermarket, something his father never did. She loved having that strong, handsome boy there to push the cart and carry the heaviest bags. But most of all, it was the way her son had tuned in on his mother's feelings of rejection and upset in the wake of the breakup. He'd become so attentive and caring.
Nicky's devoted attention brought his mom out of her funk much faster than she would've expected. And by now, Claudia was happier without her ex. She hadn't realized until now what a drain he'd been on her self-confidence and happiness, or how much of a barrier he'd been between her and Nicky. Now that he was out of the picture, her relationship with her son had blossomed. She felt closer to her boy than ever before.
Claudia finally uttered a wistful sigh and sat down gently on the side of Nicky's bed. She let her eyes roam over his barely clad body, marveling at his smooth skin and tight form. Yet it was the bulge of his swollen, young cock that her eyes went back to again and again. She felt a little ashamed of the quivering warmth in her pussy. But only a little bit. It wasn't the first time the voluptuous mom had felt herself grow damp over one of her baby's untimely erections. Mothers have needs just like their sons, and some mothers have deeply felt needs.
Brushing her long, light brown hair behind her ear, Claudia reached for the bare part of her son's thigh with one hand and lightly rubbed his flesh. The bulging stalk in his briefs twitched in response while Nicky let out a sleepy groan. His mother had never touched him like this before, even though she was doing her best to keep her hand from straying onto his impossibly rigid cock.
"Good morning, sleepyhead," the pretty MILF said softly as she stroked her son's inner thigh. She was trying to keep looking at his face though her eyes kept darting back to his cock. Braless, her prominent tits were bulging against her tank top and her nipples were now making stiff dents in the material. And if she didn't get out there soon she'd end up needing to change into fresh panties and yoga pants.
"Mmmmmmm, Mom, what time is it?" Nicky groaned without opening his eyes.
Claudia nearly froze, but since Nicky's eyes were still closed she was able to keep rubbing his leg without dying of shame and excitement all at once.
"It's quarter to eleven, Honey," she said, straining to keep her voice from wavering. "You don't want to sleep all day, do you? I thought maybe we could go out and do something today. It's really nice out."
"Mmmmmmm, sure. You need to go shopping or something?"
"Uhhh, no, maybe, I dunno," she said. "I thought we could just do something fun."
"Okay, Mom. That sounds good," he said with a yawn, eyes still closed.
"That's great, sweetie," she said, gazing at his cock while his eyes were still closed. Her hand was mere inches away from feeling it. Claudia was nearly trembling now, allowing herself to feel excited by her son's ripe manhood. God, it was already so much longer and thicker than his father's.
"Uhhhh, Mom, what are you doing?" His eyes were still closed. His mother thought he was probably keeping them that way on purpose now, being just as nervous as she was.
"Nothing, Honey. I just came in to wake you up, that's all." She knew she sounded nervous.
"Yeah, but... you pulled my covers off. And this is kind of embarrassing."
A sudden rush of intense heat flushed through Claudia's body. She nearly froze again but kept her hand on Nicky's thigh.
"Nonsense, baby. What you're referring to is perfectly normal. Nothing to be embarrassed about at all. In fact, you have a lot to be proud of. And I do mean a lot."
Claudia couldn't repress a giggle. Nicky still had his eyes closed, but he wasn't trying to hide his erection, either.
"Oh my god, Mom."
The boy's mother giggled again, delighted by the way her naughty compliment embarrassed him. But she knew her son better than anyone and if he wasn't proud to have her looking at his swollen cock he would've yanked his sheets back up long before now.
"It's true, baby," she told him in a husky whisper. Then, with her heart pounding like never before, she boldly slid her hand up his leg and onto the stiff bulge in his briefs. They were both speechless as she explored the shape of her son's hard on through the fabric. Claudia couldn't believe she was touching his luscious cock, and it felt as firm as concrete.
"Mom, what the fuck?" Nicky groaned, finally opening his eyes and staring at the hand exploring his throbbing pole.
Claudia was feeling bolder and dying to feel her baby's cock without any material in the way. She pulled the top of his briefs down past his stalk and he lifted his ass to let her pull them down past his balls. Then, with a nervous glance at his face, she curled her hand around his shaft and slowly stroked the length of his impressive meat.
"Mommy's just gonna help you feel better, sweetie," she said. "Your erection is quite normal, and there's no harm in letting your mom take care of it for you. Doesn't it feel good, baby?"
Nicky let out a long, low moan. "God, yes, Mom, that feels so good."
Claudia beamed a smile back her astonished son. "You've got a really nice one," she told him. "It's been a long time since Mommy held such a nice one in her hand. This feels good for me, too."
Nicky's breath came with a soft moan for every one as his mother gripped his cock a little tighter and squeezed a heavy oozing of precum out from the tip. The clear fluid ran to her fingers and lubricated the fat, hard shaft in her grip.
"Nnnn, nnnnn," Nicky moaned. "Fuck... ohhhhhhhh, Mom."
Claudia was now staring at her son's cock like she was mesmerized. With so much precum dribbling down from his knob, she had enough lubrication to start stroking her hand up and down his shaft. He felt so hot and solid and his mother could feel her pussy flood just from the wicked excitement of feeling her son's cock. When Nicky moaned, Claudia's pussy only grew even hotter from the sound. It seemed so perverse to realize her son was feeling so much pleasure from his mother's stroking hand, but there was something incredibly sweet and loving about it too.
"Relax and enjoy it, baby," Claudia cooed sweetly to her boy. "Let Mommy take care of it for you just this once."
Claudia loved seeing the mixture of surprise and pleasure on her boy's handsome face. She didn't think she'd ever seen anything so beautiful. But of course the beauty of his swollen cock was pretty close.
"Ohhhh, ahhhh," Nicky moaned. "Mom, that feels so good. Fuck, oh fuck, don't stop. Oh, please don't stop."
She had no intention of stopping. With the amount of precum dripping from her son's cock head, Claudia's hand was making schlick, schlick noises as she pumped his sturdy column of male flesh. Her pussy quivered harder as the sound reminded her of wet, noisy fuck sounds.
"Don't worry, baby, Mommy won't stop. I'd never leave my baby frustrated. Be good and cum for me, okay Nicky? Cum for Mommy."
She couldn't believe the words coming out of her mouth or how much the twisted perversity of them was driving her feelings of arousal higher. But they seemed to be working on her boy, too, as he started grunting and rocking his hips, trying to fuck back at his mother's stroking motions. Just a few moments later there were high flying spurts of cum bursting out the tip of Nicky's cock. He was writhing and groaning while his cream splattered all over his abs and his mother's hand.
Claudia was excited to see her boy's big, frothy load flow so much. She was even more excited to feel it so warm and creamy on her hand.
"Feel better now, baby?" she asked her boy.
"Mom," he sighed, nearly sputtering his words, "that was incredible."
She couldn't believe how good that made her feel. The last thing she should've been doing was waking her son up with a hand job, but she loved knowing she could make him feel that good. That she could make him cum. It was the kind of gift she never imagined being able to give him as his mother. She leaned over and kissed him on the lips for the first time. She resisted using her tongue and kept the kiss much quicker than she would've liked, but that seemed the safer choice under the circumstances.
"I love you, sweetie."
"I love you, too, Mom."
"It can only be this one time, okay?"
"Yeah, okay," he said with disappointment.
"I'm sorry. It's just that it's so wrong."
"Sure, if you say so," he reluctantly agreed.
After what she'd said earlier about doing something that day, Claudia and Nicky ended up going to the mall, then for pizza, and then to the movies. Neither of them mentioned a word about what happened that morning, but there was a different mood between them, like some kind of barrier had been broken down. Despite there being a pretty huge subject they both avoided, there was a more open and carefree attitude between mother and son.
Claudia and Nicky had always gotten along extremely well, but she noticed a much more attentive attitude in her son. Throughout their day and evening together, Nicky was touching his mother twice as much as usual, whether it was just a supporting hand on her elbow or lower back or even holding her hand as they walked around the mall. That was something Nicky hadn't done in years. But now, with the voluptuous brown-haired beauty wearing a sun dress that revealed her thick, shapely legs and heavy cleavage, Claudia felt like a prize score her proud son was showing off.
She'd always been aware of the looks her curvaceously delicious body attracted, but she hadn't paid much attention to it since Nicky was born. But he kept nudging her with a knowing smirk whenever he caught someone watching her tits jiggle or her ass sway. Claudia felt liberated and had never laughed so much in her life. But she also noticed that her son seemed to be using it as an excuse to look at her more often and more openly than ever before. Or was it her? Was she only noticing the boy's affectionate interest now?
The single mother couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so giddy. But later, when she finally got into bed, the reality of the morning came crashing back. Claudia couldn't stop thinking about exposing her boy's big, hard cock and the way it felt so hot and silky in her hand. She sighed wistfully as she admitted to herself how much she'd loved stroking her gorgeous son's amazing cock. Oh, how she loved the sounds of his desperate breath and moans of pleasure.
By the time she was thinking about the way Nicky had spurted so much warm cum just for her, Claudia had a pair of fingers slipping in and out of her pussy while she massaged her clit at the same time. She could see nothing in her mind's eye but her precious boy's rock hard cock as she made herself cum until she was breathless. It was the only way she could drain enough tension from her aching body so she could sleep.
In the morning, Claudia woke up and was thinking about the previous morning before even opening her eyes. She was barely awake but her pussy was already achy and moist. She slipped off her panties, leaving her in the long tank top she wore to bed, and slowly began stroking the lips of her pussy as she thought of Nicky lying in bed just on the other side of the wall. He was probably still asleep, but that didn't mean his eager, young cock wouldn't be hard. If he was anything like every other horny male in the world he wouldn't fail to have a ripe, throbbing erection every morning.
Claudia wanted to see. No. She needed to see.
She got out of bed, letting her top drop down around her full ass, which it barely covered in a standing position. Leaving her damp panties on her bed, Claudia padded quietly out of her room. In Nicky's room she found that he'd kicked his sheets to the bottom of the bed and was lying there in nothing but his boxer briefs just like the morning before. Sure enough, his teenaged cock was swollen and hard, tenting his briefs exactly the way his mother remembered. This morning, she didn't hesitate to approach her son's bed and sit beside him. This made her more aware of her lack of panties, though, as she realized her moist, shaven pussy would be showing when Nicky woke up.
And Claudia knew he'd be awake very soon.
Despite knowing how wrong it was, she didn't hesitate to reach for the glorious bulge in Nicky's briefs. She began to gently run her fingers all over his shaft and head, exploring the generous contours of his young manhood. He sighed dreamily and his mother began gently massaging his shaft with her palm, dropping down to caress his cum-filled balls.
Nicky moaned sleepily and within another minute or two he opened his eyes. When he saw his mother he smiled. He instantly looked down at her hand on his cock and then back at her face. There was both pleasure and surprise in his look, but it was too late to be acting like this was a first time.
"Mmmmm, g'morning, Mom," he said sleepily.
"G'morning baby. Sorry to wake you up."
"S'okay. You can wake me up anytime. I love the way you wake me up now."
"Well, I did say yesterday it should only be that one time, but, ummm, I thought you might be a little pent up again this morning. So just once more won't hurt."
"I love you, Mom."
"I love you, too, baby."
Nicky sighed and arched his back while his mother continued to caress his cock through his briefs. But then she grabbed the waistband with both hands. "Lift up, honey. Let's get these off you."
Nicky complied instantly, lifting his ass off the bed so his mother could pull his briefs down, and then all the way off. Claudia marveled at the sight of her naked boy. He was so beautiful. His body was tight and defined yet still slender and fluid. His hair was lighter than hers, and his sparse body hair only dusted his chest and legs lightly. His pubes weren't shaved like hers, but she could tell he trimmed and she appreciated being able to feel more skin than hair.
Claudia massaged and caressed Nicky's rigid cock with patient care, wanting to make him last longer than the morning before. She wanted to give him a hand job he would remember the rest of his life. One that he'd measure all other hand jobs by. And if anyone had the skill to do that, it was definitely Claudia.
"Do you like the way Mommy touches your cock, baby?" she asked sweetly, curling her hand around his unyielding shaft.
"Mmmm, I love the way you touch it, Mom. It feels better than anything."
"I love making you feel good, darling," she said. "Would you think Mommy was a bad girl if I told you I've had lots and lots of practice doing this?"
Nicky grinned wide. "I love that, Mom. It's hot."
Claudia returned her son's smile. "Well, that was a long time ago, but your old, frumpy Mom was almost famous for giving the best hand jobs in town."
In fact, Claudia had been known not only for jerking guys' cocks like a pro, but also for sucking them off like she was slurping up candy. She didn't want to mention the sucking part to her son, though. It was nice that he was turned on by the hand job part, but she wasn't sure what he'd think if he knew his mother had been a world class, highly sought after cock sucker before settling down with his father.
"You're not frumpy, Mom. You're really hot. I kinda figured lots of guys always wanted you."
"But you're the only one I do it for now, baby. Just you. And of course just this once. I mean twice," she added with a giggle.
Nicky giggled too, but that quickly turned into moans of pleasure as precum flowed from his cock while his mother's hand slid up and down and twisted around. Claudia was careful to apply just enough of a grip to keep her boy on the edge. She caught him staring at her exposed pussy, her top gathered around her hips in her sitting position on his bed. She had one knee pressed against his hip while the other foot was on the floor. Her pussy was not only exposed but wet and partially open.
Feeling her son's gaze on her smooth slit, Claudia boldly spread her thighs wider and brought her free hand between her legs. Nicky groaned as he watched her fondle and stroke her slit, pulling her lips apart, spreading herself open so he could clearly see the pink, wet, glistening hole through which he entered the world eighteen years before. She never gave up stroking his luscious boner while rimming her mother hole with her fingers and letting her boy see her fingers slide up into her tunnel and back out to massage her clit.
Claudia's body was every bit as on fire as Nicky's. Her nipples were swollen and jutting dents into the fabric of her top. When she caught her son looking at her tits, she paused everything to take off the only garment covering her. She was aware of her gentle belly roll but felt more beautiful than ever when she saw the rapt look of loving admiration on her boy's face. She smiled at him and took his cock back in her hand. She played with her heavy orbs while jacking her son's rod with the other hand. He got a vivid demonstration of how a loving mother likes her tits to be rubbed and kneaded, and the way she craves having her sensitive nipples twirled and twisted.
Nicky lay back and moaned with pleasure as he watched her play with her tits and his cock at the same time. Yet before long, Claudia's hand moved from her tits back to her aching pussy. She started rubbing and then finger fucking herself again while keeping a steady stroke going on the rigid cock in her fist. But after a couple of minutes, Nicky reached for his mother's hand and pulled it away from her pussy.



"Let me do it, Mom," he said. "Like you're doing it for me. Just this once, right?"
Claudia was briefly taken aback. She hadn't thought about letting her son touch her, only of her touching him. It had been almost three years since anyone had touched her pussy but her, and the need to feel her baby's fingers in her hole made the decision for her.
"Just this once?" she asked.
"Yeah, of course."
"Okay, baby, do it. Push your fingers up Mommy's pussy and pump it just like I was doing."
Nicky turned out to be a keen observer or else this wasn't his first time finger fucking pussy. He slipped a pair of fingers easily into his mother's wet and well-prepared hole and started fucking her at the same pace she'd been doing to herself.
"Oh god," Claudia moaned immediately. "Baby. Fuck. Ohhhhh fuck!"
The horny mother pushed her snatch closer for Nicky and did her best to keep her attention on his cock. With both of her hands free, she was able to massage his balls and stroke his shaft at the same time. The pair were both moaning and loudly sucking air as they pleased each other. The mother was dying to make her baby boy cum again but she didn't know how she could keep stroking him when his fingers were pumping her closer and closer to a climax of her own.
That's when Claudia stopped trying to prolong her boy's pleasure. She tightened her grip and started pumping him faster, knowing she could bring him to orgasm any second. Over the next couple of minutes, Nicky started moaning and gasping harder. Growing closer to his own climax he forgot to keep pumping his fingers into his mother's channel.
"Mom! Fuck! Mom! Gonna. Cum!" he cried out.
Claudia savored the sight of his beautiful cock twitching and spurting just as much cum as he'd shot the morning before. It was another glorious load of family fuck cream bursting up in the air and landing on his mother's hand and his belly. But she was so excited she let go of his cock as soon as he finished and started mercilessly rubbing her clit. Nicky got the point and started pumping his fingers again. Another minute later Claudia stiffened and cried out. She came so hard she squirted all around her son's hand and practically soaked his entire forearm with her motherly mist.
Recovering, Claudia let her son see her lick some of his cum off the back of her hand. The tangy flavor graced her lips and tongue like an intoxicating elixir. She then leaned over and kissed his lips again, but for a longer time than the day before.
"That was amazing, Mom," the boy sighed with content. "It felt even better than yesterday."
"Mmmm, it felt amazing for me too, darling. But remember, this was the last time, okay?"
"Okay," he replied with a look of disappointment.
"I love you so much," she told him with another kiss.
"I love you, too, Mom."
Claudia reluctantly left her son where he lay in bed to go back to her room and shower in her own bathroom.
It turned out to be a day for doing things around the house and yard. Nicky went outside to help. Claudia had put on a cropped T shirt and yoga pants, but when her son came out she ran back inside and changed into a pair of clingy booty shorts. Then she took off her bra and went back outside. It made her smile to think she could reward him for his work by giving him more of his mother's flesh to look at.
They stopped in the middle of the day to go out and get some plants and supplies at Claudia's favorite garden center, and then they spent a couple more hours working in the yard. She was having just as much fun spending time with Nicky as the day before. They took showers again after working and then Claudia made a nice spaghetti dinner she knew Nicky would love. After dinner they watched a couple of movies together. Just before going upstairs, Nicky hugged his mother for a long time and kissed her on the lips. He then told her he loved her and said goodnight.
Claudia almost felt like a love-struck teenager, but she rationalized her feelings were just because she felt like she and her son were bonding more than ever.
Getting into her own bed, Claudia felt sad about promising herself to keep out of her son's room in the morning. It was only twice, but she knew she would miss his beautiful cock and the way he squirmed and moaned from the pleasure she knew how to give him. Nor could she forget how hard she came herself that morning. She couldn't believe she'd actually squirted all over his arm. Her sadness over having to end this brief but incredibly thrilling behavior kept her from masturbating herself to sleep. She mostly thought about how much she loved that incredible boy. It made her happy to know he loved her more than any other man in her life. She even cried a little bit, but finally drifted off to sleep.
It was light outside but still early when Claudia slowly roused to consciousness. There was a warm, wet sensation of pleasure between her legs that brought a moan from her supple lips. It felt like a dream even though she knew she was awake. She opened her eyes to discover Nicky's handsome face down between her legs while he methodically licked his mother's smooth pussy.
Nicky had managed to push her legs apart and get the bottom part of her sleep shirt above her pussy mound without waking her up. She hadn't worn panties to bed so that was one less obstacle for him. And her son had been licking her slit long enough that she was already dripping wet by the time she opened her eyes. She could tell he loved what he was doing, and his tongue felt so agile and slick. But he was going cautiously, like he wanted to wake her up gradually. Yet Nicky was so focused on savoring his mother's pussy he didn't realize she was awake until Claudia let out a long moan of pleasure.
Nicky kept licking his now conscious mother's slit and she moaned again, deeper and louder. His tongue grew busier and more eager as her responses grew more intense.
"Baby, we shouldn't," Claudia protested weakly.
"It's okay, Mom," Nicky said as he paused and looked up. "It's just this once, alright?"
He grinned at her like he really didn't mean a word of what he said. Claudia couldn't help but grin back. The fact was that she simply couldn't wait to feel her son's tongue on her pussy again. She wasn't sure if she wanted to ask him about it, but she was sure this wasn't his first time eating pussy.
Nicky slipped a pair of fingers into his mother's wet cunt and then focused the attention of his lips and tongue on her swollen clit. She instantly pulled her thick thighs open as wide as she could to give her talented boy more room to make her feel things she hadn't felt in years. He seemed tireless, alternating between licking and sucking her clit while his fingers pumped a steady rhythm into her hole. He went on with patient insistence, eating her as if her pussy were made of pure sugar.
Claudia could barely speak. Her own son was sucking and fingering her like she was the queen of his world. His fingers were pumping faster and slicker, getting noisier the more speed he picked up. Claudia barely even noticed that Nicky had stopped bothering to lick her clit and just kept sucking it like a piece of hard candy.
All that came out of the mother's mouth now were staggered grunts and gasps of lustful pleasure. Was it a blessing or a curse that the best pussy loving she'd ever had was coming from her eighteen year old son. She felt like every cell in her body was lighting up with pleasure. She couldn't manage to utter a word until just before the brink of a hot explosion.
"Baby!" she shrieked. "You're making Mommy cum so hard!"
Her body was suddenly shuddering while a spray of pussy mist burst from her snatch. Her climax was so intense she kept squirting and cumming for what seemed like a full minute, and only then did Nicky leave his mother's hyper sensitive cunt in peace. It was a couple more minutes while Claudia caught her breath.
Nicky gave his mother's pussy a few last kisses before standing up from the foot of the bed. He was completely naked, and his immense cock was standing out hard, thick and long. Claudia knew how frustrated he must've felt to have such an enormous erection after eating her like a seasoned pro. She would've felt terrible leaving him to take care of such a magnificent boner on his own. Like it would make her a bad mother. And then there were the awakening quivers of fresh desire as she gazed at her boy's deliciously gorgeous cock. Nicky wasn't going anywhere as long as his mother had a say in the matter.
She spread her legs again, opening up her pussy like before. "Come to Mommy, baby," Claudia purred. "You can have Mommy's pussy to fuck just as hard and deep as you want. Just this once."
She now grinned at him like he had before, like she didn't mean a word she said about the just this once part. She now knew there would be no way this particular mother and son could ever express their love any other way.
"Really, Mom?" Nicky was surprised, letting the reality sink in that his mother was laying her wet twat open before him in a golden invitation to fuck the very hole he was born from.
"Mommy needs it, baby. She needs your huge cock and she needs it right now."
Her voice was almost stern, like the times she'd had to scold him for doing something bad. But Nicky smiled from ear to ear, looking like he just won the lottery. He climbed onto the bed and got into position between the lady's plump looking thighs. Gripping his solid cock, he stared at his mother's glistening pink slit and started to rub the head of his pole around her lips and over her clit. Claudia could tell he was savoring the moment before plunging his huge cock into her for the first time. She loved the feeling of his warm, silky dome smearing back and forth across her clit, but when he pushed it into her hole they stared at each other in awe.
The look between mother and son was one of hot need and disbelief at the same time. At that moment, with Nicky's cock slowly pushing deeper into Claudia's snatch, it was as if their thoughts were both coming from one mind. Was this really happening? Was Mommy really taking her loving boy's fuck stick deep in the hole he was born from? Could something that wrong feel this good?
Claudia's eyes went wide as she watched her loving boy dip his throbbing rod deeper and deeper into her tunnel. He finally buried his stalk completely in the older woman's core, letting his balls push up against her ass.
"Mmmmmm, baby, your cock feels soooooo good in me," she purred.
"You feel amazing, Mom," Nicky said as he started to push and pull his cock in a slow but steady pumping motion. "Mmmm, that pussy feels so good."
Claudia felt like she was on Cloud 9 over her son's pleasure. His long, thick cock was pleasing her pussy like never before, but it was knowing he was feeling the same thing that made it feel ten times more intense than any cock she'd ever fucked in the past. She was completely over any misgivings about a son fucking his mother being wrong. Nothing could make a woman feel more love and wet pleasure than the willing cock of her own loving son.
Nicky didn't take long before he was pumping harder and faster into his mother's slit. He looked mesmerized by the heavy heave of her big tits as he fucked her harder and harder. Now and then he would lean over to suck on one or the other of her nipples, but the rest of the time he was happy to keep pounding her love-drenched snatch full of teenaged cock meat.
Claudia wrapped her legs around his hips and ground her pelvis into the rhythm of Nicky's thrusts, meeting him fuck for fuck. She was impressed with how long he could go on fucking without letting up to keep from blowing too soon. As it was, the boy fucked his voluptuous mother through three successive orgasms. The last one was so good she even squirted against him. That was it for Nicky, though. He suddenly started pumping and pounding like he was possessed, obviously ready fall over the crest of his own endurance.
"Cum in me, baby!" his mother cried. "Cum in Mommy's hot, wet cunt! Fill it up like a man, my love!"
Claudia could feel the wild throb and twitch of her son's cock as he spurted several hot jets of incestuous cum into her completely unprotected womb. The feel of him cumming so hard over his love and lust for his mother, combined with the danger of his cum taking hold in her snatch and leaving her pregnant made her scream and cum once more. This was the longest, hardest cum she could ever remember having. And when it was past, Nicky's face was buried between her now sweaty tits, his deep breathing slowly returning to normal.
It took them both a few minutes to recover. Then they spent several more minutes kissing deeply. This time their tongues explored eagerly into each other's mouth. They kissed and fondled each other for a long time, acting like a pair of brand new lovers. As for Claudia, she knew her Nicky would keep her happy and well fucked for a long time to come.
Eventually, Nicky convinced his mother to take a shower with him. Once they got into the tub and had the water running the way they both liked it, Nicky held up a razor and tube of shaving lotion.
"I wanna go smooth like you are, Mom," he told her.
"Mmmm, I'd love that," she purred eagerly, hardly able to wait to feel her boy's hair-free cock pumping her equally hair-free pussy.
"But I'm not used to shaving down there. I was hoping..." and then he just pouted sweetly.
Claudia kissed him and took the items from his hands. She knelt down in the tub and fully enjoyed caressing his cock and balls as she spread the lotion everywhere, even the areas she didn't need to shave. She was amazed to see him grow hard again so soon after such an intense fuck. It made her smile to think of how readily an eighteen year old cock could come back to life, and now, this cock was all hers.
It took her a little longer to shave Nicky's cock and balls than if she'd been able to trim him a little closer first, but she loved having to hold and handle his aroused cock as she scraped away at his hair with the razor. He set a foot on the side of the tub so she could shave down past his balls, making him smooth all the way back to his asshole.
Nicky's cock just got harder the whole time until he was throbbing with need. His mother giggled, pleased with her handiwork in more ways than one. Then she took his cock into her mouth and started sucking him, using her left hand on the lower part of his shaft. She paused to lick all around the base of his shaft and then his ballsac, everywhere that was now shaved down to smooth skin.
The boy was moaning deeply. It gave his mother immense satisfaction to see how much he loved the more sensitive feeling of being pleasured while smooth and hairless. With his foot still on the side of the tub, Claudia started sucking and stroking him again. His moans grew deeper and louder. Then she brought her other hand to his ass and dipped her finger into his crack. There was still enough residual lotion to smooth the way for her finger to slide into his ass while she sucked his pole.
Nicky uttered breathless grunts and moans while his kneeling, naked mother sucked his cock and fingered his asshole. She worked her finger deeper, until she was fucking his ass and sucking him off at the same time. And just as his mother expected, her boy couldn't hold out very long. Moments later he growled deeply and filled his mother's loving mouth with a flood of warm, creamy cum.
When she stood up and kissed him, Claudia knew Nicky could taste what remained of his load in her mouth. She loved the way he kissed her extra deeply, excited by his own taste in his mother's mouth. His slowly deflating cock was pressed between as she crushed her huge tits into his chest and kissed him long and deeply.
The kiss finally separated.
"Just this once, right, baby?" Claudia said with a teasing wink.
"Sure, Mom. Until the next one," Nicky grinned.
Claudia hugged her naked son for all she was worth. He held onto her just as hard, and she could only smile knowing he was all hers now and the next time would be as soon as she could make his luscious cock hard again.
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Sandi blushed and felt her eyes well up when she caught her father staring at her enormous tits. It was like she had a pair of small pumpkins waggling under her scant top. Since they were cleaning unwanted junk out of the attic of Frank's house -- the same house where Sandi had spent her high school years -- the twenty-four year old was only wearing the thinnest of spaghetti strap tank tops. It was cropped to show the rolls she didn't like on her belly, but since it was only her and her father working together she was much more casual than usual. Besides, it was a warm day and the attic was hot and steamy.
When Frank realized he'd been caught gazing at his daughter's colossal globes, he started blushing too and quickly looked away. But as he did, Sandi couldn't help smiling as she realized her dad was momentarily mesmerized by her stupendous jugs. She was used to men staring at her tits, but her father was in a completely different category. If anything, he was a category all on his own. It was weird but exciting at the same time, and it was funny how Frank tried not to show how flustered he was at getting caught with his eyes where they didn't belong. But Sandi thought it was sweet.
After umpteen trips up and down the attic stairs, the father and daughter duo were sweaty and ready for a break. Carrying another load down the stairs and out to the garage, Sandi suggested a break in the kitchen to get something to drink.
"Good idea, sweetie," her father readily agreed.
But Frank's eyes roamed over the prominent swell of his daughter's tits once more, bringing Sandi's attention to the fact that she was sweating now and her damp top was clinging to her melons like a thin coat of paint. She also realized her nipples were fully erect and denting the fabric and there was no way to blame it on being cold. In fact, it was one of the hottest days of the year so far. It wasn't a great day to be working in the attic, but Frank wanted to get the space emptied out so he could start renovating the top floor into an individual apartment for Sandi.
Frank's only child had broken up with her husband a month before and moved back into her old bedroom. She'd told her dad it would only be for a few weeks until she could find full-time work and an apartment of her own. But Frank said she could stay as long as she wanted, and only a few days later he came up with the idea of renovating the attic into a cushy loft apartment for her.
Sandi had been ecstatic and hugged her father so long and tight she thought she could feel his cock getting hard. She couldn't be sure, though. This was her dad, after all, and he was quick to break contact as soon as she felt what she thought was his man flesh swelling with desire. It was too quick to read anything into it, but the boob staring was undeniable and Sandi realized she liked having her dad look at her tits much more than not having him look. And, much more than when other guys looked. She couldn't explain why -- not that Frank wasn't fit and handsome because he was. It just gave her a warm, tingly feeling that felt safe and comforting.
Yet the thick, chunkily built blonde still felt self-conscious as she led the way into the kitchen. She was wearing shorts that were too tight and short for a girl her size. At least, that's what she thought, but she felt like she should wear whatever she wanted at home.
While she was used to guys going crazy over her enormous tits, she was just as used to them going after girls with skinnier legs and smaller asses. Yet she'd caught her father peeking at her thick legs as much as her tits. Did he think she looked good or was he thinking she needed to lose weight? This was the same question that led to increasingly intense arguments with Sandi's soon-to-be ex-husband. When she finally caught Norman cheating with a skinnier girl with fake tits -- tits which weren't even as big as Sandi's -- she immediately called her father who insisted she come home right away.
"You did the right thing, you know," Frank reassured his baby girl as she poured them each a tall glass of lemonade.
"Yeah, I know leaving Norman was right. I just hate feeling like a failure and never wanted to end up being a burden to you. Here you are with your adult daughter living at home all over again."
"Stop talking that way. You're not a failure. Norman is. And you could never be a burden," he insisted with a serious frown. "Besides, it's so good having you back. You're pretty good company, you know."
"Aww, thanks, Dad. You're not so bad yourself. It feels really good to be here, to tell the truth. I sure wish Norman was more like you."
"Norman's a fucking moron," Frank frowned.
Sandi couldn't help giggling at her father's use of the F bomb, which was way out of character for him. She also relished his fiercely protective nature. It made her feel special and important in a way that Norman and every other guy she ever went out with failed to. She heaved a deep, wistful sigh and secretly wished Frank wasn't her father. The sigh also pushed her monumental tits upward and outward which drew her dad's eyes down from her face, causing him to spill lemonade on his shirt. Sandi didn't mean to, but she giggled even harder.
Frank still seemed upset, but more about Norman than getting caught looking at his daughter's lusciously huge tits. He didn't even seem to notice the spill as she went to the counter and got a cloth to dab against the wet mark on his shirt. This brought the father and daughter into close quarters and neither of them shied away as their hips gently bumped into each other. It wasn't exactly sexual contact, but it was intimate and warm and it made Sandi's pussy quiver and tingle enough to make her lightheaded. It was the kind of gesture a wife or girlfriend might make and knew that wasn't lost on her father.
"Aww, it's okay, Dad," she said as she dropped the cloth in the sink. "If I'd known what an asshole Norman really is I never would've married him. But everything worked out. I'm happier being back home with you again."
"I'm happy, too, sweetheart. It's better you're rid of that idiot. It still makes my blood boil to think of the way he hurt you."
"Ohhh, Daddy," the voluptuous blonde sighed as she put her arms around him. She pushed her unwieldy tits against his body and held him snugly. He put his arms around her too and placed one hand on the back of her head, stroking her hair while they held each other.
"I love you, Dad," Sandi said softly.
She felt her dad's big, solid body fill with a deep breath. "I love you, too, baby," he replied.
Long after any normal father/daughter hug would've ended, Frank kept holding onto his portly daughter. She pressed her face against his shoulder and kept up the pressure of her big melons against his body. He kept stroking her hair with one hand while the other rested low on her back, just above where the swell of her ass began. She would've been mortified to hug any other man while she was so rumpled and sweaty, but Sandi felt warm and so damp in her panties now. If her father had stuck his hand down inside them just then she wouldn't have made a move to stop him. In her daddy's arms she felt safe and beautiful. She didn't care if it was supposed to be that way or not.
Sandi's nipples were hard and aching with sensation, but they were firmly squished into her father's body. She was surprised at how firm and solid he felt. He'd always kept in good shape, but she could now tell he was in much better shape than Norman despite being twenty years older at forty-six. That made her proud of her handsome dad but it made her feel embarrassed about her weight at the same time. How could he ever be proud of her the same way she was proud of him?
Yet she couldn't forget the way he'd been looking at her the whole time they were working. He kept pretending he wasn't, but she spotted that look in his eye, a look she hadn't seen in a man's eyes for a very long time. Nothing about the way her dad looked at her ever made Sandi feel fat or frumpy. Her father's eyes made her feel like a beautiful princess even if she had trouble seeing herself the same way. But being in his arms like she was right now felt like pure love. Even her pussy started to feel warm, an inappropriate reaction that made her mind spin with an array of conflicting feelings.
"Ohhh, Dad, I just hope I'm not getting in the way," she said, feeling like she had been since the day she came back home.
"Baby," Frank reacted with surprise. "How could you ever say that?"
He took her pretty face between both of his hands, but with her arms still around his body they remained pressed firmly together.
"I've been so happy ever since you came back," he went on. "I'm sorry he hurt you, but I've never liked Norman one bit and I'm happier now that you're back where you belong. I just hope you don't feel like it's a big let-down having to move back home with your old dad."
"Oh, Dad, you're not even old," Sandi retorted. "You're still young and hot and you shouldn't have your big, fat failure of a daughter getting in your way."
"You are not a failure," Frank repeated sternly. His hands moved from her face to around her body again, settling dangerously close to her ass. "You have no idea. My friends would be green with envy if they knew I had a hot, voluptuous younger woman living with me."
"Dad? Did you seriously just say I'm hot?"
Frank grinned. "I did. And voluptuous, don't forget."
He moved his hands lower and semi-playfully squeezed his daughter's large, round ass. Sandi giggled to cover the moan she wanted to let out. She squirmed against her father's body as he felt her flesh and giggled even harder when she felt the stirring growth in his shorts as his cock quickly grew hard. The curvaceous blonde felt herself go limp against the man who'd given her life, savoring the idea she could make a man like her daddy hard.
"Ohhhh, Dad," she sighed against his chest. "I thought you were just trying to cheer me up, but ... Daddy, I can feel you."
Frank squeezed her ass firmly and pulled her tighter against the shaft of his cock, now straining against his shorts. She could feel his whole, enormous shaft pressing into her body through their clothes. It felt weird to know how big her father's cock was, but it made her proud of him and horny all at once. It was amazing to feel this good being held by her loving dad -- so wrong, but so good. Was it possible to fall in love with him even more?
"I shouldn't let you feel me like this, sweetie, but you need to know how men see you. How they respond to you. Men who love real women," he said, nearly growling as his rigid shaft pressed the point against Sandi's curves.
The young blonde nearly swooned and sighed deeply against her dad's chest. "Daddy? Have you ever, umm, responded to me this way before?" she asked tentatively.
"More than you need to know about, baby girl. Just forget whatever you've heard before, especially if it came from that idiot, Norman. You're so fucking hot it drives me crazy."
Sandi was shocked by her father's revelation. Her head reared back so she could look him in the eye and see if he was being sincere. The burning gleam in his eyes made it clear that he was, as if the throbbing pole mashed against her body wasn't proof enough. "Daddy, are you saying ..."
Frank cut her off with a deep, sudden, hot kiss. Sandi whimpered submissively into her father's mouth as their lips opened and their tongues immediately found each other in a passionate dance of forbidden need. Sandi's pussy was soaking wet as she felt fully taken and loved by her husky father. Yet he hadn't really taken her. Not in the traditional sense. But the way he was kissing her like a lover and grinding the cock she should never see or feel against her body was enough to feel more intense than full-on sex with anyone else.
The plump, beautiful blonde felt herself brazenly rubbing her body against the length of her father's solid shaft. In their hot weather outfits there wasn't much between their bodies, but Sandi longed to feel her dad's big, manly organ in the flesh. And she wished he could feel the naked silkiness of her huge tits rubbing back and forth across his bare chest. After that, all she could think about was what it would feel like to have his incredible cock pushing up inside his own baby girl's hot, dripping cunt. She wanted him to know how tight and velvety smooth she'd feel on the inside.
Suddenly, Frank broke the kiss and started intently into his daughter's face while they both tried to catch their breath. "I'm sorry, baby, I got carried away. I just wanted you to know how beautiful you are. Don't pay attention to your crazy old man," he laughed nervously as he finally let go of her body. His swollen cock was still tenting the front of his shorts.
"It's okay, really. You're not crazy, Daddy. And not old, either," she said with a disappointed pout. Her father's swollen cock was making an obvious bulge in his shorts. There was no way to deny he was aroused by his plump, pretty daughter, and Sandi was feeling exactly the same way. Her mind was just as lit up as her body. She couldn't believe she'd just given her loving daddy a hard on that was practically staring her in the face as it strained against his clothes.
She was dying to touch the front of his shorts and feel his rigid manhood but she didn't dare. That would've been crazy, wouldn't it? But what if this was the only chance she ever got? Her pussy was oozing with steaming need, like it was screaming at her that Daddy had always been the only right one for her all along. It seemed so simple. She needed him to fuck her like she was his personal property and the huge tent in his shorts revealed he needed the very same thing. They needed each other and no one else. But he was trying to be so ethical, which was both agonizing and sweet as far as his daughter was concerned.
"Honey, it's not okay," Frank told her with a worried frown. "There's no excuse ... except maybe ... I just wanted you to know how, uhh, beautiful you are."
"You really do make me feel that way, Dad," she said. "You've always been my biggest fan."
"I always will be, sweetheart."
That did it for Sandi. Even if this was the only time it would ever happen, she reached for the front of her father's tented shorts and nestled her hand over his erection. They both let out a gasp of surprise. Then Frank made a brief, almost imperceptible groan of pleasure as Sandi let her hand slide over the shape of his throbbing shaft.
"That's ... that's ... so bad, honey," the man finally croaked without making the slightest move to stop her.
"But it feels so good, Daddy. God, it feels amazing. You're so ... big. So thick. So hard. Mmmm."
"That's nothing you're ever supposed to know."
"Don't you like knowing your little girl is proud of her daddy's big cock?"
"Fuck," Frank whispered. He just leaned back against the counter and let his daughter explore the shape and feel of his aching prick through his shorts.
"I love you, Daddy," the blonde said quietly.
"I love you, too, baby. But ... but ..."
But Sandi then pulled her father's zipper down. She opened the button at the waistband of his shorts and pushed them down, pushing his briefs along with them. Then his thick, impressive man stalk bobbed upright and stood tall under his daughter's admiring gaze.
"It's so beautiful, Daddy," she whispered as she wrapped her hand around his hot, rigid shaft. His dick felt so solid and substantial, and Sandi loved having her dad's flesh in her hand. She loved knowing his moans of pleasure were completely because of her as she stroked her hand up and down his sizeable rod.
The tip of Frank's pole was quick to begin oozing precum, which his daughter dutifully smeared over this pulsating flesh. It made his cock feel slick and her hand moved easily over his shaft. For the next few minutes, there was nothing but the sound of their deep breathing as they both watched the hand of a sweet, loving daughter slip and slide along her father's throbbing cock. It was so wrong yet so beautiful. Sandi was mesmerized by her dad's organ.
"Daddy, please touch my tits while I jerk you off," the girl cooed.
"That would be wrong, baby. So wrong," he claimed yet again. But even as he said it, Frank's hand moved to his busty daughter's well stretched top. He pulled the upper edge of her top down below her melons, exposing them completely. Sandi loved hearing his sigh of admiration, but it was even better when he began to fondle and knead her smooth, warm orbs with both of his hands.
"Ohhhh, Daddy, yes," the curvy blonde sighed.
Her pussy was on fire as she savored the feel of her dad's large hands massaging her tits and teasing her stiff nipples with his fingertips. She wanted so much more, but she was too excited to think past the steady pump of her hand on her favorite man in the world's cock. More and more precum dribbled from his knob and gave her tightly wrapped fist a smooth, slippery glide. She stroked faster and harder, making her father moan and gasp more deeply. And as much as she would have loved to feel that luscious cock spurting deep in her pussy, she wanted to see him cum. She needed to see the physical evidence of the pleasure she was giving the man she loved more than anything.
Frank's grunts and gasps started to grow raspier and deeper. Sandi knew she was jacking him closer and closer to the edge. She was jerking it harder and faster than she'd ever jerked a cock before, and it wasn't long before her daddy gave her what she was waiting for.
"Baby! You're gonna make Daddy cum!" Frank growled.
It almost sounded like he was warning her not to, but his head tossed backward and his growls became grunts of release. Sandi was amazed to see thick, generous spurts of cum arcing out of her father's cock and squirting onto the floor. His whole body went tense and his hands clamped onto his baby girl's huge jugs through his whole, cream spurting eruption.
Sandi kept stroking her father's cock until there was no more spunk. Then she stroked him a little more, smearing his cum all over his shaft and rubbing it over his shaven balls. It felt so good with there being so much smooth skin around the base of his shaft and sack. She knew it would feel so good pushing into her fully shaven pussy.
But after a moment to recover, Sandi was disappointed to hear her father apologizing for allowing things to get out of hand.
"Didn't you like it, Daddy?" she pouted.
"Of course I did, sweetie. It was incredible. But so wrong. I'm your father. Maybe we should take a break and go back to work on the attic later."
Frank kissed her on the cheek and then remembered his shorts were down at his ankles. He pulled them back up and went upstairs. Sandi could hear the shower running a moment later. She went upstairs, too, and went into her room. She stripped naked, wishing her dad was there to see her. Then she lay down on her bed, leaving her door wide open, and fingered herself through three incredible climaxes in a row.
The next few days had Sandi in turmoil. She couldn't stop thinking about kissing her dad like a lover, or making him cum halfway across the kitchen floor. The guttural sounds coming out of his throat at the moment of climax never left her ears. There was nothing about it that sounded dirty. It sounded like love to the curvy blonde. The kind of love she never got from anyone except the man she wasn't allowed to love that way.
They didn't talk about what happened, but Sandi could tell her father was thinking about it just as much as she was. He was quiet and pensive and seemed to be extra careful in the way he talked to her. She was relieved that he didn't change his mind about her moving in and they kept working on clearing out and prepping the attic for the renovation. There were a couple of days it was too hot to work up there so they spent some time going to home improvement stores and looking at paint colors and various fixtures for the lighting and plumbing.



In the evenings, Sandi started to cuddle with her dad on the couch the way she used to. Frank's reaction was warm and encouraging. He always put his arm around her and held her close, and he didn't flinch when she laid her hand on his thigh and lightly rubbed at him with her fingertips. Sandi loved it when he ended up with a big, hard bulge in his shorts. She was dying to jerk him off again, and even more, she wanted to just pull up his shorts leg and suck it.
However, when Frank got those big, painful erections, he would just claim to be tired and go upstairs. Then he jerked himself off in his bedroom while Sandi listened to him through the door. It wasn't as if he went out of his way to make a secret out of what he was doing. His daughter could hear every moan and grunt. Her pussy would drip as she listened and she rubbed her clit in the hallway as she longed to be back in the kitchen that day when it was her hand causing her daddy's big cock to throb and spray cream in every direction.
Sandi noticed her father felt free to make as much noise pleasuring himself as he pleased, so she did the very same thing. When she made herself cum just outside his bedroom door those nights, she made sure her dad knew he wasn't alone and moaned just as loudly as he did.
Eventually, Frank started to get back to his old self again, not as quiet as he'd gotten those first two or three days after the handjob in the kitchen. This put Sandi more at ease, too, although there was a near constant ache in the core of her body. This was a brand new experience for her. There had been plenty of times in the past when her pussy simply felt empty and needed to be filled with hot, throbbing man flesh. But this feeling was different. It seemed to be centered in her pussy but went all through her body so much that it felt like it was in her mind and soul too. She didn't merely need to be filled with cock, she needed to be filled with hot, pulsating love. And instinctively, she knew the ache came from being in close proximity to the man she needed to filled by.
Sandi knew her dad was thinking of her the same way, but he was also being so decent and ethical it was starting to drive her crazy. She was all grown up, for fucks sake. Why would any man turn down a woman who knew what she wanted? She was past the point of doubting he was attracted to her plump, exaggerated curves. He'd already made it clear how much he liked her big, bouncy body. How could any kind of love be wrong when it was shared between consenting adults?
The frustrated blonde had to admit her father probably still thought of her as his little girl. That was natural, she supposed, especially since she knew she would always think of him as her daddy no matter how much she needed his cock pounding into her hot, wet love hole. Sandi was getting so frustrated she was about to explode.
Even though they didn't talk about what was happening between them, she decided to send her daddy a clear message another way. First, she went out to a spa and got a Brazilian wax, leaving her smooth as satin from her puffy mound to her puckered asshole. She loved the way it felt. Even the act of putting on panties took on a whole new dimension.
Sandi's next move was an afternoon of shopping on her own. She found a shop that catered to plus sized ladies and bought a few items that would be guaranteed to make her daddy go crazy. Then she waited for just the right day.
Exactly a week after the kitchen handjob, there was a day that wasn't too hot for working in the attic. It was easily warm enough to work up a sweat, but not as oppressive as the previous couple of days. While Frank got started without her, Sandi got dressed for the day in her room. With her body being as big and unruly as it was, she'd never dressed that way for anyone before. She only hoped she wouldn't look ridiculous as she pulled on a stretchy pair of white booty shorts that left the lower third of each ass cheek exposed. On top, she wore the top of a scant string bikini that barely contained the full, melon-sized tits she was blessed with.
Sandi's top was so small it left a good chance for nip slips considering the hefty sway and wobble of her luscious jugs. And without panties, her shorts were nearly translucent. With a little perspiration, neither her top nor her shorts would be keeping any more secrets.
The shapely blonde felt so nervous climbing the stairs to the attic. If she didn't get the reaction she was hoping for she was going to end up feeling like a fool. Deep down she knew her dad would never allow that to happen but would it be enough to break down those nagging barriers?
By the time Sandi got to the top of the stairs and stepped into the attic she couldn't help blushing at her father's instant reaction. He did a classic double-take, as if he couldn't believe what he'd seen the first time. She'd never exposed so much of her ripe tits except for when she was naked, and she'd never purposely shown off such a prominent looking camel toe. Frank was visibly stunned as he let his eyes drift up and down his daughter's plump, nearly naked body. Sandi felt her nipples go hard as he stared at them.
"Uhh, sweetie, are you sure that's the best outfit for working up here?" he asked in a wavering voice.
"Yeah, of course, Dad. It's so hot up here. Why? Is there something wrong with it?"
"Nothing, honey. It's just there's not very much to it."
Sandi giggled. "Is that a problem, Daddy?"
"No, sweetie. As long as you're comfortable," he said, looking away.
Sandi smiled to herself and they went back to work. They were down to the last few trips up and down the stairs before the attic space was completely cleared out. By the second trip back up to the attic, both dad and daughter were starting to sweat and Sandi's top and shorts were turning see-through wherever the fabric was wet. Frank tried to hide the way he kept looking at his heavily curvaceous daughter's well displayed body, but Sandi was pleased to have her daddy's eyes following her everywhere.
Every time she carried a box, she held it under her big, heavy boobs like she was resting them on a shelf. And once she started sweating a little, her nipples became visible through her skimpy top. Sweat was also beginning to seep down into her shorts, although showing herself so brazenly to her father had her growing wet in the pussy at the same time. But the best part of the day was spotting the signs of swelling in the front her dad's shorts. It made Sandi even more excited to know she could affect him that way. She felt sexy and bolder than ever.
Once the attic was empty, Sandi helped Frank carry tools and building supplies upstairs. After a few trips, they were both sweating heavily. Sandi's outfit was almost completely transparent now. She felt like she was as good as naked, which was scary and exciting at the same time. She loved the fact that her dad kept getting boners from watching her tease him. She was dying to just pull that hard meat out of his shorts and stroke him like she had the week before. But Frank still carefully avoided mentioning anything about their torrid encounter.
They say lightning doesn't strike twice, but Sandi thought the best way to get them back to where they were a week ago was to go back to the scene of crime.
"It's hot, Dad. We should take a lemonade break and get rehydrated," the sweaty beauty suggested. She was also afraid if she got too sweaty then her father wouldn't think she was appealing.
There was a tense moment of silence between them. What happened the last time they took a lemonade break had become the elephant in the room. But Sandi was giving her father a bright smile hoping to keep the moment from being too tense.
Frank looked serious, but he nodded in agreement. "You're right, sweetie. And maybe you want to change. Your outfit is soaking wet in this heat. You look ..."
"Like what, Daddy?"
"You look kind of naked," he said flatly, but that mouth-watering bulge was starting to rise in his shorts again.
"Is that something to be ashamed of? Am I too fat for you, Daddy?"
"You know damn well that's not true," he frowned seriously.
Sandi just smiled to herself and turned to head downstairs, letting her father follow from behind. She was pleased he stayed close behind to get a view of her full, gyrating ass while she went down two flights of stairs and into the kitchen. It was even more satisfying to see the bulge in his shorts look even bigger as she poured them each a cold drink. And he wasn't making any effort to try and hide the evidence.
"Daddy? Does this remind you of anything?" she asked, coyly referring to their previous lemonade break when she pulled out his cock and jacked him off all over the kitchen floor. She knew damn well he remembered just as well as she did.
"That was a mistake, sweetheart. We shouldn't have let it go that far."
"But we did," she said, stepping closer to him, letting the tips of her boobs touch his body. "And I haven't stopped thinking about it ever since."
"Neither have I, but that doesn't make what we did okay."
Sandi pouted and pulled the strips of her bikini top off around the sides of her tits, fully revealing her large orbs. The damp fabric was barely hiding anything anyway and she wanted her father to feel her hardened nipples against him even if it was through his T shirt. He uttered a small gasp of amazement as his daughter exposed her glorious melons. She pushed them against him, but then he leaned back and brought his hands up to cup the warm, damp weight of her sweaty jugs. She mewled happily as he squeezed and kneaded her lush flesh.
"This isn't what a father's supposed to do," he claimed even while his fingers were sinking into the pliant flesh of her luscious tits.
"It's what a man who loves me is supposed to do, though, isn't it, Daddy? And you do love me, right?"
"Oh, sweetie, I love you more than anything ..."
"I love you, too, Dad," she cut him off before he could counter his declaration with something logical. At the same time, she touched the hard, massive bulge in front of his shorts, tracing the shape of his aroused cock with her hand. "And I love your cock," she added with a throaty whisper.
"Then take it out," he told her in a tone that went suddenly husky.
Sandi was overjoyed. God, he felt so good, so hard. She giggled at his eagerness and unzipped his shorts. Then she opened the button and let them fall to the floor, pleasantly surprised to find he was going commando. She instantly started feeling his freshly shaved cock and balls while he continued his exploration of her exposed tits.
"We shouldn't be doing this," Frank groaned. "It should be up to me to make you stop."
"But it feels so good, doesn't it, Daddy? You don't want me to stop any more than I want to. Just accept that your daughter wants this too."
"And I always thought you were a good girl," the man quipped with a wry grin.
"I am a good girl, Daddy. Let me show you."
With a coy look in her eye, Sandi lowered herself to her knees so her dad's cock was level with her face. She held his meaty pole at the base and then laved the head and upper end of his shaft with her tongue. She angled her doe-like eyes up at him as her wet tongue explored his rigid man flesh, making him pull in deep breaths that came out sounding like moans.
"Haven't you ever thought about me like this, Dad?"
It was a rhetorical question as she closed her lips over the end of her father's cock and took him inside, sucking as she stroked the other half with her hand. His inability to speak made Sandi giggle inwardly. She tasted an oozing of precum in her mouth, spreading a mildly tangy flavor over her tongue as she lovingly sucked the meat between her lips.
"Fuck ... oh baby ... oh fuck, that feels so good," Frank moaned as he gazed at his little girl's pretty face.
Sandi's heart raced at the knowledge she was bringing so much pleasure to the man she loved most in the world. The plump blonde now had her lips and hand moving together along her father's big shaft. She twirled her tongue over his flesh and let her hand and lips travel faster back and forth, making his moans come deeper and louder. His precum was also flowing more heavily, pleasing his daughter's tastebuds as the wet throb started going deeper and deeper into her pussy. She pushed her free hand into her shorts and started rubbing her slit as she devoted her lustful passion to sucking her father's cock.
Frank never took his eyes off her. Her wet, supple lips stretched around the girth of his shaft like they were made only for his cock. His meaty shaft was now shining with her saliva and he knew it wouldn't be much longer before she made him cum.
The shortness of his gasps and grunts sounded like the ones he'd made the day she jerked him off, except deeper and more intense. As hot and exciting as it was to watch her dad's incredible cock spew cream all over the floor, it twice as hot to think of making him cum in her mouth. She usually enjoyed taking a man's load in her mouth, but the thought of her own father's spunk flooding across her tongue made her clit throb on the edge of her own climax.
The eager blonde tried her best to hold off her father's orgasm, though she couldn't help herself. She'd slow the strokes of her mouth and hand as long as she could, but then she forgot herself as her fingers grazed hard and fast over her clit and she bobbed her head faster again. Then her father's moans and groans would grow deeper and huskier like before, and she loved hearing the sound of his rising pleasure. Even more, she loved the way his thick cock pulsed and throbbed with need between her lips.
"Baby, watch out," Frank called in warning. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum. You're gonna make Daddy cum!"
"Mmmmmmmmmmm," was all Sandi could manage with her lips stretched around her father's immense pole. And as he clutched the back of her head, that's just what he did. With a long, raspy growl of release, Frank's cock twitched as the creamy jets of sperm pulsed into his daughter's mouth. Sandi took the tangy squirts easily and happily, swallowing down the very same cum that gave her life. Her father's cream filled her mouth like a special elixir no other man could give her and she refused to let so much as a drop escape her mouth. Her heart was beating wildly with excitement while her daddy's life juice pulsed and poured over her tongue.
She kept nursing on his slowly softening cock until he slipped from her mouth. "Mmmmm, your cum tastes so good, Dad," the plump doll purred with content. Her hand was moving inside her shorts, raking her fingers over her yet to be satisfied clit.
"That was so soooo wrong," he sighed wistfully. "But the most amazing thing I've ever felt. Darling, your mouth is just ... amazing."
Sandi blushed with satisfaction. She couldn't help feeling proud of herself for giving her father such a memorable orgasm. It was just what she wanted to be able to do ... over and over again. She stood up and pushed her big tits against her dad's body.
"I'll always make you feel that way, Daddy. I can be your girl. I wanna be that for you," she told him in a purring tone. "No one else has to know the way we love each other here at home."
"Baby, you're such an incredible woman. So hot and beautiful. Any man would be so lucky to have you, but we can't let this keep happening. You're gonna meet someone new before you know it. Someone who can make you happy and satisfy your needs."
"You could do that, Daddy. You could satisfy my needs, I know you could with your amazing cock. You just don't want to," she said with a frown.
"I want to so much, sweetie. I wish I could be the one more than anything. But I'm your father. It's just wrong. So wrong."
"That's not what you were thinking when you poured your cum into my mouth, though, was it, Daddy?"
"No, baby. You're right. That's not what I was thinking when I came in your pretty mouth," he said with a sigh. A frustrated look came over his face. He finally took his hands off his curvy daughter and left the room in silence.
"Fuck," Sandi sputtered as he left. She was handling everything wrong, driving her father away without a word. But how was a girl supposed to handle giving herself over completely as a woman to her own father? And to make matters even more frustrating, her clit was still throbbing with need, but she was so upset thinking things weren't going the way she hoped that she didn't make herself cum.
Frank kept to himself until late that afternoon. Sandi busied herself with things to do around the house and finally decided to take a shower. She went up to her bedroom where she peeled her shorts and top off her sweaty, heavily curved body. She put her robe on and was about to tie the belt when her door opened. She let out a gasp of pleasant surprise when she turned to see her father coming in wearing only a pair of boxer briefs and a T shirt. He'd taken a shower about an hour before so he looked and smelled refreshed. She left her robe hanging open so he could see her smooth pussy and prominent tits, everything that was his just for the taking.
"Daddy? Is everything okay?"
"No, it's not okay," he frowned. But he went close to his daughter and pushed the robe off her shoulders. He guided her backward toward the bed where she sat down and waited, watching him expectantly.
"We can't keep doing this, but it's just as wrong for a man to let a woman make him cum without making her cum, too, even if she does happen to be his daughter. We're gonna rectify that right now. And then we're never gonna talk about it again."
Sandi giggled excitedly. Her father was already kneeling down on the carpet between her big, beautiful thighs. She could already feel the quivers and aches in her slit as he pushed her legs open even further and stared squarely at her exposed love nest.
"I can't believe I'm about to do this, but it would be wrong not to," he said.
Frank then leaned down and gave his daughter's pussy one of the most tender and loving kisses she'd ever felt. He kissed her slit as if he was kissing her mouth, then slowly ran his tongue up and down over her lips.
"Daddy," she said hoarsely. "At least take your shirt off, okay? It's kinda creepy if you leave it on."
"Oh, right, yeah. I guess that makes sense," he agreed, pulling off his shirt. Then he put his lips back to the girl's rapidly moistening pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, Daddy," she moaned. "Why didn't you let me take a shower first? Your little girl is all sweaty and dirty down there."
Frank lifted his face to look at her with a throaty growl. "That's I wanted to taste you before your shower, baby girl. Daddy thinks you're extra delicious when you're all hot and sweaty."
He quickly went back to laving his daughter's hot pussy with his lips and tongue, bringing a sharp gasp out of her mouth.
Sandi started to purr softly as she looked down her body in awe to see her handsome dad intently kissing and licking her silk-smooth pussy. He was taking his time, running his moist tongue up and down her rapidly heating folds and savoring the heady juices that were beginning to flow like they were when she sucked his cock. She never knew a man could make eating pussy seem so tender and hungry at the same time.
She let out a long, low moan of approval when he ran his thumb across her swollen clit and flicked the tip of his tongue into her hole at the same time. Then she felt the gradually increasing pressure of his thumb while his tongue delved deeper and deeper into her core. Sandi's well rounded hips started to move, arching her eager pussy against her father's mouth.
"Ohhhh, Daaaaaad, fuck yes," she cooed. "It feels so good. Fuck, don't stop, don't stop."
Frank soon swapped places between his mouth and thumb, bringing his lips around his daughter's hard clit while tucking his thumb into her hole. He teased her channel with slow, short fucking motions with his thumb while he sucked on her clit as if he were sucking a nipple. Sandi started yelping between breathless gasps, grinding her dripping slit hard into her dad's face.



The girl had no shred of doubt how much her dad loved eating her hot, wet pussy. He was loving her pussy like no other man before him, and she was powerless to resist his eager efforts. Not that she wanted to. She was well on her way to a badly needed climax when Frank pulled his thumb out of her pussy and replaced it with two of his fingers. As he stroked them in and out of her slippery sheath he kept curling them upward into her sweet spot.
Sandi couldn't even form words now. She could barely move her body. She was even having trouble watching the man between her smooth, chubby thighs as he suckled her pink pearl like the sweetest delicacy in the world, simultaneously stroking her G spot. The ripely shaped beauty's spine began to arch slightly, as if her body was bracing itself for an oncoming rush.
"D -- D -- D -," she sputtered over and over, trying to call out "Daddy" but unable to piece together a whole word.
She finally just closed her eyes and gave in to the sensation she felt of her body rising into the air. Somehow she had known it was going to feel so much better being eaten by her dad than anyone else. It was like she could feel his love for her through his tongue swirling over her clit and the tips of his fingers teasing the tender nerves of her G spot.
The building tension in her body became unbearable, until it reached a breaking point where Sandi suddenly cried out long and loud as a banshee. Shooting waves of pleasure ripped through her body until the tension started to fade along with her piercing cry of release. Then she sank onto her bed completely placid. As she started to become aware of her surroundings again, she noticed her father was now the one uttering gasping grunts of physical strain.
Sandi finally opened her eyes to discover her father still kneeling on the floor by her bed. But now he was leaning back on one arm while stroking his rock hard cock with the other. His boxer briefs were shoved down beneath his balls and his fist was already flying over his shaft. The man's meat looked slick and shiny, and his daughter fondly remembered how much precum her dad was able to make.
This went on for several more minutes. Sandi gazed intently at her wildly jerking dad. His mouth and chin looked as wet as his cock, smeared with his daughter's plentiful cunt honey. He was staring at his naked, post-orgasmic daughter with a piercing gaze. He didn't make a move to hide his actions from her. If anything, Sandi thought he was enjoying the fact that his baby girl was watching him pound his world class cock. She rolled onto her side, letting her heavy tits face her father head on while she cocked up one leg to also give him a clear view of her recently ravaged pussy slit.
Frank's eyes hooded over as he stared at his daughter's obscene display. Sandi didn't feel like a daughter now but more like a BBW porn slut spreading her legs for an eager audience. Her nipples hardened again and her pussy tingled with fresh feelings as she watched the man she dreamed of being hers pummel his fuck stick. She couldn't resist rubbing her clit as they watched each other, and it wasn't long before she was driving herself back to another climax.
"Cum for me, Daddy," she purred. "Jack that huge cock and cum for your little girl. Do it, Daddy, I know you wanna!"
Frank then cried out between gasps. His hard, powerful cock suddenly erupted, sending a fountain of love sauce spurting upward and then splattering back down on his chest and belly. His frothy explosion set off his daughter's and the two both came together.
Sandi watched her father recover from his blast, his spunk dripping down the front of his body. She longed to lick up every drop and taste his delicious sauce again but he stood up and pulled his briefs back over his cock.
He still looked a little dazed, but he was looking at his daughter with a different light in his eyes than Sandi had seen before. Something about him seemed so different, but she couldn't put her finger on it. Before she could say anything he turned and walked out of her room.
Frank didn't go near the subject of oral sex and mutual masturbation with his daughter after that, but there was a lighter mood between them now. Sandi's dad was even flirtatious at times, but she could feel that he was still playing the ethical, upstanding dad role. She loved him for being that way, but at the same time the ache in her pussy to be filled with his cock was growing deeper every day.
About three days after Frank ate his daughter's pussy, she overheard him on the phone. He was talking to Norman and they were arguing. More accurately, Frank was giving Norman a piece of his mind. When she heard him tell Norman he would snap him like a twig if he ever tried to come near Sandi again, she started laughing and decided she really needed to suck her father's cock again. He was talking like a protective lover, not that there was much different between that and a protective father.
That night she lay in bed trying to think of ways to get the man in her life in the right situation so she could properly reward him for sticking up for her. It was fun to think about even though she was having trouble coming up with anything practical. Now that Frank had started work on converting the attic there wasn't as much for Sandi to do by way of helping, so there wasn't the same opportunity to tease him, either. She lay there naked except for a pair of panties and eventually fell asleep thinking about his cock while she rubbed her slit through the damp gusset.
Sometime later, she woke up. She had no idea what time it was but it was still dark. She became aware of warm, pleasurable sensations in her body that were demanding she wake up. She was aware of the hand gently fondling her bare boob and then she opened her eyes to find her father sitting next to her on the bed. The sheets had been pulled all the way down, revealing her in only the panties she'd gone to bed in while Frank was completely naked. She didn't know how long he'd been there, but his cock was fully aroused and standing up tall from his groin.
"Mmm, Daddy," she mewled sleepily. But his strong, coarse hand fondling her boob was quickly bringing her whole body to life. When he squeezed her nipple the sensation brought tingling heat to her pussy. She kept trying to read his face but her attention kept dropping to his rigid cock. His love stalk looked so big and ready. She reached for his hot, girthy shaft and slowly stroked it. Then he moved his hand down along the ripe curves of her warm body until he nestled it between her thighs. She immediately spread her legs and cooed with content when he cupped her pussy mound and pressed his fingers against her moist slit through the gusset of her panties.
"Did you change your mind, Daddy? Is that why you're here?" she asked.
"Maybe."
His fingers slipped in around the side of his daughter's panties and rubbed over the length of her slit. Her folds were already wet enough to feel slippery. His "maybe" sounded promising enough to make her heart beat faster. She was fully awake now, just as eager to hear what he was going to say as she was to feel his fingers explore more deeply into her aching pussy. He silently stroked her slit until her slick cream was oozing everywhere.
"I've been thinking a lot about what we've been doing lately," he added, fingers slowly massaging her pussy.
"Me, too, Dad. Hard to think about anything else."
"Yeah, I'm getting that, too. It's really bad, you know, but I can't turn it off. And the more I think about you, the more I want you."
This made Sandi smile with satisfaction. She knew wanting her own father as a mate and lover made her a freak in the eyes of most of the world, but that didn't bother her in the least. In fact, she actually felt kind of proud to love him despite the odds.
"Daddy, you already know I'm all yours," she purred. "You can do anything you want with me and I'll give you anything and everything because I love you so much." She paused a couple of seconds while a wicked smile graced her supple lips. "And because you have such a big, hot cock."
She giggled at herself, but then she felt her father's hand move to pull down on her panties. She straightened her legs and lifted her ass to let him pull them off, then spread her thighs again and moaned loudly as he pushed a pair of fingers into her snug, warm fuck hole. Sandi's whole, hefty body felt like it was melting around her dad's fingers. He stroked them in and out of her channel slowly, dragging them over her G spot as they slid back and forth.
"I think my naughty little girl loves her daddy's cock," he said in a husky growl that made Sandi think the "maybe" he gave her before really meant yes. Maybe he still thought what they were doing was wrong, but she didn't have to wonder how much he wanted her anymore.
"Ooohhhh yes, I do, Daddy, so much," she cooed, lightly grinding her hips to the agonizingly slow stroke of the man's thick fingers.
"You want that cock deep inside you, don't you, my naughty little angel? The same cock that gave you life."
Sandi's eyes widened, shocked but intensely aroused at his lurid words. "Yes, Daddy, of fuck, fuck, fuck yes. I don't just want it. I need it. Pump my little hole full of the same cum that made me."
As much as she always enjoyed some good, teasing and dirty talk, the plump, young beauty could barely believe what she heard herself saying. Yet she knew every word was true. Yet her mind was in a swirl. She wanted to feel his fingers pump faster into her aching hole. She wanted to feel him rubbing or sucking her clit at the same time. But even more, she wanted to feel his rock solid man stalk replace his fingers and fuck her into oblivion.
Frank then moved into a new position so he was kneeling beside his daughter on her bed. She kept her legs open while she reached for his cock again and continued stroking him. His dome was leaking so much precum now that her dainty hand was well lubed for jacking that cock.
"Fuck, you're so beautiful," Frank growled, gazing at his daughter like he wanted to memorize every detail.
Sandi could barely reply, and then she felt her dad's fingers burrowing between her ass cheeks and searching for the tiny starbud in between. His fingers were slick and wet from her pussy, and she called out between gasps as she felt his long, thick middle finger penetrate her rimhole and slowly sink into her asshole until it was fully embedded in her chute.
"So beautiful, and yet such a dirty girl at the same time," her father observed, gently sliding his finger in and out of her gripping shithole. He leaned over and spent some time going back and forth between the wobbling mounds of her huge tits to suckle and lick each of her swollen nipples. She clutched at the back of his head as he savored her tits and patiently fucked her ass with his finger.
"Daddy," the girl whimpered weakly. "Oh fffffffffuck my ass."
Frank then rose up from the girl's tits with a smile. Her nipples and areolas were now glistening wet from his saliva. "I know it's all fucked up, but you're rightfully mine, baby girl. You belong to your father, your daddy. I'll be your only man."
"Fuck, Daddy, yes. Only you," she whimpered breathlessly, meaning every word with all of her heart. It felt perfectly right to belong to this man. It was like nature was taking its rightful course. And the next thing the luscious, young blonde knew, her father was slipping his thumb into her slick pussy and sliding both fingers into both of her holes at the same time. She cried out in breathless ecstasy. And then she nearly screamed when he leaned down and sucked her throbbing clit between his lips.
Sandi had never felt so stimulated before, feeling fingers in both of her holes and a hungry mouth devouring her clit all at the same time. She suddenly felt like she was hurtling down one of those long, waterpark slides, rushing through space toward an orgasmic explosion that left her gasping and shaking.
The dazed girl was still recovering from her climax she felt her father moving again, pulling his fingers free from her holes. He positioned himself between her thick, smooth thighs and rubbed the belly of his rigid cock along her pussy.
"I get it, baby," he told her, pausing and giving her time to recover. "Everything you've been saying these past few weeks. I love you more than anything as my daughter, but I want you to be my woman too. My baby girl and my lover. I'd marry you right now, but ... technically, you're still married so I'll just have to fuck your hot, wet, married daughter-pussy and take it just for me."
Sandi stared at her father like she was seeing him for the first time. She'd been hoping for him to come around to her way of thinking about a father and daughter love relationship, but she never imagined the raw lust he was now revealing to her.
"Do it, Daddy," she whimpered desperately. "Just push that huge cock right up your married daughter's hot pussy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make me yours forever."
Frank gripped the base of his fat cock and nudged the head into his daughter's frothy folds. Sandi noticed the heaving of his chest getting deeper as he squished the dome of his cock over her slippery cunt. He needed it every bit as much as she did, and after toying with her as long as he could he finally pushed his rod into her sheath.
Sandi and her father looked at each other in disbelief while the shank of his swollen cock sank deeper and deeper into her clasping core. The feeling only confirmed what Sandi now knew in her heart, that a loving father's cock was better than any other cock a girl could have. A low, rumbly moan came out of her throat as her dad's engorged dick sank fully into her cauldron of daughterly need. He started rocking his pole in and out of her juicy snatch, leaning down on his elbows while they began their rhythmic, incestuous fuck.
Frank's chest squashed against his beautiful daughter's luscious tits, though he was conscious to hold up most of his weight on his arms. Sandi moaned at every thrust of the cock that had captured the very essence of her being. She had never felt so dirty and nasty yet so beautiful and loved at the same time. The rocking of her big hips matched the rolling thrusts of her father's ravenous hard on. His thick shank was touching places inside her pussy she didn't even know she had. The hot, hard surges of meat in her sheath had her on the edge of another climax.
Frank desperately kissed his more than willing daughter. His kiss was instantly demanding as he pushed his tongue past her lips and took her mouth like he owned it. Sandi kissed him back just as hungrily while their grinding fuck grew hotter and faster. He gave her steady thrusts and kissed her until they were both fighting to breathe, then he gasped for air and leaned down lower to suck on her nipples again.
Feeling her father's mouth greedily suck her distended nipples sent Sandi over the edge. Her body jerked with the spasms of an overwhelming climax that sent her spiraling into a swirl of pleasure that burst like fireworks. He fucked her through the crest of her peak but then slowed in his thrusting until he was barely moving in and out of her cunt.
"I love you so much, baby," he told her.
"I love you too, Daddy. You just made me the happiest daughter in the world. Cum in my pussy so I can make you the happiest Dad."
Frank smiled and kissed his precious girl again. After that, he pulled away so Sandi could reposition herself on her hands and knees. Her father guided her back toward the edge of the bed so he could push his cock into her pussy from behind while standing against the bed.
"Oh, ohhhhh Daddy, yes, that cock feels so good."
"And your pussy feels amazing, baby," he told her, already thrusting the full length of his cock back into her hole.
The sliding action of Frank's cock was making squelching sounds as he fucked his baby girl. At the same time, she felt his finger pressing into her asshole again. It felt wet and slick. She figured he must've wet it in his mouth before slipping it back up her ass. Now she had his cock pumping her pussy and his finger pumping her asshole at the same time. The sensations felt like they were shooting through her entire body. She shoved a hand between her legs, and after taking a quick feel of her father's driving cock and balls she started rubbing her clit.
"Fuck!" the blonde shrieked as she started to cum. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck me, DAD!"
All Frank could manage now were grunts and growls of a father's unleashed lust. He only pulled his finger out of his baby girl's shithole so he could grab onto her round hips and pump his cock into her big, gorgeous body even harder.
With her fingers rapidly thrumming across her clit, Sandi started to cum all over her daddy's thrusting cock. Her inner walls rippled and clenched at his pumping meat as she rocked from one climax right into the next. Frank steeled himself as hard as he could and managed to fuck the portly angel through three more climaxes before he suddenly stopped breathing and pumped a gusher of fatherly sperm deep in her velvet gash.
Sandi was stunned by the force of her own orgasms as much as her father's. When he finally pulled his spent cock out of her pussy and let go of her hips she rolled onto her back, feeling dazed and blissful. Frank crawled onto the bed and lay down next to her, pulling her into his arms to cuddle her close.
Both father and daughter slept soundly. Sandi woke up first and stretched, smiling as she found her naked father still lying next to her. She giggled to discover their sex from the night before hadn't done anything to prevent Frank's typical morning wood. She spent a couple of minutes just admiring the long, thick member jutting up against her dad's belly, but then she carefully moved between his legs. Gently taking the man's aroused cock in hand, she started kissing and licking all around his head and upper end of his shaft.
Frank started to groan softly in his sleep, but not long after his daughter took his cock head into her mouth and started sucking he woke up. He moaned his approval and told her he'd never seen such a beautiful sight in his life. Sandi happily mewled around the hot, throbbing cock between her lips. She patiently bobbed her head up and down as she sucked his length, caressing his balls at the same time. And she didn't stop until her father was gasping for air and pumping into her mouth, spurting gushes of warm man cream between her lips and down her throat.
"Do you like waking up with your cock in your baby girl's mouth, Daddy?" the blonde asked impishly.
"You know I do, baby. And I expect to be doing it a lot more often from now on."
"Oh, I can definitely promise you will," she giggled excitedly.
Sandi did eventually get a divorce from Norman, but she didn't rush it because she and her dad both loved the idea of her still being married while he was fucking her. Frank finished the apartment upstairs, but they both moved into it together. After about another year, Frank started doing research into places in the world where it was legal for a man to marry his daughter. He was surprised there were as many as there were. Together, he and Sandi picked a place, sold their house and moved overseas. None of their old friends have seen them ever since.
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I
Roman shut off the engine and sat in the car with the top down to wait for Angel. He wasn't sure how he was going to deal with his eighteen-year-old daughter or the call he'd gotten a couple of hours before from the headmaster's secretary. It wasn't anything he needed to deal with right now, or anytime, for that matter. But being the single father of a girl like Angel meant dealing with the unexpected on a daily basis.
After about five minutes that felt more like twenty, Angel came out through the side door. There was a dark frown on her pretty face, but she smiled and waved when she spotted her father's car. He took a deep breath as he watched her walk slowly toward him.
That's when he realized why he'd gotten the call. It really wasn't so much about the scant outfit his daughter wore for the summer classes she was taking, but the way she looked in it. Her lightweight, peach colored blouse wasn't cut low enough to show any cleavage, but the way it draped over her insanely round, perky tits showed the shape of her bust to a T. It was cropped and knotted around her midriff, but it covered more than it showed.
The denim shorts she was wearing were somewhat skimpy and on the snug side, but it wasn't as if they were so tight and skimpy they let her ass cheeks show. The problem wasn't his daughter's shorts, but the tight, supple ass packed into them. And the long, tanned, shapely legs that looked as erotically hot as they were graceful. Just like her blouse wasn't the problem, but instead the haughty jut and bounce of the luscious tits underneath.
Earlier, when they left the house together and he'd dropped the girl off at school before going into the office, Roman had noticed his daughter and the outfit she'd put on. It was something he did every day. Angel was a beautiful girl, and Roman was proud of her. But now, after the call that threatened to ruin his day, he found himself appraising the girl in a very different way.
They were still getting used to the sultry climate in The Keys since they were new arrivals to the area. For that matter, the private academy Roman had enrolled his daughter in was just a temporary solution. It was already summer, and because of the timing of their move, she only needed to earn a few more credits to qualify for her diploma. The entire program was eight weeks, and there were still seven more to go.
Angel was wearing her long, jet-black hair loose today, and as she put her sunglasses on, Roman would never know what kind of mood his daughter was in if he hadn't seen the look on her face when she first came outside. In all reality, she looked like a beautiful girl on her way to the beach rather than a studious girl in summer school. But to be fair, that's what she had in mind that morning when she got dressed. Roman had promised to leave work early and take her to the beach after school.
"Dad, you're staring at me," she said when she finally reached the car. But instead of getting in, she went up to the driver's side where her father was sitting and stood close.
"Sorry, sweetheart. I was just trying to see what they thought was inappropriate."
"I know, right? Seriously, Dad. Do I look inappropriate to you?"
Roman tried to think of the right word for how his daughter looked, but there were too many to choose from. It was a strange sensation to sit there gazing at his sexy, eighteen-year-old daughter with an eye for appraising the decency of her outfit, and he couldn't help admitting how much he liked it.
"Maybe it was the shorts," he suggested.
"Why? They cover my whole butt and everything."
Roman looked at his daughter thoughtfully, taking the moment to stare straight at the way her skimpy shorts were riding her sleek body. As many times as he had looked at the girl's body before, but doing it covertly, it was an odd feeling to have a legitimate reason to do it openly now. And being honest with himself, he liked it more than he probably should have. But with Angel, it seemed impossible not to.
"Hmm, well they do cover what they're supposed to," he agreed. "But, um, were you doing anything where you had to bend over? That might be a problem."
"No!" she insisted. "But even if I did I'm still covered up, right? See?"
On that, the girl swiftly turned around and bent over, her barely covered ass now jutting out straight at her father's face as he sat in the car staring. She held the position long enough to give Roman a good, long look, glancing over her shoulder to ask if she was still covered up enough to be in school. But in that position, there was no way she was appropriate for any kind of school. Her shorts were lifted just above the tight little bottom creases of her ass cheeks, and the edges of the bikini she'd put on for the beach for after school were showing around the edges of her shorts.
Roman fought against the urge to reach out of the car and run his hand up the inside of his daughter's smooth leg. It was bad enough he gave in to another urge to shift his hand onto the bulge of his cock and give himself a private squeeze through his shorts.
"Honey? Please tell me you didn't have to bend over like that in school," he finally said.
"What!? No!" The girl straightened up instantly and went around the car to get in the passenger's seat. She was blushing and wouldn't look her father in the eye.
Roman decided to give her some space and started the car. He headed out in the direction of their favorite beach, but when they got about halfway there, Angel told him she changed her mind.
"I lost my mood for the beach," she said. "Can we just go home and maybe hang out by the pool instead?"
There was no reason not to, so Roman told her it was fine and changed direction at the first chance. They rode the rest of the way back to the house without talking. Angel didn't seem upset, but she was definitely deep in thought. Yet so was her father. He couldn't get the image of her bending over in front of him out of his mind. The girl's ass and legs were about as perfect as they could be, and the close-up view she had given him was still making his cock buzz with heat.
Roman wasn't completely alright with the way Angel dressed for school, especially this summer, and he realized he was going to have to talk to her about it or else he'd keep getting calls from the school. It wasn't the kind of conversation he was looking forward to, but since he was now raising her on his own he couldn't pass responsibilities like that on to her mother.
Through the divorce, Angel's mother didn't even ask for custody of their daughter. That much had been a huge relief to him. Besides, since Angel had turned eighteen, the decision was left to her whom she wanted to live with. In the end, it had only made the bond between father and daughter even stronger, and Roman was ready to brace himself for whatever he had to do on her behalf. She was the only girl in his entire life he would do anything for. He'd never loved her mother that much. Then again, maybe if he had they'd still be married. That thought never lasted long, though. He was much happier than he'd been in years.
When he pulled onto the crushed seashell-paved driveway along the side of their new house, Roman left the top down on the car, thinking they might go back out later for dinner or a movie. Angel still wasn't saying anything, and she hurriedly grabbed her backpack and went in the side door, letting the screen door slam shut with a loud clap.
Roman followed a few seconds after her, and when he got inside she was already on her way upstairs to her room. The house was a large A frame, with the upstairs bedroom occupying the entire upstairs except for the open end that looked down on the kitchen and living room. These were at the rear of the house where sliding glass doors looked out on a broad, wooden deck extending from the back of the house right up to the edge of the pool. Part of the deck was shaded under a canopy. There was a fenced in yard area to the side where there was also a storage shed, and on the other side of the deck an outdoor showerhead that was enclosed on three sides.
Angel went out to the deck and set her backpack on the patio table. Then she proceeded to peel off her blouse and shorts, revealing a scant, white bikini Roman had never seen her in before. It was the skimpiest swimsuit he'd ever seen his daughter in. The top tied on halter-style with a string, and the triangular strips didn't completely cover the pert spheres of her ripe, young tits. The bottom also tied with strings on each hip. The larger triangles covered the girl's ass and pussy mound, but just barely.
As he watched his daughter strip to her bikini and lie down in the sun on one of the lounge chairs, Roman realized his daughter looked nothing like an eighteen-year-old girl about to finish her last year of high school. If the shorts she'd worn to school that morning could make her own father secretly touch his dick while she bent over, then there were teachers and other students who were checking her out too. As much as this bothered him, the idea made his blood prickle with heat. The simple fact was that his daughter was a beautiful, intensely sexy girl, and the last thing he wanted to do was tell her that was anything to be ashamed of. On the other hand, he knew he couldn't just let it go, either.
He was already wearing the shorts he'd been planning to wear on the beach, so he didn't need to go into his bedroom to change. Instead, he puttered in the kitchen to put together a couple of sandwiches and chips for lunch. From there he kept his eye on his daughter where she lay sunbathing. Her skin was deeply tanned and flawlessly smooth, and her father was beginning to feel that same heat flushing through his cock that he'd felt in the car back in the school parking lot.
He probably should have snuck into the bathroom and grabbed a cold shower, but instead he grabbed a beer for himself and a cola for his daughter and brought their food and drinks outside.
"Hungry?" he asked as he set everything out on the table.
The girl got up from the chaise and joined her father at the table. It had a glass top so he could still see her hips and legs, while he had an even clearer view of her pert tits where they came to within a few inches of the edge of the table. She took off her sunglasses and set them off to the side while they ate in silence for a while. Roman did his best not to openly stare at his sexy, scantily clad daughter, but she was simply impossible to resist.
She was obviously in poor spirits now, and Roman tried to lighten the mood.
"Wanna get dinner and maybe go to a movie later? Or would you rather hang out with your friends?" he asked.
"I don't really have any friends yet," she replied. "At least not that I want to hang out with outside school all that much."
"Well I guess you're stuck with me, then."
The girl smiled briefly. "I'm not stuck. I like hanging out with you, Dad. You'll remember how much I didn't want to stay with Mom when you guys broke up."
"I hope you know how happy that makes me," he told her, forcing himself to make eye contact.
"Well it makes me happy, too. You were always the one who really took care of me."
"And I always will, sweetie. No matter what, I promise."
The girl sighed and her mood finally seemed to change a little. "I feel weird," she admitted. "I guess I'm upset about this morning."
"I don't blame you. I would be, too."
"Are you mad or anything?"
"Oh, baby, no," her father insisted. "But we really should talk about what happened."
"I know, but c'mon, my outfit wasn't really that bad, was it, Daddy? There were other girls there with outfits kinda like mine, but they didn't get called down to the office. I mean it's hardly like I was bending over in front of everybody."
"I know, baby," Roman nodded. "I, um, have a theory about that, though."
"Oh?" The girl's interest was keenly piqued.
Roman didn't know if he could bring himself to tell her what he thought about the whole thing, although he couldn't get away without saying anything. He was between a rock and a hard place. He didn't want to tell her the truth the way he saw it, but he didn't want to lie to her, either. She kept looking at him, waiting to hear what he was thinking, and as he took in the sight of her beautiful face, with her deep, dark eyes boring into him with complete love and trust, the ability to tell her even the smallest, white lie failed him.
He thought about trying to change the subject, but there was no way his daughter would let him get away with that now.
"Is this where you tell me I have to wear different clothes for school?" she asked.
"You're a smart enough girl to make that decision yourself," he said, his eyes briefly drifting over her svelte, beautifully displayed body. "I trust you."
"I love you, Daddy," she said, her expression softening.
"I love you, too, sweetie. More than anything. I'd only ask you to think about something before you decide how to deal with this situation. If you can do that, then I'll support whatever choice you make."
She smiled and leaned back in her seat, crossing her arms in front of her, which pushed her tits up and made them look bigger. Roman didn't think she did it on purpose, but the effect was the same, and his dick didn't seem to care that she was his own, teenaged daughter.
He took a long pull off his beer and sat back, trying to avoid the inevitable.
"Okay," he started, blowing a long sigh. "I understand there are probably other girls in school who dress like you, but the problem is that those girls probably don't look like you."
Angel's brow knit with curiosity. "What do you mean, Daddy?"
Roman hesitated, but finally forced himself to continue. "I mean, um, that those other girls probably aren't as pretty as you. Or...."
"Or what?" There was a huge smile on her face now.
"Or as, I dunno, appealing as you. In a certain, particular way."
"A certain way..." she started to ask, but then she pulled in a quick gasp of surprise when she realized what her father was suggesting. Her face registered a series of inner responses, but then she finally grinned happily and leveled her eyes on her father. "What, exactly, are you saying, Daddy?"
Roman took another large swig off his beer and then fidgeted for as long as could to avoid answering. "Just that you have a certain way of, um, commanding attention when you wear something like you did this morning."
"Commanding attention?" What do you mean?"
Now he was getting really uncomfortable, but the can of worms had already been opened. There was no turning back, even if the coy smirk on his daughter's face made him think she was beginning to play with him now.
"Let's just say you have a quality that's hard to ignore, especially when you're dressed a certain way."
"Quality? Really? What's that supposed to mean?" She was still playing with him, a little, but this time there was genuine curiosity in her eyes.
"Okay," he sighed. "You and pretty much any other girl could be wearing the exact same outfit in school, but on you it would look inappropriate because you're...well, you're just really pretty."
"Lots of girls are pretty, Dad. Geeze."
"True, but you're really pretty."
The girl grinned a huge grin and blushed even through her rapidly deepening tan.
"But why does that mean I can't dress the same as other girls?" she pressed on.
Roman finally lost his nerve. He was tired of not getting through to her so he pitched caution to the winds and let go of his better judgment.
"It's because you're hotter and sexier than the other girls, alright? You put on a pair of shorts and those legs and butt of yours look so good nobody couldn't notice. And you can wear any kind of blouse you want but your boobs look so good in anything that guys are going to look. And yeah, I know other girls have boobs and butts, but you just have this really hot, sexy thing about you. Okay? Are you happy now?"
He was almost yelling, and by the time he finished he was worried a neighbor might overhear, even though the other houses weren't that close. Angel had a stunned look on her face. Her jaw dropped open for a moment as she took in what her father had just said.
"Daddy? Are you saying I'm hot?"
"That's exactly what I'm saying," he replied, regretting every word. He didn't regret thinking it because it was undeniably true whether he was the girl's father or not. He only regretted losing his senses and saying it the way he did.
"Oh," the girl said softly, looking down shyly. "Um, all you had to do was say so."
II
After a long, awkward silence where father and daughter couldn't make eye contact, Angel got up from her seat and walked to the edge of the pool. Roman couldn't help watching her walk away, even for such a short distance. The way her ass moved in that bikini made his pulse race. She cast a quick glance back over her shoulder and dove into the water.
Roman was glad for the reprieve. He slowly finished his sandwich and beer while he watched his daughter swim laps back and forth across the pool. Her pert, young ass kept bobbing over and under the water as she kicked, with the bottom of her bikini riding in tighter between those firm cheeks until it nearly rode her body like a thong. Her father had to take a deep breath and look away, but after a few more minutes of swimming she climbed out of the pool and walked back to the table. Instead of sitting back down in her own seat, she boldly sat on her father's lap, dripping water all over the place, and him.
"Hey! You're soaking wet," he complained, not really wanting her to get up. She hadn't sat in his lap in years, and there weren't many things he loved more than that.
"Awww, but you're already wearing your suit. Besides, you're my dad. Who else's lap am I supposed to sit on?"
"No one's. I hope."
Roman put his hand on the base of his daughter's spine, barely an inch or two above her ass. Now that her bikini was soaking wet, her swollen nipples and pouty camel toe were showing up clearly in the thin fabric. It was all her father could do to fight a mental battle against growing an uncontrollable hard on.
"You're always gonna take care of me, aren't you, Daddy?" she said, looking at him with a sweet smile.
"Of course, baby. Always."
She curled over and rested her face against his shoulder where he could feel the pulse of her breath on his neck. He held her in place with his arm and savored the closeness. With her body barely being covered, it was as close as he'd ever come to holding her naked, and his battle against the rise of his cock was finally lost. His only hope was that she wouldn't notice, but as big as he was, there was definitely going to be a sizable bulge in the leg of his shorts.
"Daddy?"
"Yes, baby?"
"Did you mean what you said before? About me being, um, hot?"
"Of course, sweetheart. Or at least I'd think that if I weren't your father."
"Oh. Right. Okay."
They went quiet for a while, and Roman started gently rubbing his daughter's back. He didn't dare touch her anywhere else. In the position she was in, her sweet, round tits were almost falling out of her scant bikini top, and the way they were sitting, Roman was able to gaze at them uninterrupted as she couldn't tell where he was looking. Still, he couldn't help wondering if she suspected he was looking.
"So I have an idea," she said after a short while.
"Yeah?"
"You can tell me if it's a good one or not."
"Absolutely, sweetheart."
"Hmmm, I really like it when you call me that."
"Well, you are my sweetheart, aren't you?"



"I better be." It sounded close to a whine.
"So what's your idea?"
"I was thinking maybe I could tone it down at least a little bit for school, just to keep the peace. But I want to be able to dress how I want to at home. I should be able to dress how I feel like in my own house, right? And if I go out with friends or something, then I'll ask you for an honest opinion on my outfits for that. Sound good?"
Her tone was soft and calm, her face still tucked against her father's neck and shoulder.
"Those are all great ideas, baby girl. We could even go shopping and get you new clothes."
"Really? Could we?"
"Definitely. Why not? We haven't been down here very long, and the weather's a lot warmer here than what we're used to. We probably should do that anyway. I could stand a few new things myself. How about you skip school tomorrow and we go up to Miami and go on a little shopping spree just you and me?"
"You're the awesomest dad in the world."
She snuggled tighter, and Roman put both arms around her nearly bare body. His dick was throbbing down the leg of his shorts. Fortunately, it was the opposite leg from the one his daughter's pert ass was resting on.
"Daddy, I'm tired. Can you carry me to the couch so I can take a nap?"
On any other day he might have told her she was perfectly capable of walking to the couch herself, but after the day they'd been having, he stood up with her in his arms. She held onto his neck as he carried her inside and laid her down on the couch in the living room area. Her hair and bikini were still damp, but she seemed comfortable and cozy as she stretched out along the couch. Her father's cock was raging just as hard as ever in his shorts, but if Angel noticed she hadn't let on.
He started to get up but she reached for his arm and he stopped.
"Can you stay until I fall asleep?"
"Sure, baby," he replied.
Her eyes started to hood over, although she was still looking at him through her hooded lids. "Daddy? Do you remember how you used to give me a goodnight kiss every night?"
Roman smiled. "I'll never forget that, sweetheart."
"I miss that."
"Me too, baby."
"Can we start doing that again?"
"I'd love that, sweetie."
He leaned down to kiss his pretty daughter on the cheek, and at the last minute she turned her face and caught his lips with hers. It only lasted a second or two, but the girl's lips were so soft and warm it made Roman's heart jump in surprise, and it didn't do a thing to discourage his cock from throbbing even harder.
Angel yawned and closed her eyes while her father sat and watched her drift off. He took a deep breath and let his eyes drift over that sensuous body laid out on the couch. She adjusted her position and somehow put her hand on his bare leg, letting it slip up a couple of inches past the leg of his shorts. Again, he was lucky it wasn't the legs where his cock was straining against the material of his shorts.
Roman sat and watched his daughter go deeper into sleep, and then he quietly moved her hand off his leg and got up, leaving her to nap off a rough morning. He walked to the end of the couch and paused, taking a moment to look at his sleeping daughter in her scant bikini. It was insane, but he took the chance to indulge a moment of rubbing his hard cock through his shorts while he followed ever curve and hollow of the girl's lush, teenaged body. Her bikini bottom was scant and thin enough to confirm his suspicion that his daughter's pussy was bald as a peach.
Slipping off his sandals, he padded quietly back outside and turned on the outdoor shower head. He quickly stripped out of his clothes and stepped under the spray with his big, rigid cock wagging between his legs. Letting the spray of the shower soak his naked body, Roman squeezed out a handful of liquid body soap and began lathering up his cock while he ran through the entire morning in his mind. Every pout and smile Angel made came back to him. The way her lips felt brushing over his. The way her hair and neck smelled as she sat on his lap.
He knew he must have lost his mind, but he couldn't help himself. He was filled with raging desire for his sexy little girl. One look at her and anyone would understand. His cock was rock hard and throbbing with blind need as he stroked his shaft and thought of how she was lying nearly naked just a dozen paces away from where he stood. The last thing he wanted was for the girl to wake up and see what he was doing. As much as he knew more than half of her teasing had been on purpose, he was afraid if she saw him like he was at that moment she'd never look at him the same way again.
But know she was just that close! It drove his pulse higher, and he stroked his cock with faster, tighter fist pumps. Before long, though, he found himself stepping out from the three-sided enclosure and padding as softly as he could back inside the house.
He stood back at the foot of the couch again. If she started to wake up, he only needed to sneak down the short hallway behind him to his bedroom. But he stood in that same spot and gazed hungrily at his bikini clad daughter pumping his lather coated hard on.
What he was doing was obviously a sign that he'd lost his mind completely. It was all the school's fault for that ridiculous phone call about her outfit that morning. No. It was his fault for not controlling his feelings for her. It was her fault for knowingly teasing him with her skimpy fucking outfits and having that hot little body that wouldn't quit.
The girl made a sleepy groan and shifted her body. Her arm went up over her eyelids while she lifted one leg up and let it rest against the side of the couch. The movement pulled the crotch of her bikini even tighter into the furrow of her bald little pussy. Its pouting shape was even more obvious now, and the sight inflamed her father's cock to the point of painful throbbing even as he stroked himself harder and faster.
He did his best to be quiet as possible, knowing he should just tiptoe away before she woke up and caught him. But he was on the edge now and he couldn't tear his eyes away from her supremely luscious young body. To make matters even worse, he thought of all her sweetness and love for him. He didn't simply want to fuck her, but he was dying to make love to her in the deepest way, teaching her everything she could ever know about the passion between two people who loved everything about each other.
And then there was the way her perky young tits were threatening to pull out of her well-stretched top. Her nipples were hard as little pebbles and he couldn't get the idea of sucking them out of his mind.
Not much more of this and he was suddenly spewing cum right onto the living room floor.
After, he snuck away as quickly and quietly as he could, going to rinse his body off in the outdoor shower. He didn't even care about leaving thick drops of cum all over the floor at the end of the couch. Angel probably wouldn't even notice them and he could clean them up later on. Naked, he carried his clothes back inside, passing by the couch on the way to the hall toward his room where he finished drying off and getting dressed.
Roman didn't know what to do with himself now. He couldn't believe what he'd just done. If he could at least keep those wicked thoughts and desires as mere fantasy then maybe it wouldn't be so bad. It was amazing to think of how hard he'd cum while gazing at his own, very scantily clad daughter. Considering how she was the sexiest and most beautiful girl he knew it formed a twisted sort of sense. His urge had been satisfied, and he hadn't even touched her. If anything, the girl had been sleeping soundly and happily, secure in the love the most important man in her life felt for her.
But if he were going to ever try anything like that again, he'd have to be more careful. More discreet. It wouldn't be right to let his deep, inner urges be revealed to the girl in any way, even if she enjoyed teasing him a bit. There must be a lot of girls who did the same thing to their fathers. It had to be perfectly normal for girls like her to wonder how much their dads loved them, or how beautiful they thought their daughters were.
One thing he couldn't allow again, though, was letting Angel sit on his lap in a skimpy bikini. The one she had on was too skimpy for a girl who was sitting on her father's lap, but then, as she had so smartly suggested, she should be able to dress how she wanted in her own house. She had nothing to be ashamed of and everything to be extremely proud of. But feeling the weight of her perky, barely covered young ass on his lap had been more than he could deal with. And having her half-exposed tits practically in his face was agonizing. He'd never realized just how smooth and firm they looked until they were just inches away from his admiring eyes.
Roman needed to get out of there before he rationalized himself into another huge erection that would need attention. He went quietly back out through the back of the house, taking a long moment to pause and gaze at his beautiful, slumbering daughter. He sighed involuntarily as his eyes roamed over her luscious form once again. She was so perfect, and he loved her more than anything.
He finally dashed off a quick note to her on the pad on the kitchen table, then went out to the car and drove into the office for a couple of hours to get his mind off the crazy ideas rolling around in his mind. He'd promised to take her out to dinner and a movie later on, and he knew she wouldn't let him forget that. Being a new to the area as they were, he didn't really know the best places to go, but someone at the office would probably have a good suggestion. The company was new to the area, and since Roman was the boss he was sure the three young women who worked for him now would be eager to help him out.
When Angel heard her father's car start she knew it was safe to quit pretending to be asleep. Her heart was still pounding. It started pounding when she bent over in front of him in the parking lot at school. She hadn't meant it to tease him, but when he told her how much he could see she freaked out at first, but then realized her pussy was quivering with warmth. It was gross to think about boys or teachers at school seeing what he did, but what she had kinda already belonged to her dad anyway. At least that's how she explained the way it made her feel when he was checking her out.
Then when he told her she was hot her heart started pounding all over again. She was so excited she wanted to jump out of her own skin, but the next best thing was jumping in the pool. Her mind had been going a mile a minute while she swam, but then she just felt the most powerful urge to sit on his lap and cuddle him. And when she saw the huge boner tenting the leg of his shorts she practically exploded. She'd wanted to touch it more than anything, but he would've freaked out for sure. God how she wanted to make him feel good, to make him feel as loved as he made her feel.
The girl could hardly believe she'd fooled him into believing she was sleeping. She'd meant to. She was being honest when she told him how sleepy she felt. It had to be the roller coaster of a morning they'd had. But when she heard him sneaking around the couch and in and out of the house she tried to open her eyes to just slits and see what he was up to. She finally pulled that move where she put her arm over her eyes and finally got a look at that huge, excited cock as he stroked it for her. For her! Nothing had ever made her pussy quiver or feel so hot inside.
After he drove out, Angel got up off the couch and discovered his cum, still wet on the floor at the end of the couch. She pulled in a loud gasp when she realized what it was, and how much of it, too. If only he'd been bold enough to squirt on her aching body. It would have felt so good to have his warm cream touching her skin.
She found the note he had written her on the table, and then walked into her father's bedroom. The room smelled like him. His brand of shampoo and aftershave. His favorite cologne. She stripped off her bikini top and slowly wandered around in her father's space, touching his things, his clothes, thinking of him while she played with her swollen, sensitive nipples.
Was he in love with her tits as much as he was in love with her? He certainly peeked at them enough. She would've liked having bigger ones, but she knew they were still nice and got plenty of attention when she wore the right clothes.
The girl's pussy kept feeling hotter and wetter the longer she stayed in her dad's bedroom. She finally slipped off her bottom and lay on top of his bed. Spreading her smooth legs, she imaged him standing there watching as she slipped her hand between her thighs and started rubbing her excited pussy.
"It's okay, Daddy. I love you, and I know you want this," she whispered in the empty room while her fingers rubbed and probed all over her leaking slit and swollen sex lips. She was soon pumping a pair of fingers deep in her pussy and furiously rubbing her throbbing clit with the other hand. Her legs were spread as far open as they would go, and she knew it wasn't going to be long before she exploded.
"Yes, Daddy, it's okay," she moaned. "Take it, Daddy. Fuck your needy little girl!"
If only he were there to hear the words that made her pussy clench at her driving fingers. But the words soon deteriorated into desperate gasping noises as she came so hard she realized her pussy was squirting all over her father's sheets.
Angel was dazed. She had never cum that hard, and certainly had never felt her pussy squirt goo almost like her daddy's cock had squirted cum on the floor. Curling up on his sheets, the sweet, sexy eighteen-year-old finally fell asleep for real.
When she woke up, she wasn't sure how long she'd been napping, but the glow of happiness and pleasure was still strong. What had started out as one of the worst days ever was quickly turning into one of the best. She loved lying in her father's big bed, but she had to shower and get ready for later. He promised to take her out that night, and she wanted to make her date with Daddy a special night for both of them. She wasn't expecting him to lose control enough to actually fuck her the way she dreamed of, but if they were going out together she wanted anyone who saw them to think he had a sexy young girlfriend who was madly in love with him.
When she got up her legs still felt a little shaky, and she realized her father would be able to smell her pussy all over his sheets. It would have been a good idea to wash them while he was still out, but the idea of him smelling the naughty evidence she'd left behind made her giggle. She decided to take her shower in his bathroom just to feel close to him. Afterward, she went upstairs to her room to dry her hair and get ready for their date.
III
Roman had spent longer at the office than expected. His staff was doing a great job, but things were still new and there were plenty of wrinkles that needed to be ironed out. But once things worked their way into the right kind of routine, he was pretty sure he'd be able to work from home as much as he had before they moved.
It was late afternoon when he got back to the house. Angel was upstairs in her lofted room, and he called up to her as he went inside. She appeared at the railing where her room overlooked the open kitchen and living room areas. He wondered if he should have gotten a house where his daughter could have more privacy, but so far she seemed happy with everything about the house. They didn't even have a pool at their old house, but here they did and they could use it all year round.
"Hey, Dad," she said, smiling down.
She was only visible from the waist up at that angle, and all she had on was a bra. It actually covered a little more than the bikini she'd been wearing earlier, but the effect was just as powerful. Roman caught his breath as his daughter leaned onto her arms over the rail and pushed her boobs together between her arms.
"What's up, babydoll?"
"Getting ready for our date," she said cheerfully.
Roman chuckled. "Our date, huh?"
"Well, we did make an arrangement to go out together at a certain time. Dinner and a movie, I believe? Isn't that what's normally called a date?"
He couldn't help but smile at her logic. "You're absolutely right, sugar. A date is exactly what that is."
"I thought so," she countered with an impish grin of triumph. "So what time are we going?"
"Anytime you're ready is fine," he told her. "I know I'll be ready before you."
She stuck out her tongue playfully. "Well I have to look pretty for our date," she said haughtily. Then she turned back from the rail to keep getting ready.
When Roman saw the spots he'd left on the floor by the couch he cringed. It was so careless. He quickly grabbed the sponge mop from the cupboard by fridge, soaked it with hot tap water and went to the couch to mop up the mess. While he was mopping, Angel called down again from the rail.
"Hey, Dad, what'cha doing?"
"Oh, um, looks like someone must've spilled some yogurt or something here. Just cleaning it up before we go out."
"Huh. Pretty sure it wasn't me." Then she wheeled away again.
Roman finished mopping and then went into his bedroom to shave and change into a fresh shirt. The first thing he noticed was the state of his bed. He hadn't made it that morning, but the sheets were definitely more tossed than he'd left them. Angel was the only person who could possibly have been there, and he figured she must have gone in to finish her nap there while he was out. He liked the idea of her feeling like she could do that, and then he caught the telltale aroma of pussy.
There was nothing else it could be. It was an aroma that always drove him crazy, and the spots his daughter had left behind on his sheets were huge. Could she really have masturbated in his bed while he was away? And then left her copious juices all over his sheets?
His cock started pulsing with heat as he sat down and inhaled the scent clinging to his sheets. After a couple of minutes, while his cock quickly stirred to hardness in his pants, he forced himself to go into his bathroom to shave. It was one thing to stroke his dick to his sexy, young daughter while she was sleeping, but doing it while she was wide awake and just upstairs getting ready for him to take her out to dinner was another.
Doing his best to clear his mind and focus on going out to relax and have a good time, Roman managed to shave without cutting himself, then slap on some aftershave and find the right shirt.
He went through the back to sit on the deck and wait for his daughter. He got caught up reading business email on his phone and lost track of how long he was waiting before the sound of her voice from behind pulled him back to reality.
"I'm ready, Daddy."
Roman turned to the sound of her voice and saw her standing in the double sized doorway. She was wearing a black pencil skirt that hugged her form like skin and ended just a hint above the middle of her tanned thighs. On top she was wearing a white lace crop top with long sleeves. The lace set off her tan beautifully. She was wearing a scant bra underneath that matched the shade of her skin so closely it was barely noticeable, except that Roman instantly looked to see if he could see the girl's nipples through the lace.
Her long, black hair was loose and flowing around her shoulders as she looked expectantly at her father. When he realized she looked taller than normal he looked down at her feet and saw she was also wearing a pair of black, high heeled gladiator sandals that wrapped all the way up her shins.
Roman needed a minute to find his voice. The astonishing vision he saw couldn't possibly be the same girl who had so carelessly masturbated in his bed while he'd been out of the house earlier. The girl was most obviously pleased as she giggled and watched her speechless father rise slowly from his deck chair.



"It's okay, right, Daddy? I mean, we did agree I'd ask you about outfits for going out. I guess that should apply even if you're the one I'm going out with."
She giggled happily while he looked her up and down repeatedly.
"You...look amazing, sugarpie," he said when he finally found his voice. "But if you were going out with anyone but me I'd definitely make you change."
"Awww, Daddy, we made a deal, right? You wouldn't have to make me. I do whatever you say. But it's kinda funny to think of you making me do something."
The girl giggled heartily and Roman suddenly saw himself grabbing his baby girl by her beautiful hair and dragging her across his lap to yank her little skirt up over her pert, young ass and spanking her until her cheeks went pink. The thought took him back a step and he forced it out of his mind. He could never do anything like that, especially to his precious Angel.
When he looked back at her face, she was smiling as if she could read his thoughts. The back of Roman's neck felt like it was burning, and he practically barked that it was time they got going.
Angel just smiled and walked out onto the deck and out to the carport that way. As Roman followed her, he couldn't help watching the girl's ass sway from side to side as she walked in that tight skirt. She had to be putting an extra swing in her walk since her father had never noticed her walking like that before. She was stunning, and a little harmless teasing seemed okay as long as he could keep his own imagination in check.
Kelly, Roman's office manager had recommended a couple of different restaurants, depending on what they were in the mood for. One was a popular seafood place a couple of keys up toward the mainland that had a large patio area adjacent to a pier where they could have dinner right on the water. Angel liked the way that one sounded so Roman headed in that direction.
Angel's skirt rode higher on her legs as she sat in the car, and her father had a hard time keeping his eyes off them. And every time his daughter caught him looking she just smiled and looked ahead. Roman started to realize the outfit she had on looked familiar, but he certainly hadn't seen her wearing it before. That was something he definitely would have remembered.
"Why does that outfit look so familiar?" he finally asked.
She smiled at him and then looked slightly sheepish. "Well, because I stole it from Mom."
Roman immediately started laughing and didn't stop for almost a mile. Angel laughed along with him, probably relieved she wasn't getting in trouble for raiding her mother's slutwear collection.
"I guess I'm not busted, then, huh?" she smiled brightly.
"I shouldn't say this, but I kind of love that you did that," he chuckled. "And if you want to know the truth, she couldn't look half as good as you in that outfit on her best day."
Angel beamed with pleasure and flashed him a coy look.
"I guess that probably makes me a really bad father," he said wistfully.
"Don't ever say that," she whined. Her expression turned dead serious. "You're the best father there ever was! You take really good care of me. Better than she ever did, that's for sure. I always feel happy and safe with you, and I know I can always count on you when it really matters."
Roman smiled at her. "You're really something special, you know that, babydoll?"
The girl returned his smile, and he took her hand and squeezed it. Then she wouldn't let his hand go, holding it in her lap while he drove one-handed. Roman didn't know how he could love his pretty daughter any more. She was blossoming into an amazing young woman, and he couldn't imagine any father being prouder.
He could feel her trace patterns on his palm with the tip of a finger. It was such a simple and intimate gesture, yet also really suggestive. Roman liked it too much to make her stop, and he couldn't help wondering if the finger tickling his palm had been inside her pussy earlier when she masturbated on his bed. A mental image of her sliding that finger in and out of her creamy, young hole flashed through his mind and his cock started to grow in his pants.
Roman had a good idea of the shape of his daughter's pussy after seeing the way her wet bikini stretched over her mound when she sat on his lap after getting out of the pool. The flimsy garment had left no question her pussy was smooth and completely hairless. For that matter, he hadn't seen a visible hair on her body. She probably shaved very carefully, and regularly, and he smiled to himself when he thought of treating her to a waxing the next day on the shopping trip.
"What are you smiling about, Dad?" the girl asked.
"Oh, nothing in particular," he lied. "I'm just happy to be having such a nice time with you."
"Are you?" she asked. "Really having a good time?"
"I'm having an excellent time, sugar. I hope you are too."
Angel just smiled happily while her father imagined her lying on his bed while he was out, naked and with her beautiful legs spread wide as the finger she was rubbing on his palm was sliding in and out of her tight, young pussy. His dick just kept getting harder, and he knew he would have to put those crazy thoughts out of his mind, but it proved to be much harder to stop than start.
He was saved by his GPS, which was now taking him through a series of turns and forcing him to take his hand back to drive with both. A few minutes later Roman pulled the car into the parking lot of the restaurant. There were only a few open spaces, and he found one on the furthest side from where they'd have to walk through to the entrance, where there were already people waiting in line for tables.
The sun was starting to get low, but Roman left the top down on his car anyway since the nights there were so much warmer than they were used to. As they got out of the car, Roman could see Angel was having trouble walking on the gravel parking lot in her heels, so he went to her side and let her hold on to his arm as they walked across the lot to get in line for a table.
Angel clutched onto her father's arm tighter than she really needed to, but he liked the feeling of her leaning on him for support. And she didn't let go when they got onto smooth surfaces and joined the line to get in. The girl just clung to her father like paint on a fence, and he was perfectly happy to have such a sexy young girl hanging off his arm. No one thought twice about it, except that Angel looked so luscious people were turning to look at her before they even got in the door.
The way his daughter was dressed for their night out, Roman caught more people looking at her than ever before. He was proud and yet also annoyed. And when the hostess finally brought them to a table, Angel quickly stepped ahead of her father and walked between the tables with the same, exaggerated hip-sway she had on the way out of the house. If it surprised him when she did it at home, it surprised him even more to see her do it in public.
Roman felt strangely possessive of her as he followed the girl through the noisy crowd. He did possess her in a way, being her father, but that wasn't the same as possessing a girlfriend. Yet the prospect of her getting a boyfriend drove him crazy, and it was the last thing he could ever admit to her. He wanted his baby girl to have a happy life, but he didn't know how he would ever react to her being with some idiot punk who didn't fully understand everything she was made of.
There was no question about it. He needed to start seeing other women or he'd never stop having those insanely wicked ideas about his daughter. And as much as he hated the idea, she should be dating guys her age and stop teasing her own father and making it worse.
The sun was going down and the outdoor area of the restaurant was dimly lit with candles and torches. Within a few, short minutes of being seated, Angel's foot kept "accidentally" rubbing against her father's leg. He didn't make anything out of it, but he didn't do anything to discourage her, either. The truth was that he liked having her treat him in such a familiar way.
At least with her sitting down on the other side of the table he had a chance to let the tingling ache in his cock finally subside. In her lace top, she looked so sexy and elegant he wanted to forget who she really was, but it was easy to lose himself in his admiration.
During the meal, Roman asked his daughter if there was a particular movie she was interested in seeing. She pursed her lips and thought for a minute.
"You know what I really want to do the most?" she finally said. "If it doesn't sound boring, I mean."
"If you're there then no way would it be boring."
She smiled happily. "Well, how about if we just go home, make some popcorn and have a binge night on that cable series I really like?"
"But you've already seen the whole thing, haven't you?"
"Yeah, but I want to watch it again, and it's better watching it together. You haven't even seen it yet."
Roman sighed but he smiled. He actually loved his daughter's suggestion. It didn't even matter what they were watching. There were too many times he got caught up in his work to take time out to do things like that, and this seemed like the perfect night for it.
"Hmm, if I remember correctly, that show is supposed to have quite a bit of sex and nudity," he said, not wanting to give in too easily.
Angel giggled and then rolled her eyes over dramatically. "It's just boobs, Dad. Okay, well sometimes a little more, but I'm sure it's nothing you haven't seen before. You can handle looking at naked boobs, can't you?"
"Oh, I can't handle that quite well, thank you. But I'm just not sure it's the sort of thing you should be watching."
The girl's eyebrow rose skeptically. "Um, in case you haven't noticed, I actually have boobs? So I pretty much see them every day."
There was an openly audacious taunt in her eyes, and Roman thought it would be dangerous to pursue it any further.
"Okay," he surrendered. "Honestly, it sounds like a great idea."
"There's one more thing," she said. "I want cuddles. Please don't make me watch the show without cuddles. Some parts are scary."
"Sounds like we have a plan," he said, noncommittally.
Angel looked so happy all Roman could do was feel a bone deep satisfaction for putting that look on her beautiful face. But the whole time, Roman couldn't shake the idea of what his daughter had been up to in his bedroom while he'd been out. So far, all he had were assumptions and guesses based on the evidence left behind on his tousled sheets. No matter what they talked about over dinner, that one idea wouldn't leave his mind in peace. He wanted to bring it up, although he didn't know how and was sure it would end up being too dangerous a topic.
After dinner, instead of heading straight home they decided to take a short walk down onto the dock closest to the restaurant. Angel latched onto her father instantly as they walked, but instead of just taking his arm like before, her arm went right around his waist. Roman couldn't help doing the same thing, letting his hand rest on her hip, almost to the point of touching her ass cheek through the snug fabric of her skirt.
When they got to the end of the pier, they spent a moment just looking around at the reflection of the moon and restaurant lights on the water.
"I'm really glad we moved here," Angel said, turning to face her father and slipping both arms around him. "Except for all that crap at school today, everything's better here. I hope it doesn't sound bad, but I'm really glad Mom is out of the picture and I have you all to myself."
Roman smiled. A rush of warmth and love for his beautiful girl strong enough to make his head spin came over him. He hugged her close, letting his hand drop as low as he dared on her back.
After a while, he couldn't contain his curiosity anymore. "Baby? Were you in my room while I was out this afternoon?"
"Um, yeah, sure. Am I not supposed to go in your room?"
"Oh no, it's not that. I just wondered.
Angel reared her head back so they were still holding each other but able to look each other in the eye. Roman could've sworn she knew what he was thinking about. She had that taunting look in her eyes again, and the feeling of her body pressed up tight to his was bringing that warm ache back to the flesh of his tingling cock.
"Was there, um, something you needed?" he asked cautiously.
"Well, I did use your bathroom to shower," she said. "But I mainly went in to finish my nap. I was so sleepy I didn't even feel like climbing the stairs."
"I see. You slept in my bed."
It almost sounded like he was using the word slept as a code word for fingering her wet pussy.
"Mhmm." She smiled coyly. "I slept there. I slept really good, if you'd like to know. Should I not do that anymore?
"Oh, no," he told her immediately. "You can...sleep...in my bed anytime. If I'm not there, of course."
"Oh yeah, of course."
Suddenly Roman's cock was growing at a wildfire pace against the girl's body.
"I, uh, could smell your perfume on the sheets," he said, almost stammering. "It was...nice."
"Daddy, I wasn't wearing perfume."
Carelessly, Roman's hands dropped lower, letting the tips of his finger trail just onto the top part of his daughter's ass. She pressed her body tighter against the hardening cock that was growing between them.
"Yes, babydoll, I believe you were."
"Oh. I'm sorry. I guess I should've washed them before you got home."
"No, sweetie. That's okay. It was nice." It was the understatement of the century.
Angel rested her face against her father's chest, lightly moving her body against his cock. He let his hands drift lower, until he was finally cradling the cheeks of her ass in both hands.
"I love you, Daddy," she sighed. "I love you so much.
IV
Back at the house after dinner, Angel went to work making a big bowl of popcorn while Roman poured a pair of icy soft drinks. He set them on the coffee table and took a seat on the couch, turning on the TV and getting ready to stream his daughter's favorite show. He kept turning to watch her in the kitchen area over his shoulder. Her back was to him and watching her move around the stove in the outfit she had on made his pulse beat almost as hard as it had been on the pier just a short while ago.
When he thought of how close he'd come to kissing her and shoving his eager hands under her skirt he couldn't believe he'd been so close to going that far. He was losing his mind, and his clever daughter seemed to be doing everything in her power to help him.
He had finally made an awkward break of the hug and walked his daughter back to the car with a raging hard on tenting his pants. She'd obviously felt it, and was even rubbing her body against it, so there wasn't much point in trying to hide it from her. Fortunately, it was dark enough at that point that Roman wasn't worried about it looking obvious to other people.
Now, back at the house, while he watched her ass swaying as she finished making popcorn, he found himself trying to imagine what kind of panties she was wearing. If any. As it happened, he didn't have long to wait to find out.
When Angel brought the popcorn to the table in front of the sofa, she sat down and pulled her feet up on the couch cushion, slowly taking each sandal off. The movement forced her skirt to ride high up her legs, and Roman kept glancing to catch a glimpse of her panties. What he saw were mainly smooth, tanned thighs and a brief patch of black covering her pussy.
He didn't say anything until she stood back up and turning her back to him, bent over as she pushed her skirt down over her hips, her tight, young ass facing him while she took it off. All she had on underneath was a lacy, black thong. They were most definitely not the kind of panties a girl wore in front of her own father, and she looked stunning in them. She also took her sweet time stepping out of her skirt and giving her father a long, up-close view of her perfect ass switching back and forth as she lifted one foot and then the other.
The girl's pert, hopelessly firm ass was fully exposed, and the pouting puff her pussy, barely covered by the thong, made her father's cock begin swelling all over again. He'd already lost track of how many times she'd made him hard that day, and as he gazed up and down those luscious legs he stopped caring.
When she straightened back up and turned around to face him she was smiling from ear to ear. Roman felt his face go hot.
"What do you think you're doing, young lady?" he asked, trying to cover his astonishment with a concerned frown.
"Remember the deal we made, Daddy? Didn't you agree I should be able to dress the way I feel like in my own home?"
She was right, and Roman couldn't stop looking at her with his jaw gaping as she stood there giggling in her lace thong panties and the lace top she'd worn to dinner.
"I can take it off, if you want," she snickered. "But that would be going back on your promise."
Roman just wanted her to sit down so he could stop staring at her. At least the TV would give him something else to focus on.
Angel then took a seat on the couch right beside him, snuggling her body up close to his. He started the show, and while the credits were going, she reached under her top and deftly removed her bra, leaving her shapely tits and deep pink nipples clearly visible under the lace.
"You promised cuddles, too, Daddy," she reminded him, wiggling her body against his side.
Roman's cock was aching madly while he put his arm around his baby and held her close. He tried to keep his mind on the show while Angel reached for the popcorn bowl and set it on his lap, right on top of his bulging hard on. Every time she reached into the bowl for a handful, she made a point of reaching deep and jostling the bowl so it ended up rubbing against his cock.
After a while, Angel put the bowl back on the table and lay down on the couch, resting her head in her father's lap. His hard on had only gone down halfway, but with her cheek resting against his leg it soon came back to its full, throbbing state of hardness. The bulge came up against the girl's head, and she shifted her weight so her cheek was resting against her father's shaft.
The only talking going on now was that of the actors on their show, but even if neither of them was saying anything there was a silent line of communication between them. Eventually, Angel closed her eyes and her breathing got deeper. Roman's hand was on her side, and he gave in to an overpowering urge to slide his hand over her breast and gently rub his fingers over the nipple denting the lace.
He knew she wasn't really falling asleep. Angel made a cooing sound, letting him know she was awake, but was liking the way her daddy was touching her. His cock only grew harder and throbbed more intensely. Her nipple grew harder, too, and he kept lazily brushing his fingers over it while their show was all but forgotten. Her warm breast almost filled his hand, and the steady, gentle brush of his fingertips over her swelling nipple was making her breath go deeper.
After what seemed like a small eternity, Roman's hand cupped his daughter's boob and gently squeezed her warm flesh through its lace covering. She made that cooing sound again and then rubbed her cheek against her father's cock bulge as if she were merely adjusting her position. He was so hard now his cock was oozing precum into his pants. With a deep breath to steady his nerves, he began to slowly massage his daughter's breast, savoring her amazing warmth and firm feel.
Their TV show droned on far in the background, and while Angel's eyes were still closed there was a broad smile on her face. Roman gazed at his girl's face and marveled at how beautiful she was. She had an angelic face in a way, but there was also something wickedly devilish in her eyes at certain times. Right at the moment, with her eyes closed, she was bordering more on angelic, but like an angel who was keeping a naughty secret to herself.



Roman let his eyes drift over her body. Her legs were drawn up toward her chest, but not so close that he wasn't given perfectly adequate room for his hand to fondle her boob. But now her father's eyes were drawn to the striking curve of her ass and hip where the high cut waist of her panties left her exposed. His hand slowly slid off the girl's tit and down her lace clad side until he was touching where her hip curved upward.
A deep sigh filled her beautiful young body while Roman's fingers explored the silken texture of her skin. After a few minutes of cautious touching, the man's large hand drifted onto the girl's ass cheek, left fully exposed by her thong. Kneading her flesh ever so gently, he was amazed by the firm feel of her ass. He didn't think he'd ever felt anything so smooth and tight ever before, and his cock felt like it was dribbling little spits of precum with every pulse in his shaft.
Angel sighed and cooed while her father gently massaged her bare ass. He was trying hard to be careful about touching her. It was one thing to massage her exposed ass cheek but reaching to feel her panty-clad pussy was out of the question no matter how badly he wanted to.
But his daughter was willing to take it a step further, even if she kept up her façade of being sleepy. While Roman was feeling her ass, Angel moved her hand under her face like she was using it to pillow herself but ended up wrapping her fingers around the bulging shaft of her father's cock through his pants. A soft gasp entered her luscious body when her fingers curled around the shape of his meat. After the gasp came a soft whimper as her fingers squeezed and released, squeezed and released.
Roman could barely sit still, but he forced himself. He squeezed the girl's sumptuous ass a little harder while she steadily applied pressure to his cock with her hand. He couldn't believe she was actually touching his hard dick. It was so wrong, yet it felt so good. He felt the intense power of her love and desire even through her impressive false display of sleepy ignorance.
He should have made her stop, but he really didn't want her to. It would have been so easy to sit back and let her fondle his cock until sunrise. On the other hand, if he kept allowing her to touch his cock the way she was, sooner or later he was going to spurt a wet load of spunk into his pants. After letting it go on longer than he should have, he finally pulled his hand away from the girl's ass and lightly shook her shoulder.
"Looks like it's bedtime, babydoll," he told her softly. "We'll have to finish our binge watching some other time."
Angel pouted and opened her eyes. "Awww, but I feel so cozy, Daddy," she whined. "But okay, if you say it's bedtime I guess it is. You're still taking me shopping tomorrow, right?"
"Of course, baby. We'll make a whole day of it."
"I'd really love that, Daddy. You're so good to your little girl."
"I love you with all my heart, babydoll," he told her. He didn't know how he was able to sound calm with her hand and face still putting pressure against his throbbing cock.
"What about school, Daddy?"
"Don't worry about school. I'll call them in the morning and tell them we have family business to take care of."
She giggled softly and rubbed her face against her father's rigid shaft. "Family business? I like our family business, Daddy."
Holy fuck, Roman growled in his mind. If this was how a simple dinner date could end up, how would a shopping spree in the city turn out? But he had promised her, and there was no turning back now. At the same time, there was something happening that was beyond all the touching, teasing and guilty pleasure. As wrong as what was happening between them was, there was never a time the two had seemed so close. They were beginning to talk more openly than ever before, and the true depth of their love for each other had never been allowed to blossom as it seemed it was meant to.
Roman's divorce from the girl's mother had come as a relief for a lot of reasons, but now he was only beginning to realize his ex's presence in their lives was nothing but a barrier between a highly special love between a father and his beautiful daughter.
Did that mean he should let his baby girl make him cum? Did it mean he should have slipped his hand past the gusset of her tiny panties and fingered her slit until she was a screaming mess?
"I like it, too, sugarplum," he told her without thinking. He regretted agreeing with her too easily. It would only give her the wrong idea. "Okay, sweetie. Time for bed now, really."
"Okay, Daddy."
He expected her to complain, and he was relieved when she didn't. She sat up beside him, leaving his cock untouched but still forming a vicious bulge in his pants. She gazed at it boldly, then looked back up at his face with a devious sparkle in her eyes.
Roman had a moment of indecision where he didn't know if he should stand up with such a huge, uncontrollable bulge in his pants, but when he thought of the way Angel had been touching it he realized it hardly mattered now. As much as he didn't want to leave her side, he knew he had to get up and get to the refuge of his bedroom. Hopefully they'd both be more clear-headed in the morning.
He told his daughter goodnight and got up to leave. When Angel didn't respond he thought she was probably disappointed, but it was something she just had to deal with. Once in his bedroom, he closed the door and breathed a sigh of relief. His cock was ragingly hard, and it felt good to get out of his clothes and give his substantial shaft the freedom it needed.
When he got into bed, he discovered his daughter's scent was still noticeable on his sheets. At the moment, he didn't care about what was supposedly right. Angel was the only thing right about anything, and now the lingering scent of her private indiscretion in his bed that afternoon was filling his senses and making his blood pound.
He lay back on his daughter-perfumed sheets and gripped his cock with a sigh. He already missed her terribly, even knowing she was on her way up to her own room. He played visions of the past hour or two over in his mind while his hand began to slid up and down his needful cock. He even began to whisper her name as he stroked himself, knowing he would soon cum with her name on his lips and the scent of her pussy in his head. But then his bedroom door opened and he quickly yanked the sheet over his naked body.
Angel walked in calmly, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. She approached the side of her father's bed and pulled off the lace top, fully revealing the pert, bouncy tits that had been driving her father crazy since he picked her up from school that morning.
"What are you doing?" he asked, painfully aware of the way his cock was tenting the sheet.
"You said it was bedtime, Daddy."
She slid into his bed, now wearing nothing but that tiny, black lace thong. Along with her movement, she lifted the sheet higher than necessary to slip under it and ended up exposing her father's fully swollen cock in the process. The glance she took at his pole was bold and obvious, and Roman couldn't help feeling even more excited by the look of surprise and appreciation in her eyes. At the same time, he couldn't help watching the perky sway of her ripe tits as she moved, not to mention the way her panties highlighted the shape of her hips and pussy.
There was no doubt about it, Roman had never seen anything so amazing or hot as his own daughter.
"That meant you were supposed to go upstairs to your own bed," he told her, yet wanting her to stay right there more than anything.
"I get lonely up there all by myself," she whined girlishly. "I'd be missing you when you're right downstairs. And besides, I feel safe with you."
Roman groaned but couldn't help smiling. He was frustrated that he wouldn't be able to jerk off now, since he could never bring himself to do it in front of his daughter, but he was happy to have her close.
"Okay, princess," he relented. "But we better get some sleep. We have a big day ahead of us tomorrow."
Then he lay on his side. He had to turn his back to Angel or wouldn't get a moment of sleep all night. He'd barely closed his eyes when his girl softly demanded his attention once more.
"Daddy? Remember today when you promised we could have kisses goodnight like we used to?"
Roman turned to face her. His cock was still marble stiff and dragging the sheet every which way. Still, he leaned over to kiss her cheek, and just as she had earlier that day on the couch, she quickly turned her face so his lips caught hers. Their kiss lasted longer this time, and was more intense, even though Roman broke it off before they opened their mouths and started tongue kissing.
"Mmmm," Angel sighed. "I like Daddy's kisses goodnight."
"Me, too, but get some sleep, baby, okay?"
Roman rolled over again, and before he knew what was happening, Angel was spooning her nearly naked body up to his from behind. Her warm, luscious tits were firmly pressing into his back while reached up and rested her hand on his shoulder.
He sighed, willing himself to calm down and fall asleep. With his back to her, he quietly slipped his hand around his cock, just squeezing himself hard enough to take the edge off his nerves, but not enough to make himself cum.
After a couple of minutes, he felt his daughter slip her hand from his shoulder down the front of his body, searching for his cock until her fingers brazenly wrapped around his hot shaft.
"Baby, you can't do that," he told her without making a move to remove her hand.
"Let me do it for you, Daddy. Let me make you cum. I'll do it really good, I promise."
"Fuck," he whispered, powerless to resist the fantastic feeling of his daughter's dainty hand already beginning to stroke his ravenous cock shaft. "We shouldn't, baby."
"I know, Daddy. But we really want to. Don't we?"
"Fuck, yes."
Angel giggled softly. "You're really hard, Daddy."
"Fuck, yes," her father groaned. The two words seemed to be the only ones left in his vocabulary.
"And really big, too," she giggled.
"Fuck," he groaned, now down to only one.
Angel pressed her tits firmly against her father's bare back and steadily stroked his throbbing cock. By now, all Roman could do was keep trying to catch up with his excited breath and groan with pleasure far more powerful than his self-control. Suddenly, Angel stopped stroking, leaving her father dizzy and aching to cum.
"Dad? Can you turn on your back? I think you're gonna squirt soon and I really wanna see you do it."
Roman was too dazed to think about what he was doing. He rolled onto his back while his daughter was already pulling the sheet down low to expose his painfully aroused manhood.
"It's really beautiful," the girl said, gazing steadily at her father's cock.
Within seconds, Angel's hand was around his cock and stroking him again. In their new position, she was able to stroke him harder and faster. Her tits jiggled enticingly the faster she pumped her hand. It wasn't long before she had him right back where he was.
Roman finally let go and just gave in to the beautiful pleasure his amazing daughter was so eager to give him. How could he love any creature more than her? His entire body went stiff as he gasped deeply. Angel pumped his organ hard and fast while his spunk erupted and spattered his belly along with her hand and upper arm.
She uttered a gasp of surprise as she watched her father's cock spurt and ooze. Roman didn't know when he'd ever shot so much cum in his life.
"That was amazing, Daddy. God. It was so beautiful."
On that, Angel began licking the cum that was clinging to her fingers.
"You shouldn't do that, baby," her father warned.
"Why not? I like it." And she kept licking despite his warning.
"That's the problem. There are some things we probably shouldn't like as much as we do."
"I don't care. I love you. And I belong to you."
"Oh god," he groaned, closing his eyes. "Cuddle up with Daddy now and let's get some sleep."
"Okay. I'll be a good girl."
"You always are, babydoll."
Angel purred in response and snuggled up close to her naked father. He began to drift off to the feeling of her tracing patterns on his chest with the tip of her finger. He could feel the best night's sleep he'd had in years coming on, and then the girl whispered one more time.
"Daddy? My pussy's on fire now."
V
The cum Angel had just stroked out of her father's cock was still wet on his belly as he lay trying to sleep. Her entire body was still buzzing with sensation, her heart pounding with excitement, as she thought of how she'd just made him cum. The way his body seemed to go tight like he could feel it everywhere was more than she'd ever dreamed.
His cock felt so big and powerful, and there was so much cum! At least it seemed that way. It wasn't like she had all that much experience, but she'd never seen a guy her age cum so much or so hard as her father. She knew he was trying to force himself to go to sleep, but she was dying to get him hard again. She was more determined than ever to get him to slam that amazing dick hard and deep in her hungry pussy.
Even before he divorced her mother, Angel had decided she was the better woman for him. He only needed to see it for himself. No one could ever love him the way she did, and she knew she could make him feel better than her mother ever dreamed she could. And if the way she just made him cum wasn't proof, she didn't know what was.
Everything was going perfectly now. They were living together on their own. She'd be finished with school in a couple of months. And if things kept going the way they were, Daddy would be fucking her the way she always wanted any day now. She only wished it could be sooner, but if she pushed him too hard he could end up backing away and she couldn't live with that. She needed him, and she knew in her heart he needed her just as much. He just needed to get over his silly inhibitions.
There was no way she was ever going to sleep the way her body was begging for attention so she snuggled close to her naked father and tried to force herself to be calm. He felt so big and warm. It was amazing just to have her tits rubbing on him. Her hand was on his chest, but she couldn't help slipping it lower toward his firm abs where she could feel his cum sticking to his skin.
His large body filled with a deep breath as she touched his cream spattered skin. She was dying to taste more of his cum so she brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean like she had just after making him cum. At this rate, she'd never get any sleep, but she saw then that her father's eyes were open and he was watching her. She smiled and wet her fingers in his cum again, sucking them under his silent gaze.
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she said softly. "I guess I'm having trouble getting to sleep."
"That's my fault, babydoll."
Without another word, her father rolled toward her. He guided her with his hand to roll to her side, back facing him, so he was then spooning her from behind. His right arm looped around her shoulder from underneath as he reached her front and gripped one of her naked tits in his hand. His hand felt huge and strong. Angel's firm, bouncy tits were a big source of pride for her, but her father's big hand practically made them feel small, and the harder he squeezed and fondled her the more her nipples ached with pleasure.
His other hand slid over her hip and cupped right over the skimpy panties half covering her pussy. Angel gasped excitedly the moment her father touched her pussy, even if it was only through the lace of her thong. He ground his fingers against her sodden slit. The panties and her upper thighs were already smeared with her flowing nectar.
It felt like her mind was leaving her body as her father's big, eager fingers explored the yielding softness of her aching pussy. She never knew a human heart could pound as hard as hers was when he yanked her panties to the side and started rubbing her slippery slit lips.
"Oh god, Daddy," she cried excitedly. "You're...you're...oh, fuck."
Roman pulled her close with his left, his hand continuously kneading her bare tits, while he slipped a finger into her creamy hole and started to fuck her with it. After a couple of minutes, Roman rolled onto his back, pulling her along with him so she was lying on top, her back along his front.
Angel's entire body started moving in wave-like motions while the stroke of her daddy's finger made her head spin. She could barely form words and her breath kept going deeper and deeper. It even felt like his cock was gradually getting hard again as her ass ground against it. When his second finger slid into her pussy along with the first, she whimpered loudly and spread her legs as far as they could go.
He was grinding hard into her sweet spot with every instroke, driving the electric pulses in her body to levels she never knew before. No one had ever touched her g spot except she herself, and her father's fingers felt so thick and almost rough, except he seemed to know exactly what he was doing.
The girl was quick to grow light-headed while her father ground his fingers into her pussy and wrapped his other arm around her body to fondle her tits at the same time. His cock felt bigger and bigger against her ass while it swelled up hard against her. With his fingers inside her, she wriggled her body against him to shift her position enough to allow his cock to jut upward between her open legs. She reached down and took hold of her father's aroused cock, pushing it up against her pussy where his fingers were deeply embedded.
"Oh god, Daddy, please just fuck me," she whined desperately.
But the girl's father just kept stroking into her pussy with his fingers. Somehow, with her long, raven-dark hair flowing in every direction, Roman started kissing her neck and shoulder, his other hand clamping firmly onto one of tits and holding her tightly to him. He kept steadily massaging her sweet spot while her body shivered through the onslaught of one orgasm after another.
After what felt like three or four climaxes, her stretched out panties were as soaked as her pussy while Angel's body went slack. Her father's stroking hand gradually eased off and finally slipped free of her sodden hole. His cock was as hard as ever between her legs, and as dazed and limp as she felt, she still wished he would just slam that beautiful rod deep into her and take her like he owned her.
But he didn't, and she couldn't understand how he could resist her with his cock throbbing so hard. She finally slid off his body and snuggled up to him from the side.
"Is there something wrong with me, Daddy?" she asked, frowning with deep concern.
"Oh, babydoll, of course not," he replied instantly. He threw his arm around her and hugged her close. "Trust me, you're the most amazing girl I've ever seen. And in a perfect world I'd be deep inside your perfect body right now, but you know why I can't do that. Why we can't. We've already done so much more than we ever should have."
"I get it, Daddy, but I really don't see why. I mean, we love each other, right?"
"I love you more than anything, darling. And that will never change. But...there's just that little detail about us being father and daughter. We can't afford to lose control any more than we already have."
"I hate that."
"So do I, but it's for the best. It's already going to be hard enough to stop doing the kinds of things we've already done."
"I don't want to stop," she complained.
"Neither do I, sweetheart, but we have to. Sooner or later we're bound to go too far."
"As far as I'm concerned there's no such thing as 'too far'. Not when it's you and me."



"I wish that were true, my love."
He hugged her tighter than ever, and his aroused cock pressed hot against her body. At least he kissed her like a real lover, making her heart beat harder and the surface of her fine skin flush with warmth. But all too soon, he broke the kiss and rolled off the side of the bed.
She watched him walk around the end of the bed toward the bathroom with his incredible erection swinging wildly in front.
"Daddy?" she stopped him.
"Yes, baby?" he paused, stopping halfway between the bed and his bathroom door.
"Are you going in there to finish?"
Roman sighed and looked sheepish. Angel wanted to giggle but she held it in.
"Yes," he replied after a moment.
"At least let me watch you," she purred. "I've never seen...well...anything like that. And honestly, I was never interested until now. Please, Daddy?"
And in case he needed extra enticement, Angel slid her soaked panties off her silky legs and shifted around until she was lying sideways across her father's bed, spreading her legs wide to give him a clear view of her smoothly shaven pussy. She reached between her legs and started rubbing her slit, her eyes going back and forth from his attentive face and hard cock.
"Please, Daddy, please. Jerk it for me. If you go in the bathroom I'll only follow you anyway."
The look on her father's face changed so dramatically and so suddenly it almost scared Angel, but the ultimate effect was making her body tingle in every extremity. It was like his eyes got darker somehow. He was staring at her like he truly wanted to fuck her raw. Her pussy quivered under his powerful gaze and she slipped a finger into her pussy, stroking it in and out of her creamy hole as she stared back in awe.
He stepped close to the side of the bed, his large, solid body hovering above her while he wrapped his hand around his rigid shaft and started stroking himself.
"Oh. My. God," Angel said, gasping each word as she watched her father stroke himself as he looked at her so hungrily. She knew how much he really wanted her now, and if there was anything in her power that would drive him to lose control and take her, she promised herself to do whatever it would take.
"Fuck," her father muttered, pumping his enormous cock harder and faster. "You're fucking amazing."
His hot admiration only drove her pussy to a higher level of need. Even though she'd just cum three times -- or maybe it was four -- she needed them to cum together. She was on overdrive and started rubbing her clit while she stuck a second finger into her hole and started pumping herself to the same pace and rhythm of her father's cock strokes.
The sounds of his grunts and groans went straight to the girl's throbbing core. At the same time, she felt as if she were in a trance to see her handsome, sexy father viciously pounding his cock with his huge fist and looking at her like he wanted to devour her whole. And as she rose steadily closer to her peak, nothing mattered more than making sure they both came together. If he wasn't going to let go of his final misgivings and fuck her, then they should feel the mutual explosion at the very least.
The room was now filled with the mutually wet slapping sounds of a girl and her father excitedly masturbating. Their sharp, huffing grunts mingled in a private chorus of their shared lust, and Angel was on the verge of taking flight.
"Cum with me, Daddy," she moaned. "I need it. Give your little girl who loves you your cum!"
The hungry look in her father's eyes only grew hungrier as he groaned deeply and pounded his delicious looking cock ever harder. Angel couldn't take her eyes off it, and when he finally growled with excitement his enormous pole began spurting thick wads of cum. The heavy dollops of cream arced from the imposing head of his cock and landed over Angel's belly and thighs. The moment she felt that warm, viscous ooze spatter her skin she lost control and whimpered her way through the most intense orgasm of the whole day and night.
Afterward, Angel was left covered with spatters of her father's warm cum, but she made no move to wipe any of it off. She loved the way it felt on her skin. It made her feel closer to him than ever in her life.
Roman walked around to the other side of the bed and lay back down beside his daughter. When she turned to hug him, he was already turning to face her, too. They wrapped their arms around each other and clung tightly with all that cum smearing between them and making their skin feel warm and slippery.
"I love you so much," the girl said emphatically.
"I love you, sweetheart," her father replied.
"Promise?"
"Always, my love."
Angel smiled and burrowed her face against her father's chest. His hand came to the back of her head and held her there as she gradually drifted into the best night's sleep she'd had in a very long time.
VI
When Roman woke up the next morning, his naked daughter was sprawled across the bed breathing deeply. Despite the messy exertion they'd been through before they went to sleep, she looked serenely beautiful. To him, she was a work of natural perfection.
Everything that happened between them the night before was so fresh in his mind he could practically still feel the sensations coursing through his body. And as much as he knew they could never let themselves get that carried away again, he wasn't sorry it happened. He would never deny what a magnificent young woman his daughter was. Nor would he ever love anyone nearly as much as he loved her, and he now knew that as much as he would need to control his urges with all his strength, there would never be anyone he could desire as much as his beautiful, passionate Angel.
It would be okay to hug and kiss her good morning despite their both being naked, but she looked so angelic he didn't want to wake her up. He got out of bed gently so as not to jostle the mattress and quietly left the room.
Padding naked into the kitchen, he set on a pot of coffee and went outside to dive into the pool. He didn't care if the neighbors could see. They had a decent amount of privacy, between the partial fencing and plantings that separated the backyards on either side, so if anyone wanted to see what was going on in their pool they'd have to be deliberately looking.
Roman's skin had gotten tacky overnight from the cum that had been rubbing between their naked bodies, and it felt good to swim a few laps and feel fresh again. He was glad he didn't wake up Angel since the time alone was a good opportunity to clear his mind. He could have used more than he was going to get this morning, for that matter. She'd be up before long and wouldn't waste time reminding him he promised to have her excused from summer school and take her shopping in Miami.
It wasn't like he didn't look forward to spending the day with her, but he was still trying to wrap his mind around everything they'd done. Going in to the office wasn't a solution. As it was, he'd have to call in to check on things before taking another day off. However, with Kelly in charge at the office, things had been going better than Roman expected, and he knew he wouldn't have to worry. He'd treat the efficient young blonde to a couple of extra days off with pay to thank her for being so reliable.
Meanwhile, as good as a morning skinny dip felt, Roman didn't think it would help matters for his daughter to get up and find him naked in the pool. Ironically, up until the day before he wouldn't have thought much about it. He wouldn't have gone out of his way to do so, but he wouldn't have shied away from it, either. Now, every move and gesture between them would be full of ambiguous meaning until they could absorb the phenomenal events of the day and night before.
Yet Roman was surprised to realize he was actually glad it had all happened. There was no doubt it had brought them closer together, and even though they'd gone farther than they should have, they still hadn't crossed the ultimate line. That's what made everything else seem acceptable. Father and daughter now had something deeply intimate between them. They knew each other on sexual terms, but without shattering the ultimate taboo of having sex.
As he swam a few laps, Roman felt as if he knew an astonishing part of his beautiful daughter. A part that most fathers couldn't imagine. He had glimpsed her astounding passion and desire. He'd seen the full depth of her beauty in ways he could never share with anyone but her.
At the same time, he had revealed parts of himself as a man. And what man wouldn't want to be so intensely loved and desired by a girl as incredible as Angel? He liked the idea of his daughter knowing what he was made of as a man, as a lover, even if it was only a small part.
He knew it was going to feel impossible at times not to go back and do those things again. And more. He would never forget the feeling of her hand on his hotly aroused cock as she eagerly stroked him until she was aching to watch him cum. And the vision of her luscious, young body when as she fingered her bare pussy, goading him to stroke hard and cover her beautiful skin with his hot cream.
But he had to push those thoughts out of his mind as his cock began to grow. They were moments they could always treasure. They could always love each other more than anyone else in their lives would ever know. Someday, Angel would probably get married, and Roman himself didn't dismiss the idea of getting married again himself. But they would always have something more. Something no one else could ever touch, and he didn't know how he could love his daughter more.
There was one, nagging problem with the thought of Angel getting married or even finding a boyfriend. Whenever the idea came to mind, he hated thinking about his baby girl ever being with anyone else. Especially now. The idea of some clumsy slob pawing his luscious daughter made his blood boil. But it was something he was just going to have to deal with sooner or later.
They would have to set limits to keep themselves from flirting with total catastrophe. He didn't know exactly what they were, but he'd talk to Angel and they'd work things out. He also knew it wouldn't be easy. A girl as hot and arousing as her wasn't exactly common, and as bad as it might be, he didn't know how he'd ever look at another female again without comparing her to his own daughter.
A few minutes later, Angel walked out to the pool, proudly naked, with her luscious tits bouncing sweetly as she held a hot cup of coffee in her hand.
"Coffee's done, Dad," she said. She sat on the edge of the pool with her feet dangling in the water and set the cup between her parted thighs. "Come and get it."
Ray smiled and swam toward where she was sitting. He took the cup and sipped at the hot, black coffee, then set it to the side where it wasn't blocking his view of the girl's pert pussy mound. He helped himself to a good look, and then angled his face up toward hers. She was smiling back at him, perfectly happy to have him staring at her naked slit. It didn't change his mood, but he knew he couldn't keep doing things like that.
He finally invited her to join him for a quick swim before they got ready for their day trip.
"Good idea," Angel said with a smirk. "I feel a little crusty this morning."
Roman thought better of replying, but he didn't take his eyes off of Angel's fabulous body as she stood up and then dove into the water. He watched her swim from the side where he drank more of his coffee. After a few laps, she swam over to him, looking soaking wet and fresh as morning dew. She smiled sweetly and put her arms around him, pressing her pussy and tits against his naked form.
He reached up and touched her beautiful face, so filled with love and trust.
"I'm only beginning to see just how incredibly beautiful you are, Angel. And I hope you know how much I love you."
"Oh, Dad, you just have no idea how good I feel this morning." She hugged him a little tighter.
"Pretty sure I do, babydoll," he said. She looked so sweet and beautiful, and her body felt like nothing else. And along with the way she was looking at him he realized it was going to be much harder than he thought.
"I can't even begin to say what last night meant to me, Daddy."
"You don't have to, sweetheart. It was the same for me. I'll never forget it as long as I live."
The serious look in the girl's eyes at his statement betrayed how she understood the subtext of what he was saying: that it couldn't happen again. Roman's heart sank and he kissed her long and deeply on her beautiful mouth.
"Everything's going to be okay, my love," he reassured her. "I think it's good we have the day together. We can talk about...well, everything."
Angel smiled and nodded. Then she gave her father's cock a playful squeeze and pushed herself toward the middle of the pool to swim a few more laps. Roman took the opportunity to climb out of the pool before he chased after her. He washed up quickly in the outdoor shower, and then went inside to get dressed. Pulling a pair of dark grey linen drawstring pants over his boxer briefs, he then threw on a button down short sleeve shirt.
Angel showered outside as well, but she never came into his room, going upstairs to her own where she took forever to get ready. That gave Roman the opportunity to call the office and talk to Kelly, then call the school and explain to the headmaster that he was keeping Angel out of school for another day. He called the school first since that would most likely be the quicker call. Then he called the office and spoke to his manager to go over what needed her attention that day. He ended by promising to be in the next day, and also to let her know he wanted to give her that day off with pay, which surprised her, but at the end of the call she told Roman he didn't have to worry as long as she was in charge.
After he finished his calls, he poured another cup of coffee and sat at the deck table by the pool to wait for Angel. It was only a few more minutes before she came out wearing a light grey pair of yoga pants that rode her body tight as skin, leaving no doubt in her father's mind she wasn't wearing panties underneath. On top she was wearing a cropped T shirt, and from the impudent bounce of her perky, young tits underneath, she couldn't have been wearing a bra, either. When Roman gaped at her in awe, Angel giggled and looked extremely pleased with herself.
Roman took a deep breath and shook his head with a chuckle. "That's how you want to go shopping?"
"Well I'm going to be trying on lots of different outfits, right? So, I need to be able to get in and out of what I've got on easily."
She grinned at her father as if her logic couldn't be argued with. And of course he couldn't think of an argument. He was enjoying the sight of her too much to think about anything.
"So I was thinking," she went on. "It's a lot warmer down here than we're used to so I'm probably going to need a lot of new stuff. And since we talked yesterday, I'll need things for this last two months of school and definitely for around home, right?"
Roman could only recall how they'd talked the day before about the way his daughter should feel free to dress as she wished at home. Considering the events of the past twenty-four hours, he imagined he'd be taking more cold showers than he ever had in his life. She was also warning him to get ready to spend a lot of money, but that part didn't matter to him. He didn't care if he spoiled. Maybe it would make up for not giving her one thing she obviously wanted very badly.
With a three hour ride ahead of them, Roman wanted to get going so he locked up the house. When he got to the car, Angel was already sitting in the driver's seat, and asked him if he minded her driving. He just got in on the passenger's side and handed her the keys.
Normally, Roman preferred to drive, but he found himself enjoying the opportunity to relax and openly stare at his daughter's body while she drove. He made an attempt to answer some of his email from his phone but having Angel next to him proved to be distracting. It probably wasn't the best idea, but he couldn't resist enjoying the view to the fullest. It only made him think about having more of what they'd tasted the previous night. Then again, Angel didn't mind. If anything, she was doing her best to invite as much of her father's attention as she could get.
It wasn't as if Roman had only just started appreciating his daughter's succulent young body, and he couldn't help wondering if she knew he'd been sneaking peeks at her for a long time now. It was definitely a new feeling to be able to openly look at the way her perky tits stretched the front of her T shirt, or the way her camel toe showed clearly in her yoga pants while she drove. He used to feel guilty about it, but not anymore. The smile on his beautiful girl's face let him know how much she was basking in her daddy's naughty admiration.
He still didn't know how he was ever going to resist going back for more and more of what she had and was highly eager to give him. But he couldn't. Could he? No, that was just out of the question.
"Daddy, what's wrong? You look really worried about something," Angel asked after a long stretch of silence.
They had to talk this situation through sooner or later, and sooner was always the better choice, even if Roman still had no idea what to say or how to approach it.
"I guess I am, sweetheart."
"Don't you dare say you're sorry about what happened, because I, for one, couldn't be happier. Well...maybe that's not exactly true." She smirked and gave him a suggestive look, letting her eyes drop to his crotch before she set them back on the road ahead.
"Baby, I could never be sorry about anything that we did. I'll never be sorry for loving you with all my heart. It's just that it's a delicate situation and we have to be care about how we deal with things from now on."
"I guess you mean we have to figure out how we're going to keep ourselves from fucking each other's brains out, right?"
The girl was grinning triumphantly, and Roman couldn't help chuckling over her sexy audacity. It was hard not to admire her bold personality, and at least she was helping to keep it from getting too serious.
"We just have to make sure we don't let this spiral out of control. That would be very easy if we're not careful. I really hate to say this, but maybe we should both think about pursuing relationships. Normal ones."
Angel's face went beet red and the muscles in her jaw clenched. Roman waited for her to argue, but after a moment or two she seemed to get her emotions under control.
"Are you saying we don't have a normal relationship?" she finally asked.
"It's a little out of the ordinary, wouldn't you say?"
"Yeah, but I like that." She smiled.
He returned her smile. "I have to admit I do, too."
"So you think I should start auditioning boyfriends?" she said after a pause.
Roman's response was automatic. He just blurted it out without thinking. "Fuck, no," he said, nearly spitting the words. The intensity of his reply surprised them both, and Angel had a big grin on her face. "It's not what any father would feel very good about," he added, "but it's bound to happen one of these days."
"Sure," she said in a measured tone. "Is there anyone you're interested in? I've heard you say a lot of nice things about Kelly."
"No," he said quickly. "There's no one. And certainly not Kelly. She works for me. That would be highly inappropriate."
Angel nodded in agreement. "Kinda like cumming on your daughter's tits, right?"
She had that triumphant look on her face again and Roman sighed loudly, shaking his head and stifling a laugh. They went quiet again for a while, until Angel broke the silence with a question that made her father look at her in shock.



"Dad? Do you think I'm a slut?"
"What the hell kind of question is that?" he was nearly shouting. "Of course not. How could you ask such a thing?"
"So you don't think I act like a slut around you? I mean, like these last couple days?"
"Oh, baby, no. It's natural to want someone. Even...well, it's not like a father and daughter never wanted each other before, so even if it's not a good idea, it's not exactly...wrong."
She seemed to think about what he said and a coy smile crossed her supple lips. But the smile faded before long.
"Do you think I dress like a slut?" she asked next.
"Absolutely not," he said. "I don't even like that word. Where is all this coming from?"
"Yesterday, when I had to go to Mr. Franklin's office, he told me the female students of the academy didn't dress like sluts."
Roman was dumbfounded. He was ready to punch the academy's headmaster squarely in the face as many times as he could. He wouldn't, of course, but there was no doubt in mind that he was going to have a very serious talk with the man the next morning. Maybe he'd go into Franklin's office when he dropped Angel off the next morning and do it face to face. This was not the kind of conversation you have over the phone.
It took a few minutes, but Roman finally got his reaction under control.
"Are you sure?" he asked his daughter, even though he never doubted her word about anything. He knew her too well for that, and she was the one person he trusted more than anyone else. Angel might have been a precocious girl, but the one thing she was not was a liar.
"Right to my face, Dad. In so many words."
"I wish you'd told me right away. But don't worry, I'm going to have a talk with this Franklin character and make sure he chooses his words much more carefully from now on."
Angel was smiling, and that made Roman feel good. One thing about his daughter and him: they had each other's back.
VII
They went to the biggest mall in the city, and Roman followed his daughter to what felt like a hundred and fifty stores. He watched her pick out clothes she could look good in at school without raising anyone's eyebrow, not even someone as tight-assed as the headmaster, Mr. Franklin. But he also watched her pick out bras and panties, several bikinis, dresses, shorts, tops, shoes and sandals. A lot of the outfits were so skimpy he couldn't imagine what she was going to look like in them, but he knew sooner or later he wouldn't have to. She was picking out things she could wear around the house -- things her mother would disapprove of.
Roman found himself hoping she'd model a few of the things on her frequent trips to the various changing rooms, but he knew he'd see her wearing it all at home sooner or later.
He lost track of how much of his money she was spending, but it was worth every dime to see the happy look on her face. She deserved a break after the way Franklin had spoken to her. But Roman also felt good to shower her with things that made her happy. After the intense pleasure and storm of emotions they'd shared the day and night before, it felt like a safer way of showing her his love.
They took breaks two or three times to sit and have coffee or soft drinks, and Roman carried as many shopping bags as he could until Angel had to help with the excess. The trunk of their car was going to be packed up tight.
After even Angel could take no more, they decided to find a place somewhere around the city to have dinner before making the ride back to Big Pine. She wanted to make a trip to the ladies' room first and ended up taking two of the shopping bags with her, leaving her father curious as he took refuge on the nearest bench. While she was gone, he used his phone to find a good place to take her. They'd been having such a perfect day that he wanted to cap it off with the perfect dinner, and it was only a couple of minutes before he found what looked like just the right place.
When Angel finally came back out, Roman was speechless. She'd changed into an all new outfit that didn't actually consist of very much, yet his daughter looked absolutely stunning. She was wearing an extremely short, form-hugging dress in pale blue with spaghetti straps. The top was cut low enough to show a good amount of her perky cleavage. The dress fell halfway between being slutty club wear and a sexy yet elegant party dress. The light beige high heels she'd put on were making her at least three inches taller, if not four.
Roman just stared at her, unable to speak for a couple of minutes while Angel blushed and smiled happily.
"Baby, you look...just amazing," her father finally managed to tell her.
The girl was smiling all the way back to the car, and Roman couldn't take his eyes off her except to glare at a couple of guys who were staring.
The restaurant was in an open-air courtyard that was mainly lit by candles and string lights. It was like a quiet oasis as they stepped in and were shown to a quiet table in the corner. The table was set for a couple, and Roman made the gentlemanly gesture of pulling out the chair for his daughter and helping settle in comfortably. But when he sat down on the opposite side of the table, she got up with a grin and moved to the side so they were sitting at a closer angle.
Roman looked at her curiously, but she just smiled and told him how much she loved the restaurant he chose. Then she giggled because he was still stunned just looking at her. She was making it harder and harder to maintain his resolve about not losing control, and she was doing it on purpose. He was sure of it.
But he had to admit he didn't mind. He loved having her sit closer. It was easier to talk, for one thing, and also to see how far up her luscious legs her skirt rode while she was sitting down. He could also peer down the top of her dress and fill his eyes with an awe-inspiring view of her shapely tits.
Yet while Roman didn't want to ruin their dinner by openly drooling over his daughter like she was one of the mouth-watering items on the menu, the nipple erections denting the top of her dress seemed to suggest she didn't mind in the least.
And she was sitting so close now her leg kept rubbing up against his. He did nothing to discourage her, either, even when the waiter came to see if they were ready to order. In fact, Roman couldn't resist laying his hand on the girl's warm, bare thigh, even if he was mostly obscured by the edge of the tablecloth. He couldn't help feeling a little possessive, and he wanted anyone who was paying attention to assume Angel was his girlfriend and not his daughter. He would never admit this to her, even though she was smart enough to see through him like a window.
The waiter paid especially close attention to Angel when she gave him her order, and Roman kept his hand on her leg the whole time. He kept it there while he was giving his own order, and even after the waiter walked away. Between the way her skin felt and how she looked right then, not to mention after following her around the mall in her yoga pants for most of the day, Roman's cock started going hard, swelling down the leg of his boxer briefs. He was glad to be wearing a loose pair of pants.
"If I didn't know any better, Daddy, I'd say you're being possessive," Angel said in an intimate tone with a coy smile on her lips.
"I don't like the way that waiter was looking at you," he tried passing it off with a smirk.
"Mmmm, I like it, Daddy. But didn't you say we should be thinking about other relationships?"
"I suppose I did. But it's not like either one of us needs to go rushing into anything."
"I can promise you I'm not going to."
"I'm glad to hear that."
"Daddy, I have to ask you something seriously."
He nodded, inviting her to go ahead. She took a deep breath and lowered her voice.
"Can you tell me sincerely that after what we did last night you could still think about being with someone else? Because I can't. I mean, I know we didn't fuck. And I know a man like you needs more. But...Daddy, look me in the eye and tell me it wasn't something really special."
Roman's cock pulsed at the thought of what she was suggesting. He squeezed her thigh and leaned closer.
"Trust me, darling, I've never felt anything close to that. I've never been with any girl as beautiful, nor one that I loved nearly as much. You are pure magic, and if I'm being totally honest with you I don't know what to do, because you're right, I really can't see being with anyone else and not wishing it could be like it was between us. As much as I don't want to admit it, I really don't want to waste my time with anyone else."
Angel's eyes were glittering with happiness and excitement, but at the same time a note of concern was showing all around the edges.
"What are we gonna do, Daddy?"
"I wish I knew, babydoll," he said. "All I know is what we can't do. What if we really lost ourselves some night and you ended up pregnant?"
A smoky cast came into her chocolate brown eyes. She leaned close enough to whisper reverently. "I'd have your baby in a heartbeat," she told him emphatically.
Roman was shaken by his daughter's confession, and at the same time his cock throbbed wildly at the reckless idea. Before he could think of anything to say her hand came to rest on his upper thigh, right where his cock was bulging down the leg of his briefs.
Angel pulled in a soft gasp of surprise and looked at him wide-eyed. "Oh my god, you're so hard," she hissed under her breath. "Maybe you like thinking about your daughter having babies for you."
Roman was relieved to see the waiter show up with the glasses of wine he'd ordered. They didn't take their hands off each other, but he was glad for the chance to catch his breath and think. The waiter could tell they were touching each other, but at least the details were hidden by the tablecloth. Fortunately, he was gone in seconds.
"You shouldn't be thinking about things like that," he warned. Weakly. His cock was pulsing like mad.
"I can't help it," she said. "And I'm not going to try."
Roman let the issue drop. At least as a topic of current discussion. It didn't stop him from imagining how it would feel to release an intense eruption of cum deep in his beautiful daughter's pussy, and then seeing her belly grow week by week with their baby. She was grinning at him like she could read his wicked thoughts, which she most likely could. He slid his hand further up her thigh until his fingers came into play with the lips of her pussy. She felt hot and damp, and as soon as he started finger massaging her slit her entire slit along with his fingers were soon slick with her juices.
As soon as he started fingering her, Angel got those hooded eyelids her father was rapidly becoming familiar with. She closed her eyes briefly and squeezed his cock shaft while his fingers played with her slit, smearing her froth over her skin and teasing her clit as she parted her legs further.
"Um, Daddy," she sighed, "that's driving me crazy. You don't want me to scream in the middle of the restaurant, do you?"
Roman couldn't help a soft laugh. "You're not going to scream," he told her. "You're going to be a good girl and push your chair in further so the waiter can't see my fingers up your pussy when he comes back with our food. And you're just going to sit there with all these people around us and act like everything is perfectly normal."
"Oh, Daddy...fuck," she muttered quietly.
"Is that how good girls talk, sweetheart?"
"Sometimes," she said with a nod, her eyes glazed over, but she pushed her chair further in as he asked.
Roman smiled. The truth was that he wasn't holding on to his composure much better than his daughter was since she'd started rubbing her hand over his shaft through his pants. But he kept massaging her slit and watching the heave of her sweet tits as her breath went deeper and deeper. Her sighs became louder, but she was doing a good job of keeping as still as she could and not make so much noise anyone else could hear.
The stroke of her hand was bringing a steady ooze of precum out of her father's cock, and he could feel the damp spot growing larger and wetter in his briefs. He finally angled his hand so he could slip a finger into her hole and begin fucking her with it. She was all his now, and she slid her ass forward so he could stroke his finger into her pussy and curl up to her sweet spot, massaging her pleasure center until she was biting her lip to keep from moaning.
Roman loved watching his daughter lose herself to the pleasure of his fingering there in the midst of a half full restaurant. He loved it more than he ever imagined and kept stroking her while the movement of her hand on his cock started to grow erratic.
He leaned close to her ear and whispered to her. "Daddy's gonna make you cum right here, babydoll. And you're gonna be a good girl and cum nice and hard for me, but you're not going to give anyone any sign of how you're feeling."
"Yes, Daddy," she whispered back breathlessly. "I'll be such a good girl for you. As long as I'm your girl I'll do whatever you say. Oh fuck, Daddy, please make me cum."
If it weren't for the layers of fabric between his cock and Angel's hand, Roman probably would have been cumming right along with her.
"Good girl," he whispered over and over to her while he kept up a steady massage on her g spot. "Cum for Daddy, babydoll."
Moments later, Roman could feel the spastic contractions inside his daughter's pussy while she gnawed down hard on her pretty bottom lip, her body shivering while her secret pleasure rolled through her.
After her peak, Roman pulled his hand away from her pussy and stuck his wet finger in her mouth, sucking her juices off it while she watched him in a daze. He smiled in satisfaction.
"Mmmm, that's the sweetest taste on the menu this evening."
Before Angel had a chance to respond, the waiter was back at their table setting their orders down in front of them.
***
As Roman drove back to Big Pine, Angel ended up falling asleep in the car. He missed talking to her, but it made him smile to watch her sleep. He kept his hand on her bare thigh most of the way and thought about the way she looked having an orgasm at the restaurant table. He wanted to play with her silk-smooth pussy but didn't want to wake her up so he contented himself with the warm feel of her soft skin. He just wanted to be touching her.
Everything seemed to be changing so rapidly. He was in love with her and there was no way to deny it either to her or even himself after the past couple of days. But as he thought back, he realized they'd been in love for a long time already, but now that they were living on their own, just the two of them in a new place, they were suddenly much freer to express it. The fateful call from school the day before had only been the trigger for something that would have happened some other way and time.
He tried not to think about the hardships they were in store for when it came to keeping the emotions and desires under control. It wasn't going to be easy at all, but at the moment, all he wanted to do was admire his baby girl and savor the kind of happiness only she could ever give him.
It was past midnight when they got back to the house. Angel woke up when the car stopped and looked around sleepily. She seemed surprised they were already home.
Roman told her to go ahead inside while he got the shopping bags out of the trunk and brought them in. He set them down in the living room and then went into his bedroom. Angel was there. She had already kicked off her new heels and was peeling her tight dress off her body. Underneath she was only wearing a skimpy lace thong in neon pink. She flopped wearily into her father's bed like she it was something she did every night.
He thought about making her get up and go to her own room, but despite his better intentions, he wanted her there. It had been a wonderful day with her, and after what happened in the restaurant the hard edges of his attitude about things began to soften. While he couldn't bring himself to really consider fucking her, what they'd done together the last couple of days had affected him more deeply than full-on sex with any other woman he'd ever known.
As he got undressed to join his daughter in bed, he thought back to what she'd said at the restaurant. There was no way he could seriously ever be with anyone else after what they'd shared so far. It was a beautiful and completely impossible situation: he was in love with a young woman he could never be with completely. But he loved her too much to care.
Stripping completely naked, he slid into bed beside his girl and cradled her sleeping body in his arms. Spooning her from behind, he nestled his cock against her warm ass and thought about the way her hand had felt feeling up his shaft under the table at the restaurant. He started to get hard but willed himself to relax and fall asleep.
Hours later, when Roman groggily opened his eyes, the sun was streaming in through the windows. Angel wasn't beside him where she'd been when he fell asleep, and he was immediately aware of an incredibly warm, wet sensation going in swirls around his cock. It was a delicious and very familiar sensation, but one he hadn't felt in much too long. His mind barely had a chance to register being awake, but his body was sending waves of luxurious pleasure through every cell.
When he looked down to see his daughter kneeling beside him with her ass raised up and her face angled down to his growing cock, Roman moaned with pleasure. The reality of what the girl was doing sank in even if he wasn't fully awake yet. The pleasure of her wet, eager mouth and hand made him feel awake, but like he was having a beautiful dream.
The smile was present in Angel's eyes while her lips and tongue were in the act of eagerly exploring her father's quickly swelling cock. She was squeezing the lower part of his shaft with her hand, urging his member to grow hard and fast. When she discovered him watching her, she turned to face him and grinned brightly.
"Good morning, Daddy."
"Baby," he said in a half groan. "What are you doing?"
Angel giggled. The question felt stupid, but Roman was in no condition to come up with anything better.
"Isn't that obvious?" she said. She held his cock upright and made a show of sliding her tongue up the length of his shaft. "Mmmm, it's time for breakfast."
She giggled briefly and then took his cock directly into her mouth, sliding her moist lips up and down his shaft while she gripped the base firmly in her hand. Roman couldn't help but give in to the pleasure of his daughter's very willing mouth. He reached for her ankle, gripping her firmly while she steadily worked his shaft. Moment by moment, his cock grew harder and throbbed more intensely. His breath deepened while his groans cut into the morning air.
None of the doubts or misgivings that filled his mind in the last couple of days had a chance to form now that he was fully under the spell of Angel's hot, loving mouth. He let his body relax and savored the deep pleasure she obviously needed to give him.
He lost track of time completely, basking in the stroke of his baby girl's mouth until he could feel the waves of pleasure build to a crescendo.
"Baby, Daddy's gonna cum," he groaned, knowing he should warn her in case she didn't want a mouthful of her father's cum.
But she did. And from the way she increased the speed and pressure of her sucking she wanted it a lot. Vigorously pumping his shaft with both hand and lips, Angel soon tasted the intensity of her father's love as he groaned deeply and poured his thick spurts of cream into her mouth.
Angel pulled in an excited gasp, even with her mouth full of cock, when Roman's spunk began gushing into her mouth. She only sucked harder and faster, taking every drop he had to give her into her hungry mouth to swallow.



After, she curled up next to her naked, half dazed father and kissed him.
"Good morning, Daddy," she said again with just as big a smile as when she said it the first time. "Are you gonna drive me to school today?"
VIII
Arnold Franklin stood up and extended his hand to shake when Roman was shown into his office by the secretary. He seemed average in every way, neither short nor tall, thin nor fat, handsome nor ugly. A pair of glasses in thick, black frames sat halfway down his nose as he gave his visiting parent a perfunctory smile.
But Roman ignored Franklin's hand and sat down in the chair before the man's desk before being invited.
"Have a seat, Mr. Franklin," Roman said as if he were in his own office. "I'll just get right to the point."
"Uh, sure, why certainly," Franklin said, sitting down. "Being direct is the best way to approach any problem, I always say. And if you're worried about Angel getting suspended from school, I'm sure..."
"Did you call my daughter a slut?" Roman asked sharply, cutting him off.
The other man's face went pale. "That's preposterous!" the man protested.
"Is that so? Then you must imagine telling her that she's dressed like a slut is okay."
Franklin's jaw gaped open as he fought for words. "I hardly think I said..."
"Just stop," Roman cut him off with a threatening look. "Since we're being direct here, let me just tell you how this works. You don't call my daughter a slut. You don't ever tell her she's dressed like one when I can see for myself after a quick walk around the building this morning that half the girls in school are dress just like she was the day before yesterday."
"But..."
"But yes, I understand my daughter has a certain...quality that a lot of other girls don't have, but we rely on your professional objectivity so you don't single out any one student and make them feel like shit. Angel's barely been in your summer program a week and already you've basically called her a slut and a liar."
Franklin made an attempt to rally his courage one more time. "We have a dress code here," he retorted.
"Yes, you do, which your own manual says only applies during the regular part of the school year. Not during the summer session."
"Yes, but..."
"Did you call my daughter into your office just so you could get a better look at her because she's hotter than the other girls in school, Mr. Franklin?"
"That is absolutely ridiculous!" he insisted, but the sudden redness in his face betrayed him.
Roman leaned closer to his side of the desk and spoke in a low, measured tone that left no question about how serious he was.
"If anything like that ever happens again, I'll smack you and this school with a lawsuit so hard your great-grandchildren will feel it. Do we understand each other?"
Franklin could only nod in acquiescence. Roman stood up and stuck his hand across the desk. The other man reached up and shook it weakly.
"Thank you for your time," Roman said, letting go of his hand. "It's refreshing to know your door is open to concerned parents. Have a nice day, now."
Roman turned and left the office before Franklin could say anything else, even though he didn't expect to hear another word. He worked his way back to the classroom where he'd left Angel before finding the headmaster's office. All he wanted to do was see if he could get his daughter's attention and give her thumbs up from the hallway before heading to his office.
The classroom door was open, and as he peered in from the hall, he saw that Angel was speaking up in response to some question about comparing contemporary government to ancient Greek democracy. Roman paused and listened to her talk like an expert on the subject. He couldn't help feeling impressed and so proud. She was as smart as she was beautiful, and he knew she was going to make a brilliant university student, even though he hated the idea of her going away more than ever.
She was dressed slightly more conservatively than the day before yesterday, but she still looked amazing. When she finished talking, he could hear the teacher say she was spot on with her response. She smiled confidently, and he couldn't help remembering the way her lips had felt around his cock barely an hour and a half before.
Roman snuck quietly out of the school and drove to his office. David and Rita, both in their early twenties and recently out of college were working on their computer terminals in the front office. They looked up and greeted the boss briefly before going back to their jobs.
Kelly was in her adjacent cubicle, and Roman stepped around the divider to find that she was in the middle of a phone call. She signaled a hello, and Roman nodded toward his office door, letting her know to go in when she was finished.
When he got to his desk, he logged in to the network to check over everyone's activity over the last couple of days of his absence. Kelly had kept everything running like clockwork. Every day, Roman realized more and more what an asset she was to his business, and he knew he was going to have to do everything he could to make sure she stayed on.
He'd started reviewing some spreadsheets when Kelly walked in with a broad smile on her face. The pretty blonde was in her late twenties, but looked much younger, which always surprised people they did business with. Roman almost laughed when he realized she was dressed very much the same way Angel had been that day she got kicked out of school. The main difference was that Kelly was wearing a button-down blouse tucked into her cutoffs that showed off a heady view of her deep cleavage.
Roman had let his staff know he didn't expect business attire considering the climate they were in. He was the last one of all who wanted to put on a jacket and tie every day. It was only required when they knew they'd be hosting meetings.
Kelly was slightly taller and quite a bit curvier and more thickly built than Angel. She was also deeply tanned, having spent most of her life in The Keys and taking full advantage of being able to enjoy the outdoors all year round.
"So, boss, wanna go to Japan?" she asked brightly, sitting down on the chair in front of his desk.
"Seriously?"
The blonde grinned and nodded. "The Okura Group is eager to meet and talk over the details," she told him. "We could be the ones handling all their shipping arrangements on this end exclusively."
"I can't believe it," Roman said excitedly. He'd been courting this account for months. And now, after disappearing for two days, his office manager had them ready to do real business. "How did you do it?"
"Nothing, really. I mean, you set them up. I just kept on them about getting serious about meeting. It was like you said, when I told them we could meet them in Japan they couldn't refuse."
Roman took a deep breath and relaxed back in his chair. "This is fantastic, Kelly. Really fantastic. Now the first thing I want you to do is take a couple of days off. With pay, of course."
"Really? Just for doing my job?"
"Well, you've done that and so much more, and I want you to know how valued you are. And as soon as we can work it out, I want to get you out of that cubicle and into a real office like you deserve. For that matter, I think you should come to Japan. It would be a big help to have you there."
Kelly looked pleasantly stunned. "You're the boss!"
The talked over more of the details and decided to meet again to go through more the next day. There were a few other items to go over, and afterward Roman sat back and relaxed. It was getting close to time for lunch, and he was in the kind of mood to order out buy it for the whole staff.
David and Rita were both pleased to have the boss buy lunch for them, especially when Roman suggested a well-known gourmet place not far from the office. Unfortunately, they didn't deliver so Kelly offered to go with him to pick up the order and they ended up waiting for the food at an outdoor patio table.
Kelly brought up the idea that maybe she should wait to take those days off Roman wanted to give her until after they'd finished pinning down all the details on the Japan trip.
"Don't worry about that," Roman told her. "I really want you to know how much I appreciate how helpful and trustworthy you've been. There was a lot of family stuff going on for my daughter and me, and we really needed the time to take care of a few things."
Kelly nodded, looking at him like she understood. But the more Roman studied the expression in her eyes the more he suspected she understood more than she was saying. Suddenly he felt his face and the back of his neck go hot.
"She's really important to you, isn't she?" the blonde asked.
"Of course, she is. She's my daughter."
Kelly nodded, a mildly skeptical look on her face. Her tone became softer and deadly serious. "But it's more than that. I mean, she's...verrrry special." Then she shot him a look that left no doubt as to what she was suggesting.
"She's my daughter," he said again, trying to sound offhand.
"Yes, and she's a very beautiful young woman, too."
"Well...uh, yes, she is."
"Mhmm. And you're in love with her as much as she's in love with you."
Roman's gut response was to try deflecting again, but Kelly was too convinced of the truth to be distracted. But what surprised Roman even more was that her tone was full of understanding.
"How could you know something like that?" he asked.
"Oh please, Roman. The way the two of you look at each other whenever you bring her around the office is like a couple on their honeymoon."
"Oh. Shit."
Kelly chuckled. "Don't worry. Most people don't notice anything out of the ordinary. But," she hesitated, "a daughter knows."
She looked at him meaningfully. Could she really be suggesting what he thought, that she was in love with her own father?
"You mean you...and your father?"
"That's exactly what I mean. I love him, and I couldn't be happier."
Roman couldn't help staring at her while a slight blush and a grin formed on her face. She actually looked relieved. It seemed like hundreds of questions were going through his mind, but he ended up asking the one that was plaguing him most.
"How did it finally happen?
Kelly explained how she'd been in college at the time. She was only a few hours away in Miami, but she missed her father so much that she was almost constantly on the phone with him. They would talk for hours, and eventually her father admitted how much he missed her, too. Soon after, he started driving up every weekend so they could spend time together. She'd go stay with him in his hotel, and one night they ended up in bed together.
"We made love," she confessed in a low whisper. "But it was more than just that. Much more. It was the most amazing night of my life," she confessed.
Roman nodded, his mind shifting into overdrive. He understood what she meant by it being more, at least by his own estimation, but he was curious what that meant to her.
"Well," she went on to explain, but then hesitated. "We're not coworkers right now, right? Just friends with something really intense in common?"
"Definitely."
Her voice went low again. "The second we started kissing, I mean really kissing, and he put his tongue in my mouth I just went crazy. I turned into someone I hardly even recognized. I would do anything for him, and I mean anything. Belonging to the man who made you is like being in another world, trust me."
"Jesus, Kelly. Why would you share something like this with me?" he asked, even though he was pretty sure he already knew why.
"Well you've been really good to me, for one thing. And I've seen the same thing between you and Angel that my father and I have. Except I think you probably haven't been together yet."
Roman heaved a sigh of resignation. "No. Not like we want to be. I'm doing my best to protect her from that."
"Then stop. She's a big girl. She knows what she wants, and she doesn't need you protecting her from the love of her entire life."
Roman accepted her answer, even if he wasn't totally convinced.
"And there's another thing," Kelly went on. "And I'm pretty sure you can understand this. It's horrible to keep it a secret all the time. Never sharing the most important part of your life with anyone."
That much Roman could understand immediately. "So no one else knows?"
"Only two other couples locally who are like us. It gives us a chance to socialize with friends without pretending. Then there are a couple more up in the city, too. It's such a relief to be able to relax and just hold hands if you want to. Or whatever."
Roman suspected there could be a little more to what she was suggesting, but he left it alone for the moment.
"Anyway, I just wanted to let you know you have friends who understand," she told him.
Their order was called before Roman could ask anything more. They took it back to the office and spent the next couple of hours just dealing with business matters, but Roman was distracted the whole time.
When it was time to go pick up Angel, Roman left his office and stopped at Kelly's desk on his way out.
"It's time to pick up Angel at school," he told her. "I'll be staying at the house after I take her home, but I'll be logging in and we can talk on the phone if there's anything we need to iron out before tomorrow."
"Ahh, okay," she said, her eyes briefly darting toward the divider in the direction where David and Rita were working. There was no privacy anywhere in the outer office. "Still working out some family stuff, huh?"
"Yeah," he nodded. "You know how it is."
"Sure do." She nodded.
"Pretty sure I've got a solution, though."
"Oh, that's great. Let me know how things work out, boss."
"You'll be the first to know. We have a lot to go over," he told her with a meaningful look. She nodded, understanding completely. Then he walked out to go pick up his daughter.
IX
"What's up with you?" she asked. "You've barely said a word since you picked me up from school.
"Just have a few things on my mind," he told her. He was trying not to grin, although he'd never said anything truer. After his talk with Kelly earlier, it was like he'd been trying to put all the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle together in his mind. And the most important piece of all was swimming lazy laps back and forth in the pool wearing nothing but a tiny, lemon-yellow thong while he sat at the table sipping a cocktail.
They'd only gotten back a short while before, and as soon as they got in Angel announced she felt like swimming. Roman offered to take her to the beach, but she'd claimed to be more in the mood for the pool.
When she came down from her room she was wearing a large, button-down shirt he recognized as his that she must have helped herself to some time ago since he couldn't remember the last time he'd seen it. But it made him feel good to see her wearing something of his. She'd breezed by him with a coy smile, and then went out onto the deck. With a quick look over her shoulder to make sure he was watching, she took off the over shirt and revealed that she was wearing only the bottom part of one of her new bikinis.
He'd raised a curious brow as he went to the open, glass doorway and gazed longingly at her sleek, topless body. No matter what the top might have looked like, the bottom was too skimpy to wear on any beach except a nude one. There was nothing but yellow string crossing her hips and a strikingly small V patch of material that just covered her smooth mound. Angel had only grinned and reminded her father of their deal about letting her wear whatever she felt like at home.
"What are you thinking about?" she asked as she climbed up the ladder and onto the deck. She stepped over to the table where he was sitting grabbed the towel she'd tossed over the back of another chair. She was dripping wet, and the bikini was obscenely pasted to her slit while droplets of pool water dripped off her naked tits.
"I wouldn't know where to begin," he told her honestly.
"Hmm," she muttered curiously, patting her long hair with the towel while ignoring the wet sheen on her nearly naked body. "Are you thinking about this morning? Because I've been thinking about it all day."
Between seeing the way she looked at the moment and being reminded of waking up to her mouth on his cock, his organ started to tingle and ache with a desire.
"Oh? Have you?" he said.
She set the towel back on the back of the chair and set her hands on the arms of the one he was sitting in. Now her wet orbs were dangling in his face, and her nipples were swollen and making his mouth water.
"Yes, I have," she told him. "I was thinking I should wake you up with a blowjob every morning. It's nutritious, and also a good way to make sure you drive me to school on time."
She followed the statement with a sassy grin, making him laugh.
"That would be a beautiful way to wake up. I won't pretend I didn't love what you did for me this morning."
Her look took on an expression of mock seriousness. "You wouldn't be able to. That big mouthful you gave me told me everything I needed to know."
"Is that so? And what was that?"
"That you loved every second of your daughter sucking your big, hot dick."
She flashed him a confident grin while his cock started to grow inside his pants. He was still wearing the casual shirt and pants he'd worn to the office.
"Daddy?" she said, shifting gears. "You're staring at my tits."
He glanced up to her face and smiled, but then brought his eyes back to the round orbs dangling in his face.
"Yes, I guess I am. Sorry, but they're just so perfect."
"Just so you know, it's okay. You have permission to stare all you want."
"Hmm, I figured you didn't mind when you let them hang out naked like this."
She giggled at him. "Do you think they look better with or without tan lines?"
"If I put up a higher fence you can sunbathe naked anytime right here and we can test and compare," he suggested.
"Hmmm, we could do all kinds of things that way," she purred.
"Yes, we could do pretty much anything we feel like." On that, he peered around her to make sure the neighbors on that side were still out. When he saw their car wasn't in the driveway, he turned his attention back to his daughter's beautiful tits and began feeling them with both hands. Fondling and massaging her perky mounds, he rubbed his thumbs over her hard nipples before trapping them between his fingers and rolling them firmly.
"Oh god, Daddy, how many times do I have to tell you my nipples are really sensitive?"
"As many times as you want," he replied, taking the opportunity to suck each one deeply into his mouth and roll his wet tongue around her sweet nubs.
"Fuck," she muttered under her breath.
Roman gripped his daughter's tits firmly and sucked on her nipples while the sound of her breathing got deeper and louder. His cock was quickly growing to a full, throbbing erection in his pants while he slipped one hand between her thighs and started rubbing her pussy through the damp material of her bikini bottom. Angel responded with a weak whimper and spread her feet further apart to give his hand more room to play.
It wasn't long before Roman worked his fingers under the girl's thong to feel how wet her pussy lips were already becoming.
"Oh, Daddy, yes," she sighed, setting her hands on his shoulders for balance while his fingers explored her slippery folds.
After fingering her slit until her juices were smearing his fingers as well as her upper thighs, Roman pulled his daughter onto his lap where he held her body close with one arm and kept the other hand between her legs.
"Oh my god, Daddy, you're already hard," she purred, gently grinding her shapely ass against the bulge in his pants.
"That seems to happen an awful lot around you," he said, sliding his finger into her slick pussy.



Angel replied with a moan, angling one leg across the arm of her father's chair and the other on the deck. With his finger sliding in and out of her hole, her tiny thong didn't cover anything that mattered.
"I'm glad, Daddy. I like when you get hard around me."
"And you like to do everything you possibly can to make me hard, don't you, babydoll?"
She giggled and nodded, then moaned in agreement while her father slid a second finger into her pussy.
"Ohhh, fuck," she crooned.
Angel looped her arms around her father's neck, hugging herself close to him while he steadily slipped his fingers in and out of her pussy. He held her back just as tight, massaging her inside while his cock throbbed harder and harder beneath her squirming ass.
Part of him was still trying to hold on to the belief that actually fucking her was a terrible idea, but he couldn't help remembering what Kelly had told him earlier about belonging to the man who made her. The depth of happiness in her face was what he wanted to see on his own daughter's face every day for the rest of her life. He didn't have to question Angel's love or devotion to him. She'd been making it as obvious as she could, and he needed her to know it wasn't only she who felt this way.
He slowed the pace of his finger thrusts, bringing the rock of the girl's graceful hips down to a calmer pace, too. Yet even though he slowed his thrusts, he ground the pads of his fingers more firmly into the girl's g spot, causing her eyes to hood over while she rewarded him with a deep moan of pleasure. She looked at him with a look of complete love and trust. Whatever lingering doubts he had disappeared. He knew he needed to see that look in her eyes again and again. And he wanted to explore her limits, testing them and pushing them as far as they would go. They would create new limits together, if they ended up having any at all.
Roman pulled his cream-soaked fingers from his daughter's pussy and nestled the tip of the middle one down toward her taut rimhole, pushing her thong out of the way as he rubbed her own juices on her starbud. Her eyes widened as he pressed his finger into her chute, slowly grinding in deeper while he nestled his thumb into her pussy at the same time. Then her mouth gaped open wide like her eyes.
"Daddy," she whined. "That's so dirty."
"Yes, baby, it is," he replied in a hungry growl. "But then again, nothing between us can really be dirty, can it?"
She shook her head. "I love you, Daddy. Give me more."
Roman grinned at her and slipped his finger deeper into her tightly clamping asshole. He swirled his thumb in her pussy at the same time, finally pulling it out to rub her clit.
"Ohhh, fuck, Daddy, don't stop," she moaned, throwing her head back and giving him a slight grind of her hips.
"Mmmmm, that's my baby girl," he told her softly, now fucking her ass with his finger and keeping up that massage on her clit as much as the movement of his hand would allow.
His cock was raging with need, and the needful grinding of her ass on his bulge only made it worse. He wanted so much more, but he didn't want to rush the moment, either. She'd already surrendered completely to the hot sensations he was sending through her body, and he didn't know when he'd ever seen anything so amazing. He kept fingering and massaging her until her body stiffened up in climax. She actually squirted from her pussy, heavily wetting his hand the leg of his pants.
She looked at him dazed as he continued rubbing and stroking her gently. "I'm sorry, Daddy. I never did that before. But, god, that felt incredible."
He pulled his hand from between her legs and held her with both arms. "Never apologize for letting go with me, Angel. You please me more than you can possibly know."
She hugged him tightly, and after a while they started kissing. Their tongues swirled and played as they shared their intense need for each other.
Eventually, Roman wanted to bring his girl inside. He knew the neighbors would be pulling into their driveway sooner or later, and until he could put up something along the yard or side of the deck to increase their privacy they were going to have to be careful around the pool. Angel got off his lap and he led her inside by the hand. She headed for his bedroom at first, but he tugged her wrist as he headed for the stairs up to her room. She looked pleased he wanted to be in her room. Her bed.
"You go ahead," he told her. "I'm going to stare at your ass while you walk up those stairs in that thong."
Angel giggled weakly, still a little dazed from the orgasm she'd just had on her father's lap. But knowing his eyes were on her every step of the way, she took the stairs slowly, letting her thong clad ass sway and flex. Roman's cock was oozing precum by the time they reached the top and stepped into her loft.
The room was strewn with the new clothes they shopped for yesterday, and when Roman looked at her bed he realized she hadn't slept there for the past two nights in a row. He grabbed her arm and pulled her to him before she could reach the bed. Then he instantly pulled her into another kiss, even deeper and more intense than the one they shared on the deck. Now, in the privacy of his baby girl's bedroom, the world was completely their own.
Angel kissed her father back with whimpers getting caught in her throat as her tongue swept wildly through his mouth. Her hand found the rock-hard bulge in his pants, rubbing and stroking him while his own hands roamed the smoothness of her heated body. Her tits seemed to fit his hands perfectly as he squeezed and kneaded the firm flesh, and when she started unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out into the open, he began twisting and rolling her hard nipples, knowing it would only drive her deeper into this new phase of their love.
Their kissing kept on while Angel's hands hurriedly tore at her father's clothes, finally stripping him naked. She stroked his cock a while longer, but then he pushed her the few steps backward to the edge of her bed. When the backs of legs came up to the mattress, he pushed her gently, sending her onto her back.
He stood above her and took a moment to admire her. She looked pleased yet still a little shy despite the fact that her legs were spread wide, boldly offering her wet, smoothly shaved pussy. At the same time, her insanely firm tits were rising and falling with her heavy breathing, her nipples standing hard and erect as ever. Roman dropped to his knees on the floor, holding her legs open while he brought his mouth to her waiting slit and began licking her tangy hole.
The girl moaned heatedly as her father ravenously lapped and probed her pretty slit with his tongue. Her cream was oozing steadily as he licked her, and he soon put his fingers to work along with his tongue. Pushing her legs high and wide, he drove his tongue against her puckered asshole, lapping and stabbing at her bud while he rubbed her clit with his fingers.
Angel was now moaning while her fine, sleek body was writhing in response to her father's assault of passionate hunger. He could tell how shaken she was by the urgency of his love, but she wasn't the only one. Even as he rose back up and crawled over her body on the bed, he could barely fathom his own actions.
She was following his every move as he pulled on her hips to guide her to a better position where he could kneel between her wide-open legs. He looked at her wet, waiting pussy and stroked his wildly throbbing cock. She was everything he'd ever wanted or needed, and nothing would hold him back now. Only she had that power.
"Daddy? Are you really gonna do it?" she asked, her eyes wild with anticipation.
"Just tell me you're sure this what you want, darling. Because this is something we can never undo."
"You need it bad as me," she said, her voice going husky.
With his hand, he angled his cock toward her pussy, tucking the thick head right between the lips of her slit and pushing in ever so slightly. She responded with a gasp of surprise.
Her voice shuttled back and forth between a purr and a yowl as he pushed the long shaft of his cock slowly into her hole. When he sank all the way to the hilt, he leaned over and kissed her tenderly.
"I want you to be mine," he told her softly, even though his pulse was pounding. It hardly seemed real to have his aching cock buried all the way inside his beautiful daughter's body. "And I want you to mine only and always. I love you more than anything."
"Oh my god, Daddy, yes, yes, yes."
She threw her arms around him in excitement and ground her hips to let him know she needed him to fuck her for all he was worth.
He began stroking his cock slowly in and out of her incredibly tight pussy. At first, he kept kissing her lips, but making sure to move his mouth over her neck and tits while his rocking hips gradually built up the speed and force of his feverish cock thrusts.
Angel rocked her hips and fucked him back just as hard. It sounded like she kept trying to speak, but her moans and sudden gasps for air kept cutting off the words. Roman only fucked her harder and faster, until he was hammering his swollen rod into her slippery core with full body heaves.
Time lost all meaning, and he could feel his daughter's pussy ripple and clench through at least two successive climaxes. After the second one, Roman couldn't hold back any longer. Pumping the girl's pussy with every ounce of strength, he finally began spurting one jet of cum after another deep into her succulent hole.
"Daddy," the girl purred happily when he rolled beside her and cuddled her naked body up to his.
After that, no words were spoken for a long time. It seemed as if the afterglow of their first fuck would never go away. But eventually, they decided to go downstairs and get into the pool to freshen up together.
Angel put on one of the other bikinis her father bought her the day before. It was just as skimpy as the one he'd torn off of her a little while ago. Roman simply pulled on his boxer briefs. The sun was getting low, and they swam with the light coming from inside the house instead of turning on the deck lights.
Once they were in the water, they had total privacy, and they huddled together in the corner of the pool closest to the table on the deck. Angel took her bikini off under the water, and her father quickly followed suit with his briefs. They set them within reach on the deck, and then held onto each other, pressing the full length of their naked bodies together.
"You were right all along," Roman told his baby girl with a smile. "There's no way I could ever be with anyone else after that."
"Mmmmm, you have no idea how happy I am now."
Roman cautiously broached the subject of his conversation with Kelly at lunchtime. It was only fair that she knew their secret wasn't completely secret, but when he explained about Kelly and her own father, and how she had figured out the way Roman and Angel felt about each other, Angel was excited.
"I'm glad she knows," the girl finally said. "She's right. I don't want to have to spend my whole life not expressing my love for you the way I damn well feel like."
"Yeah, it's good to know there are more people like us out there," he replied. "It'll be nice to meet a few and be able to be ourselves around someone else now and then."
Roman told her he would talk to Kelly again the next day, and maybe they could make a date to all have dinner together sometime soon.
"That would be the best," Angel grinned, wrapper her arms around her father's neck and her legs around his waist. She had his cock trapped against her pussy under the water and kept grinding her pussy teasingly against his meat. "I'm gonna kiss the fuck out of you right in front of them," she giggled.
"Well...there's something else," he dangled like the proverbial carrot.
"Yes, Daddy?" She was grinning and grinding her pussy against his steadily growing cock.
That's when he told her about the business trip to Japan, and suggested that she go, too, along with inviting Kelly's father to travel with them.
Angel's eyes lit up, and Roman soon had his cock back inside his daughter's luscious pussy. This time, they had the buoyancy of the water to help while the excited girl rode her father's cock with his hands guiding her ass. The neighbors would never be able to see into their private little corner even if they wanted to try, and Angel bit into her father's shoulder every time she wanted to cry out with pleasure.
Roman didn't mind in the least. He was ready for anything, as long as he got to see that ecstatic look on her face when he thrust hard and filled her pussy with fatherly cum.
The End
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I
There were a lot of other things Jimmy could've been doing that hot summer day. The handsome eighteen year old could've been playing basketball with his friends, or playing his favorite video game back in his room. Or, he could've been watching internet porn and spending the afternoon rubbing out as many loads of cum as he could manage from his teenaged cock. But he was spending the afternoon with his mother at her friend's swimming pool, and being around two heavily thick, older ladies in bikinis was better than any porn Jimmy had ever seen.
He knew he shouldn't be looking at his own fleshy-built mother in a bikini and getting excited, but he couldn't help it. With her fine, black hair that was cut barely above her shoulders, she was the prettiest of all his friends' mothers and most of the ladies her age that he'd seen anywhere. She was what most people would call a chubby lady, but she had the sweetest, sexiest shape, almost like an oversized Barbie doll with a heavy, round pair of amazing tits that looked big even on her large body. Diane, Jimmy's mom, was exactly the kind of woman that made his young cock stand up and ache with need.
He couldn't explain why the big girls made him feel the way they did, but he didn't care. He loved the feelings they brought about in his virile, young body. He loved the way looking at their big, curvy bodies made his hot dick pulse with need. Maybe it was from being surrounded by big, pretty females at home.
Chanel, Jimmy's older sister by three years was even prettier and bigger than their mother. Fortunately, Chanel wasn't with them today or Jimmy would never be able to get out of the pool. It was bad enough with Brenda, Diane's friend, being there. But of course it was her house, and Jimmy never minded being around Brenda's pool when she was out sunbathing and drinking wine with his mother. A sandy blonde with long hair, Brenda was almost as pretty and almost as chubby and thick as Diane. She knew she was a thick built woman, and she wasn't the least bit shy about flaunting her curvy body in swimwear that was usually more typical of thinner, younger girls.
Thanks to Brenda's audacious example, Diane and Chanel would always wear bikinis around the blonde woman's pool whereas if they were anywhere else they stuck to less revealing one piece swimwear. But Jimmy thought ladies as big as his mother and sister should always wear revealing clothes. Maybe they weren't the type of girls the media held up as a standard of beauty, but Jimmy thought they were irresistible. It wasn't right that girls like them should ever feel like they should hide their natural beauty. His feelings about them were probably influenced by the fact that he was the only male in the house and his curvy mother and sister doted on him like a prince. And he loved every second of it.
Brenda, on the other hand, was bold and flirty, and she always treated Jimmy like he was special. He figured maybe it was because she didn't have a son of her own, just a daughter about Chanel's age who looked like a younger version of her mom. But Brenda's daughter was rarely around when Diane took her son with her to spend an afternoon by the pool. She usually only showed up when Chanel was there since the two were also friends. Jimmy didn't mind, though. He was perfectly happy to spend a day with a pair of fine, full-figured MILFs, even if one of them was literally his own mother.
Jimmy's friends kidded him about being a mama's boy sometimes, but that wasn't the case. His father had left the family a few years before, and both his mother and sister and treated him more and more like the man of the house despite his age. It wasn't as if he was expected to take over for his absent father, but he was there for his mother and sister, always loving and supporting them throughout the upheaval in their lives. And he was there for his sister just as much as his mother, if not even more. He loved them both and felt protective of them.
Jimmy never got along with his father, but for that matter, not many people did, either. He never spent a second missing his dad, and he liked having the role as man of the house and adapted to the change in family dynamics easily. As a result, his mother and sister who had always loved him dearly just became more and more proud of him. And on days like this when he went with his mother to Brenda's, Diane could relax and not worry about drinking a few glasses of wine since Jimmy was right there to drive her home if she had a few.
That day, Diane and Brenda were both drinking while Jimmy alternated between getting some sun and swimming laps to stay in shape for his swim team. He had competed all through high school and was already accepted onto the team for when he started college in the fall. He was about average in height with a generally slender build, but swimming and basketball kept him in great shape. He knew the girls in his family noticed his excellent physical condition, and that Brenda noticed, too.
He liked the attention they usually pretended not to be paying him. It made him feel good. He'd even caught Brenda's daughter checking him out, too, even if she didn't seem to like him very much. He often wondered if they noticed the way he looked at them, too.
The sun was really strong that day, so after an hour or so Diane and Brenda moved their lounge chairs into the shade of the awning that was set up not far from the pool. Being the middle of June, both women already had deep, bronze tans, and Jimmy thought they looked amazing, especially his big, gorgeous mother.
Unlike Diane, Brenda was married, but her husband was rarely ever there since he was usually travelling for his high-powered job. Today, the neglected, voluptuous wife was being even flirtier than usual as she heaped compliment upon compliment on Jimmy, stoking his natural male ego with a coy smile. Diane shot disapproving looks at her friend more than once, but she never said anything to stop her.
Jimmy wondered whether his mother was just being protective or if she actually felt a little jealous of Brenda's wandering eye. He secretly hoped it was the latter. Not that anything could ever happen with his own mom, but the possibility that she might look at him as a sexy young man and not just her son made him feel good. It made him feel like that much more the man of the house. He did notice, however, that Brenda kept filling his mother's glass repeatedly while only sipping lightly on her own.
After finishing most of a bottle of wine, Diane started getting drowsy and ended up dozing off on her lounge chair. Jimmy caught Brenda checking on the brunette a few times as if she was making sure the other woman was really asleep. Finally, the plump blonde flashed the boy a sexy smile.
"Jimmy, darling, could you come inside with me for a couple of minutes? I need your help with something," Brenda said.
"Oh, sure, no problem."
Jimmy was always ready to jump in when a hot, curvy lady needed help. As he followed Brenda inside, he noticed she was walking more slowly than normal and letting her fully rounded hips sway heavily from side to side. He couldn't take his eyes off the way her large, globular ass looked as she walked, forcing the fabric of her bikini into the deep crevice between her impressive cheeks. He tried to look away but he couldn't. The woman's ill-fitting bikini was now riding up her ass like a thong. Brenda was boldly teasing him, and he was afraid of getting a hard on in his speedo that would've been impossible to hide. It wouldn't be the first time he'd gotten a hard on around his mother and Brenda, but usually he could just dive in the water and keep it hidden until it went down.
As they walked into Brenda's living room, she took a couple of cautious glances out through the glass double-slider at Diane, who was still dozing. Jimmy expected his mother's friend to ask him to change a light bulb or move a piece of furniture, but she went to her couch and sat down.
"Come stand over here, Jimmy," the blonde said, nodding to the spot on the carpet right in front of where she was sitting.
The handsome teen took the place Brenda indicated and couldn't help looking down at the impressively smooth, deep cleavage bulging up from the top of her scant bikini. She caught him gazing at her tits and smiled at him like it was perfectly okay to stare.
"Uhhh, what did you need my help with, Mrs. Fuller?"
"Oh, Jimmy, you're a man now. Call me Brenda, okay?"
"Sure, ummm, Brenda."
"That's much better. Now, I actually asked you inside because I'd like your opinion on something."
"Oh, okay. Sure."
"Well. Jimmy." Then the blonde flashed a wicked smile at him and hefted her large, heavy tits within her bikini top with both of her hands. "What do think about my tits, darling? Do you like them? They're not too big, are they?"
Jimmy was stunned. As bold and flirty as Brenda was, this was over the top even for her. Yet he couldn't take his eyes away from the way her hands were hefting and squeezing her big orbs within her scant bikini covering. A hot swarm of tingles went through his cock, but he wasn't even thinking about ending up with a hard on she wouldn't miss. His young mind was fully occupied with the sight of those big, smooth globes shifting and bunching in her hands.
"Oh, but you probably need to see them better," Brenda added. "Without this pesky bikini top in the way. Then you can you make a better judgement."
With a devious twinkle in her blue eyes, the blonde deftly untied the strings holding up her bikini and then swiftly pulled it out of the way, exposing her fully naked jugs to the teenager's appreciative eyes. She lifted and squeezed with her hands, this time playing with her nipples until they puffed out hard and erect. Jimmy stared at the woman's orbs with his jaw hanging open while Brenda giggled happily.
"I think you like them," she said in a teasing, girly voice. "Not too big, baby?"
His mother's friend had never called him baby before, but it seemed to add to the intimacy of the moment, like they were sharing a secret just between the two of them. It wasn't like he was ever about to tell his mother about this, and he was sure Brenda wasn't about to, either.
"They're... amazing, Mrs.... I mean, Brenda."
"Oh, baby, you're such a sweet talker," the topless housewife cooed. "My husband paid for them, and now you get to play with them. Don't you wanna see what they feel like?"
"Really?"
"Go ahead, baby. Feel them. I love having a strong man's big hands feeling up my titties. And you're so hot and handsome I've thought a lot about letting you touch them."
"Really?"
"Oohh, baby, you have no idea," the blonde snickered deviously. "But we mustn't ever tell your mom."
"Oh, fuck no," Jimmy replied without thinking as he reached for the lady's generously offered melons.
"Such language!" Brenda cackled. "Do you talk like that in front of all your mother's friends, you naughty boy?"
"Only the really hot, special ones," Jimmy came back with a grin.
"Is that what I am, baby?" Brenda asked more seriously. "Hot and special?"
"Ohh, yes," the boy replied, firmly squeezing the lush globes. They felt so heavy and firm, and her skin was like the smoothest silk. Her nipples felt hard yet still pliant between his fingers as he rolled and twisted them, his cock quickly growing hard inside his tight, little swimsuit.
"Oh, Jimmy, yessss, that feels good. My nipples are so sensitive. Mmmmm."
Jimmy soon had a very large, very hard bulge straining against his clingy swimsuit, and it was right at the level of Brenda's face.
"Oh, Jimmy, what's this?" she said, lifting her hand to feel the long, tubular lump in his suit. "You really do like big girls, don't you, baby?"
"Oh god, yes, Brenda. I love them. And your tits are fucking amazing. God, they feel so good."
"Mmmm, I love the way you touch them, baby. But I know just how to make you feel even better, stud."
Jimmy was stunned again when his mother's friend swiftly pulled his suit down to his knees and exposed his extremely impressive young cock. He was hard and throbbing while his man-sized pole bobbed before Brenda's face.
"Fuck, what a beautiful cock," the blonde whispered as she curled her hand around the boy's shaft and began stroking him. "I just knew you had something special down here. Mmmm, you're SO much bigger than my husband, and I bet it tastes as good as it looks."
Before Jimmy could think twice, Brenda leaned forward and took the head of his cock into her mouth while she held him firmly by the root. The inside of her mouth felt so hot and wet while her tongue rolled and swirled around the dome of his aching prick. She was soon sliding her moist lips along his steely shaft, swirling her tongue and pumping her hand along the base, spreading her saliva thoroughly along his throbbing flesh. She took more of his length with every plunge of her mouth, and Jimmy was soon groaning and gasping for air.
Jimmy had had three different girls from his school suck his cock in the past, but that was nothing like what Brenda was doing to his red hot tool. She was infinitely more experienced, and it was obvious how much she loved what she was doing as she took his fleshy prong into her mouth with long, wet sweeps of her lips and hand.
"Oh, ohhh fuck, Brenda," Jimmy moaned. "Your mouth is so good. God yes, I love the way you suck my cock."
Brenda paused in her enthusiastic efforts and looked up at Jimmy's face. She was flushed and her lips were looking a little puffy from sucking him. "You probably just had girls your age suck you off before," she said in a husky tone. "A big, hard man like you needs to feel what a real woman can do for a nice, big cock like yours."
Then Brenda took his painfully swollen rod back in her mouth, sucking his hot flesh just as wet and eager as before. Jimmy groaned from the pleasure. It felt so good that his knees nearly gave out. But remembering that his mother wasn't far away, he glanced out toward the patio to make sure she was still dozing.
Diane was still asleep. The back of her lounge chair was raised to about 45 degrees, and one of her big, luscious tits was almost falling out the top of her bikini. And now her pudgy yet ever so shapely thighs were flung open carelessly. Her son couldn't see any details from where he was standing with his cock in Brenda's mouth, but that tight bikini bottom had to be showing a clear impression of her camel toe.
God, how Jimmy loved it when his mother packed her big, succulent body into something skimpy and sexy. Diane was so beautiful she almost made Brenda look plain by comparison. And now he was practically salivating over the sight of his mother's nearly exposed tits while her friend was diligently sucking his overheated cock.
But then Brenda suddenly stopped sucking and looked up at Jimmy while she held his pulsating rod in her fist.
"Why, you naughty boy," she snickered. "Staring at your half naked mommy while her best friend is sucking this delicious cock. You really do like big girls, don't you, baby? Even your mommy. Do you wish it was her sucking you off?"
"Umm, no, geeze, that's my mom," Jimmy protested, but he could feel that he was blushing like crazy. But Brenda wasn't the least bit put off. She simply snickered deviously and winked at him.
"It's okay, baby," she said, stroking his pole. "It's natural for lots of horny boys to get boners for their sexy moms. You can pretend I'm her as long as you give me that nice, hot cum."
"Ohhh, fuck," Jimmy groaned. "Brenda...you're...so fucking dirty."
Brenda snickered again. "You're damn right I am, baby. But you better give Auntie Brenda your cum before Mommy wakes up."
The blonde instantly took the boy's dripping rod back in her mouth and started bobbing her head faster than before. Jimmy couldn't believe how good it felt. He found himself almost wishing that his mother would wake up and see what he was doing to her friend's mouth. The thought of his big, bikini clad mother seeing his immense cock in action made him throb like crazy.
He started to imagine Chanel was there too, and that his sexy mother and sister were both watching his long, thick man flesh filling Brenda's mouth. He imagined how impressed they'd be by his size and stamina, knowing that the man of their house had what it took to make a big girl feel beautiful. Fuck, if only his mother and sister wanted to taste his cock, too. He knew his bountiful family girls would make him cum harder than Brenda could. But that was crazy, and Brenda was sucking his pulsating stalk like a thirsty porn starlet.
His attention was bouncing back and forth between his mother and Brenda, and he was soon gasping and trying to let Brenda know he was about to fill her eager mouth with cum. But she seemed to know what his body was going to do even before he did. When he arched his back his cock exploded one gush of cum after another into the blonde's mouth, she started sucking and swallowing at the same time.
Jimmy felt like he was going to keep cumming all afternoon, but it was probably only a few more seconds before his ripe, young organ was completely drained. Brenda didn't waste a drop of his cum and even kept sucking him another moment or two after he was spent.
"Mmmm, that was delicious, baby," she said as she got up off the couch. She leaned in and gave Jimmy a long, deep soul kiss while rubbing her sumptuous tits across his bare chest. "I bet you get hard for that big, curvy sister of yours, too, don't you? Well, anytime those girls at home get you going, you can always come to Auntie Brenda for some relief. I do mean anytime, okay, baby? And when there's time, you can have more than just my mouth."
Jimmy was still dazed and didn't know what to say. He should've felt ashamed that Brenda had figured out his secret admiration for his mother and sister, but after the way she just sucked his cock like a pro it hardly occurred to him to feel embarrassed. He was also still surprised by the way she referred to herself as Auntie Brenda, something she hadn't done since he was a kid. But the main reason he was speechless while she put the top of her bikini back on was that he was processing the fact that she'd actually offered to get him off again, anytime he wanted. With a woman as hot as Brenda who could suck cock like it was made of sugar, it felt like winning the lottery.
"Before you go home, let's make sure our numbers are on each other's phones," she told him. "Your mom doesn't need to know."
Then she went back outside and got comfortable on her lounge beside Diane again. By the time Jimmy followed her out, Brenda was jostling his mother's elbow, rousing her from her wine-induced nod.
"Hey there, girl. Want another glass of wine?"
Diane sat up, surprised to realized she'd drifted off. "I guess I better not. Not if I'm just going to pass out," she laughed at herself. "I think I've had too much as it is."
They didn't spend much more time at Brenda's. Diane felt light-headed and asked Jimmy to drive her home. She pulled on her beach cover, which wasn't much more than a large T shirt with a V neck. It was too short to wear anyplace except the beach or someone's pool, and it was tight across Diane's full tits and ass. Jimmy realized Brenda caught him checking out his mother in her cover-up. He blushed but the blonde only smiled at him the same way she did after swallowing his cum.
On the way out, Brenda caught Jimmy for a few seconds while Diane walked ahead, going around the house to the front where their car was parked.



"Remember what I said, baby. Any. Time." She took his phone and entered her own number, telling him to text his back to her as soon as he got home.
Diane was already sitting in the passenger's seat when Jimmy got to the car. He had his shorts and T shirt back on now, and he couldn't help taking in the view of the way his mother's swimsuit cover left her cleavage and thighs exposed. Her legs looked even thicker as she sat on the car seat. Her son couldn't get over how smooth her skin looked.
"Thanks for driving, sweetie," Diane said. "I shouldn't have let Brenda pour so many glasses."
"I don't mind, Mom. But are you sure you feel okay?"
"Oh, I'll be fine. I just want to get home, take a shower and freshen up. Then I'll be as good as new."
"As long as you're okay," he said.
Diane smiled warmly, still tipsy from the wine. "You're such a good boy," she said, putting her hand on his leg just below the hem of his shorts. "You always take such good care of your mom and sis. I guess that makes you a man now. I shouldn't call you a boy anymore."
Jimmy actually blushed, which made his mother giggle happily. He didn't know what to say, so he just started the car and began driving. Diane kept her hand on his leg, and his cock started tingling with warmth despite the fact that Brenda had just sucked a massive load of spunk out of his balls.
"I love you, Mom, you know that," Jimmy finally said. "I love you and Chanel more than anything. I'll always take good care of you both."
Diane squeezed his leg and moved her hand a little bit higher. "I know, baby. And I hope you know how much both your mother and sister love you too. But we're going to lose you someday soon. You'll go off to college and start getting involved with your studies and all those sexy girls on campus."
"No, Mom, that's not gonna happen. I'll never abandon you and Chanel. I'll never do what Dad did."
Diane smiled. "Mmmm, you really are the man of the house now, baby," she sighed, pushing her enormous tits forward until it looked like her beach cover was in danger of ripping open. "But it's alright. That's just the way things are. Young men leave home and move on."
"Mom, I've already decided to go to the local State U campus. That way I can stay with you and Chanel and keep looking after you."
"Aww, my man," she sighed wistfully. "I guess I know better than to argue with you once you've made up your mind. Besides, I can't say I was ever looking forward to you moving out."
"Well that's something we won't have to worry about."
Diane affectionately raked her fingers over her son's inner thigh, causing his heated blood to start pumping back into his recently spent cock. She was too tipsy to know what she was doing, and Jimmy didn't have the will to make her stop. It felt so good, but he hoped she wouldn't discover the erection quickly forming between his legs. If she only weren't his mother he'd give up trying to be so careful to hide his feelings. She'd think he was some kind of freak. As it was, she probably wouldn't even be rubbing his bare leg if it hadn't been for the wine Brenda had plied her with.
Suddenly, Jimmy's mother erupted into a burst of giggling. He realized she must have more of a buzz going than he thought.
"What's so funny?" he asked, curious.
"I shouldn't tell you this, but...oh, fuck it." That's when Jimmy knew his mother was more than just tipsy. She never cussed that way normally. "You can never repeat this," she went on, "but your mother and sister, umm, let's just say we really appreciate having such a sexy man around the house."
"Mom!" Jimmy exclaimed, the car swerving briefly. His mother just giggled longer and harder.
"Oh, don't be so surprised," she snickered. "You must know how we notice you, especially when you wear that tiny speedo to the pool and everyone can see what you've got."
Jimmy blushed even redder than before, but he felt his cock surge with heat. His mother's hand still being up high on his leg wasn't helping.
"Geeze, Mom, I have to wear those for competitions and such."
"Sure, baby, you just keep telling yourself that. Ha! Did you see the way Brenda's eyes practically fell out of her head today? I know that slut better than anyone, and I could tell she wanted to jump you."
Diane was still laughing as Jimmy pulled into the driveway in front of their house. She took her hand away from his leg and they got out of the car. He followed his mother into the house with a freshly erected cock bulging through his speedo and shorts. Fortunately, his T shirt was long enough to keep the evidence from being too obvious.
Jimmy noticed his mother didn't look too steady on her feet, so he followed her upstairs. She went into her room without bothering to close the door. A couple of minutes later the shower came on in her en suite bathroom. The sound was loud enough to let Jimmy know she hadn't closed the bathroom door. His cock was aching and hard all over again now as he thought of his mother being naked in her shower. It would've been so easy to tiptoe into her room for a quick look, but he didn't dare, even knowing she was a bit drunk.
He went into his own room and stripped off his damp shorts and swimsuit. Stroking his cock with one hand, he got out his phone and put Brenda's number on his contact list with the other. He then took a picture of his painfully swollen organ and sent it to his mother's friend, along with a text that said: "Guess who? Now you have my number too."
Almost two minutes later, Jimmy got a smiley face back from Brenda, along with a message that said his cock looked as delicious as it tasted.
Jimmy stroked his rod excitedly, hardly believing he was sexting with one of his mother's oldest friends barely half an hour after cumming in her mouth. His huge cock felt like a marble column as he stroked his precum up and down his meaty shaft.
After another minute or two went by, his phone dinged with another message. This time she sent a photo of her pussy. It was a quick shot that showed she was still out by her pool and she was pulling the gusset of her bikini aside to expose her puffy, smoothly waxed pussy. The sight made Jimmy's rod spew twice as much precum. The text that came with it said: "Can't wait to feel that big thing right here, you horny mama's boy."
Jimmy made a silent vow to find a chance to fuck their family friend as soon as humanly possible. The way she called him a horny mama's boy only made him want to fuck her even more. Sharing such a dirty little secret with Brenda made his pole throb.
He gazed at the picture of Brenda's pussy and stroked his cock faster. Less than two more minutes went by when he got another picture from her. This one was a picture of her daughter, Rayne, who had obviously come home and joined her mother sunbathing. She was older than Jimmy but younger than Chanel by only a couple of months. She was thick like her mother, but in a more athletic kind of way, and she had a big, round pair of tits that easily rivaled her mother's.
Lying on her stomach on a flattened out lounge chair, Rayne was wearing nothing but a white thong. The rounded mounds of her ass looked mouthwatering while a copious amount of side-boob was bulging from underneath. She had her eyes closed and obviously didn't know her mother had just taken a picture of her sunbathing topless.
Another text came from Brenda less than a minute later. "Rayne needs what you've got as much as her mom. She just doesn't realize how much, lol." A few seconds later, another message followed: "Btw, you have my blessing to fuck her, too. She needs someone who can loosen her up. Just don't tell her about us!"
Jimmy couldn't believe Brenda had offered him not only her own pussy but also her daughter's all in one morning. Rayne was definitely a hot looking girl. Jimmy had always thought so. She was blonde, like her mother, with an even prettier face, and she had the plump rolls and curves that got his juices flowing. But she was just enough older than Jimmy that he never thought she'd be interested, plus the fact that she always seemed aloof and distant, even though she was friends with his sister. Still, she looked hot in the picture her mother had sent, and Jimmy kept stroking his swollen dick while he swiped back and forth between mother and daughter on his phone.
The intensely horny young man of the house pumped his shaft with vigor and realized that Brenda and Rayne sunbathed topless when no one else was around. He wished he could think of a way to get them to do it when he was there with his mother or Chanel. The idea of all four of them sunbathing in front of him with their big tits out in the open nearly made him cum on the spot. He wondered if Brenda and Rayne ever sunbathed topless when Brenda's husband was home.
Jimmy had thought about Rayne in a sexual way plenty of times before. She was hot and easy to look at and had those world class tits and ass. But the girl close to Jimmy's age that he got hard for the most was his sister. Otherwise, he was every bit as interested in older women. Rayne seemed too full of herself and probably already had a parade of guys interested in her. But the idea of fucking her with her mother not only knowing but encouraging him turned him more than he expected. But he really didn't think Rayne liked him that way.
Setting his phone back on camera mode, he lay down on his bed and took a video of himself pounding another fat load of cum out of his imposingly big cock. It felt good, but not as good as cumming in Brenda's mouth. Once he caught his breath, he sent the video to Brenda's number. A minute later he got back: "Ooohh, that yummy juice should be going in one of Auntie Brenda's holes."
Jimmy couldn't help grinning, but the shower shut off in his mother's bathroom and his own bedroom door was still wide open. He stashed his phone and rushed across the hall to the bathroom he shared with Chanel. He took a shower, dried off, and then wrapped a towel around his waist to go back to his room. By now he could hear the sound of Diane's hair drier. He closed himself into his room and put on a fresh pair of shorts and T shirt. By the time he left his room the sound of Diane's hair drier had stopped. Her bedroom door was still open so he decided to go in and make sure she was alright.
Diane was already passed out cold. She was lying on top of her bed covers in a short robe she often wore after a bath or shower. The sash was tied, but carelessly, and that was the only part where her robe came together all the way. Otherwise, her smooth, mountainous tits were fully exposed. So was her equally smooth pussy. One leg was extending down straight while the other was cocked open to the side. Those big, shapely thighs were parted wide enough to give her son an awe-inspiring view of her slit, and it was one of the most beautiful things her son had ever seen.
He stood just inside his mother's room gazing at her generously displayed body in awe. He tried to memorize every curve and contour of the body she always complained about but that he thought was absolute perfection. He couldn't believe his cock was already tingling again, but this was a rare and exhilarating glimpse of one of the two most beautiful women he'd ever seen, the other being his sister. He couldn't help feeling a little guilty, either, since he was only seeing her this way because of the wine Brenda kept pouring. But that didn't keep him from looking and giving his cock a squeeze through his shorts.
A moment later, Jimmy could hear his sister come into the house. He slipped quietly out of his mother's room and closed her door before he got caught acting like a complete pervert.
II
Later in the day, Diane came out from her bedroom looking somewhat revitalized, although her memory of everything that happened at Brenda's house and then after was a little hazy. Jimmy was relieved. Even though he was flattered and excited by what his mother had told him in the car, what was he supposed to ever do with that knowledge? So he tried to make it a normal, average night at home. While Chanel was in her room studying, Jimmy hung out in the kitchen and helped his mother making dinner.
After her nap and shower, Diane put on a light weight summer dress that flowed around her curves in a way that kept her son's attention as much on her generous body as their dinner preparation. She wasn't wearing a bra, which was pretty normal for her at home, and she caught her son peeking at her wobbling cleavage several times. She didn't say anything, but Jimmy saw her blush each time she caught him.
Diane's dress was also shorter than anything she wore outside her house, and Jimmy felt his heart skip every time she had to turn or bend over. He couldn't decide if having a big, curvy, hot mother was a blessing or a curse as his cock reached a state of semi-erection while they worked together. At the same time, he had to admit he loved her in a weirdly unexplainable way. She was pretty and sexy in the way he liked the most, but she was also a constant presence in his life. Sure, she'd gotten mad at him over the years when he acted like a clueless dipshit, but he never doubted how much she loved him and devoted her life to him.
The only other female he felt the same kind of affection for was his sister. Being his older sister, Chanel was like a friend but also a guiding influence like his mother, but in her own, more sisterly way. But now that Jimmy was the man of the house, he could feel all of their roles gradually reversing. And for some reason, it made him feel differently toward his mother and sister than in earlier times.
Jimmy found himself getting completely distracted while his mother was bending over to check the roast in the oven. Her dress rode up nearly all the way to her wide, round ass and his cock quickly surged with heat and grew to its full size. There was no way to hide that big a bulge in the shorts he was wearing. He couldn't help thinking of earlier when they were at Brenda's while the blonde sucked his aroused cock as he gazed at his bikini clad mother just outside. He finally mumbled an excuse to leave the kitchen before Diane turned around and saw the rock hard bulge tenting his shorts.
"I'll, um, let Chanel know dinner's ready soon," he said, already walking out.
"Tell her about twenty more minutes," his mother called after him.
Jimmy had no intention of going to his sister's room until he had a chance to take care of his persistent erection. If he didn't want his mother to catch him looking that aroused, he certainly didn't want his sister to see him that way, either. But on his way up the stairs, his organ throbbed as he remembered his fantasy of both his mother and sister seeing him pump his prominent man flesh into Brenda's talented mouth. The only way to put his mind straight again was to jack another load out of his overactive balls. Only then could he face his sister and tell her about dinner.
Assuming Chanel was in her room, Jimmy walked right into the bathroom, not stopping to wonder why the door was closed before going in. He was too horny to let basic details get in the way of the release he needed so badly. What he saw when he opened the door paralyzed him where he stood.
Chanel was already there, naked as the day she was born. She was leaning back against the sink counter with one foot on the floor and the other propped on the nearby toilet seat. She was viciously squeezing an erect nipple with one hand while the other was furiously rubbing her fully shaven pussy. Jimmy was shocked to see his sister like this while the throbbing hardness in his shorts instantly grew worse. Her large, naked tits wobbled with the quivering motion of her body. Her skin looked so smooth and sensuous with all her curves and rolls forming the classic, if somewhat oversized, shape of a luscious sex doll. Yet her body was so much thicker and stouter than any doll. Her brother was spellbound.
Jimmy's sister was gasping and moaning as she dug her fingers furiously into her pussy. She was so involved in her self-induced pleasure that she didn't even realize her brother was standing in the doorway. Meanwhile, he was momentarily stunned and couldn't move. There wasn't enough time for him to come to his senses and back out quietly before Chanel felt the movement of air from the open door and realized she was no longer alone. When she saw her brother standing in the door with his jaw hanging open she shrieked.
"Jimmy! Don't you ever knock?" she cried, suddenly pulling her hands in front of herself in a vain attempt to cover her tits and pussy. Her face flushed a dark, angry red and she rushed out of the room past her brother looking more upset than Jimmy had ever seen. She ran across the hall into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her.
Jimmy went into the bathroom and quietly closed the door. He was dying to stroke his raging cock, but he felt bad about how embarrassed his sister had been. He'd never seen her look so upset, and it wasn't long before his cock had retreated to half-mast. He knew Chanel was hiding in her room and most likely didn't want to be disturbed, especially by him, but he couldn't bring himself to leave her that upset. It had always bothered him when something was wrong with his sister, and now he was the cause. He had to make this right.
Jimmy left the bathroom and knocked softly on his sister's bedroom door.
"Go away," she called from inside.
But Jimmy couldn't leave his sister this upset. He quietly opened the door and went in. Chanel was lying on her bed and when her brother came in she pouted and rolled toward the wall, putting her back to him. She'd thrown on an oversized T shirt that was still a little tight around her bust and ass, and as she rolled over she probably didn't realize how much of her enormously beautiful, heart-shaped ass was now revealed to her brother. Jimmy paused, unable to resist the amazing view, but then he remembered what he was doing in her room.
"I told you to go away," Chanel said weepily, not turning to look at him.
"I, uh, just wanted to apologize," he said. "I really didn't know you were in there. I guess I wasn't thinking."
"I guess not. God, I can't believe you saw me like... like... like that. I'm so embarrassed."
"It's nothing to be embarrassed about, Sis, really."
"That's easy for you to say. You weren't the one, ya know, doing that."
Jimmy went to sit on the edge of Chanel's bed. She didn't turn to face him but she didn't tell him to go away anymore either.
"It could've been," he told his sister. "I mean... it's not like you're the only one who does stuff like that."
"I know." She sniffled but sounded a little calmer.
"Yeah, you could've walked in on me instead," he suggested.
"Except you always lock the door when you jerk off," she said, almost giggling.
Jimmy was glad she was calming down, but he wondered how she knew when he was jerking off in the bathroom. And for that matter, how did she know he always locked the door?
"I guess you just forgot. No big deal. It's nothing to be ashamed of."
"Jimmyyyyy," she pined. "You weren't supposed to see that. Nobody's ever even seen me naked before."
Her brother was surprised. Almost shocked. "Seriously?"
"You sound surprised."
"I am. I just thought somebody probably saw you, ummm, naked already."
"Well they haven't. You're the first one. Are you happy now?"
"I hope this doesn't sound bad, Chan, but yeah, I kind of am."
"Oh my god, why would you be happy about that?"
"Cuz I'm sort of glad I got to be the first one, I guess. I dunno," he told her awkwardly. "I figured someone else would've seen you before. Ya know, some guy or whatever."
"Well no one wants to look a big, fat, naked cow," she retorted, her voice sounding upset again.



"Don't say that, Chan. You're beautiful. You're curvy and all, but it's not fair to say you're fat. I think you look amazing naked."
She went quiet for a couple of minutes that felt like forever. Meanwhile, Jimmy was checking out the exposed portion of his sister's glorious ass and the backs of her thick thighs. His cock was already beginning to swell back up to its previous state of hardness.
"Really?" she finally said.
"Chan, between you and Mom, you're the most beautiful girls I know. You're way prettier than any of the girls I know at school."
"Aww, Jimmy, you're always so sweet," she cooed, finally rolling onto her back so they could look at each other. "I guess it's okay you saw me naked. But... you weren't supposed to see me fingering," her voice dropped to a whisper at the last part.
Jimmy gave his sister a smile. "Don't get mad, sis, but that was... well, it was really hot."
Chanel blushed and giggled. "Perv!"
"Maybe I'll try to catch you at it again," Jimmy said, wiggling his eyebrows comically.
"Oh my god, you freak," his sister laughed, obviously much more relaxed about the whole thing. She sat up and hugged him. "You're a good brother, Jimmy. Thanks for not making me feel weird or ugly. I wish I could find a guy like you."
"Well, you'll always have me, sis. Besides, now I'm gonna be thinking about you naked for weeks."
Chanel giggled and hugged her brother even tighter. "You really are a perv. But... I guess I don't mind if you do."
Jimmy's cock leaked precum in his briefs. "Hottest sister ever," he said quietly, hugging her so the front of his body was mashing her prominent tits.
"Ohhh, Jimmy," she sighed. "How come I can never stay mad at you?"
"Because you love me?" he said with a cocky grin.
Chanel broke out in another smile and blushed again, but this time she looked happy. "You know I do, dork. And you love me too."
"Of course I love you. You're my girl," he told her, stroking her pretty face and trying to keep her eyes up to his so she wouldn't notice the impossible bulge in his shorts.
Just then their mother called from downstairs. Dinner was ready and they had to get up and go. Jimmy dashed to his room and quickly changed into a T shirt that did a better job covering the front of his shorts. Between his mother and sister, his cock felt like an iron bar and he was still hard by the time he got downstairs. Diane was still wearing her summer dress, and Chanel was still wearing the same T shirt she threw on after running into her room.
"You two were up there talking an awfully long time," their mother pointed out. "Is everything alright?"
Diane looked curiously at her son and daughter. Chanel was looking at her brother the way a girl looks at a boy she's in love with. Their mother definitely noticed.
"Yeah, everything's good," Chanel finally replied. "Jimmy was just helping me with a problem."
The two siblings smiled at each other and blushed. Their mother knew something was up between them. A jealous streak flared up but then died down as she saw the look of true affection between them. Diane was fully aware of how sensitive and special her daughter was. It was almost like looking at a younger version of herself. She also knew that Jimmy would always be there for her no matter what. He would be there for both of them.
"You're lucky to have such a good brother," Diane told her daughter. "Not all sisters are as lucky as you."
"Oh, I know," Chanel replied, her voice practically a purr. "Even my friends say so."
"And such a good son, too," Diane added, smiling across the table at him.
Jimmy's cock was still throbbing in his shorts when he felt his sister's bare foot touch his leg under the table. Her toes wiggled playfully against his skin. He gave her a knowing smile and resisted the urge to cum in his shorts right there at the table. If he did, at least neither of them would ever know. His mother and sister were both so sweet and attentive to him, but what would they think if they knew that his love for them was the perverted kind?
He tried to put his mind on Brenda, even if he didn't have the same level of feelings for her as his mother and sister. Still, Brenda was hot and she was willing to give him what he needed. It didn't help that she'd teased him about the way he ogled Diane and Chanel at her pool, and when she called herself his Auntie Brenda it only made things worse. Luckily for Jimmy, Brenda's needs were just as desperate as his, and he wouldn't have long to wait before she gave him a chance to release.
After a while, Chanel's foot stopped wiggling playfully on his leg, but she kept it there touching him. Jimmy liked the contact more than he should, but every time he looked over at his sister she was smiling shyly at him and he couldn't keep from smiling back at her. He couldn't help reaching under the table with one hand and rubbing his sister's bare foot and leg. Her skin felt so warm and silky it only made his erection feel even bigger and harder. He knew full well that their mother was looking at them both curiously.
Once dinner was over, Jimmy took the chance to escape to his room. It was Chanel's turn to help her mother clean up the kitchen after dinner, so he had a little time to himself. He was feeling good that he was able to help turn Chanel's mood around, and he couldn't help but love the change in her behavior since he told her how beautiful and sexy he thought she was. But his cock was throbbing for relief, and the two women he wanted most were the ones he could never have. He needed to rub out a huge, creamy load just to clear his mind enough to think his way through his impossible situation.
Lying down on his bed, Jimmy took his huge rod out of his shorts and started stroking his shaft, releasing a long, relaxing breath. He started thinking about the way Brenda had sucked it for him in her house that day. "Auntie Brenda," he snickered quietly to himself. Her mouth had felt amazing, but he started thinking about the smooth, wet pussy she also teased him with later on with her text messages. Jimmy had had a few blow jobs, but Brenda's was the best of them so far. Yet he couldn't wait to get his cock into a hot, wet pussy for the first time.
It felt so good to stroke that thick, fleshy shaft and remember the velvety, wet feel of Brenda's mouth. The way she kept calling herself his Auntie Brenda and taunted him about the way he paid attention to his mother and sister was really chipping away at whatever personal barriers he had from thinking incestuous thoughts. Was Brenda seriously suggesting his feelings for Diane and Chanel were okay? Whether she was or not, those feelings ran deep in him with or without her teasing.
It wasn't long before he remembered watching his mother through the patio doors, and not long after that, he flashed back on walking in on his masturbating sister. It was so wrong to be thinking of his mother and sister now, but his cock was throbbing for them and it felt bigger and harder than ever. Jimmy knew he wasn't far away from blowing a nice big load when his phone vibrated with a message. He checked the message but kept his hand moving up and down his rod. However, when he saw Brenda's name on his phone screen he stopped stroking and checked the message.
"Can you get out?" Brenda's message said.
"I think so."
"I'm parked 50 yards from your house."
Jimmy packed his cumbersome cock back in his shorts and jumped off his bed. Brenda's timing couldn't have been more perfect, but with his mother and sister still being awake he had to slip downstairs quietly and out the back door before they knew he was gone.
Brenda gave Jimmy a coy smile when he got into her SUV where it was idling at the curb down the street from his house. She was wearing a short skirt that left her thick legs bare almost to the hip as she sat in her seat, and a sheer blouse over a white sports bra.
"Miss me, baby?" she asked as she immediately reached between the teen's legs to find his cock already hard and swollen. "Oh, I guess you did," she giggled. "Well, I missed you, too. I've been thinking about this big, hot thing ever since you left my house today."
"I've been thinking about you, too," he said. It wasn't a lie, but there were two other girls in his life that were much more on his mind. It was just that they could never give him what Brenda could.
"I don't have a lot of time, baby, I'm sorry," she said, taking back her hand and pulling the car into the street. "I have to pick up my husband at the airport. He's coming in for one of his famous two and a half days at home before he has to go away again. But I need that big dick so much."
Brenda knew Jimmy's neighborhood well. He didn't know where his mother's friend was taking him, but she seemed to know just where she was going. He didn't think it would be very far, and he started to wonder if she was just going to suck him off like she did earlier or if he was actually going to get his cock into her pussy. Either way would be fine with him, although he was more than eager to push his pole into a live, wet pussy for the first time.
There was a small neighborhood market a few blocks away from Jimmy's house where Brenda pulled into the parking lot, and then drove behind the building where they couldn't be seen from the street. She shut off the engine and turned in her seat toward Jimmy, pulling her skirt up her stout thighs and exposing her naked pussy without the inconvenience of panties. She ran her fingers over her already wet sex lips.
"Isn't it better up close and real than just a picture, baby?" she cooed in a sultry voice.
Jimmy's cock lurched at the sight of his mother's friend openly fingering her slit. He'd been so hard so much that day that he couldn't take it anymore. And watching her touch her own slit instantly made him think about catching his sister with her fingers in her own pussy just a little earlier. He was looking at Brenda's puss but thinking about his sister's while he unzipped his shorts and pulled out his achingly swollen cock. Brenda smiled and licked her pouty lips at the sight of his upthrust column of flesh. He gripped his red hot shaft and began stroking it while he watched Brenda's fingers play with her slit.
"Your mother would be so jealous if she knew I had you in my car right now with that beautiful cock out all hard and ready," the blonde snickered.
"Aww, my mom's not like that," he said, still gazing hungrily at the older woman's pussy.
Brenda laughed but didn't stop touching her pussy. "Oh, yes, she is," she said. "But so am I, and as much as I love watching you play with that gorgeous thing, I need you right here, right now." She then shoved a finger into her hole, showing the aroused teen exactly where she needed his cock. "Bring that big thing around the car and give Auntie Brenda a nice, hard fuck."
Jimmy groaned, fighting not to cum just from the way his mother's horny friend was talking to him. He got out of his seat and went around the vehicle to the driver's side with his rigid pole bobbing out the fly of his shorts. Brenda opened her door and turned, slipping off her seat, but leaning back against it. She kept her skirt up around her hips and unbuttoned her blouse, then pulled her sports bra up above her portly tits.
"I'd love to do more with you, baby, but right now I just need you to fuck me with that big, beautiful prick. I really gotta get to the airport soon. My husband hates it when I'm late."
Brenda perched her ass on the edge of the seat and planted her feet on the running board, thighs open and her dripping pink hole on display. Jimmy moved in close and dropped his shorts to his ankles. He didn't mind that she only wanted a quick fuck. The chance to finally sink his cock into a wet, willing pussy had him on a mission for only one purpose: to fuck this hot, willing and married MILF as hard and deep as he could.
Brenda saved Jimmy from any first time fumbling, although the task at hand wasn't exactly complicated, and he'd seen it a thousand times on video. But it felt so good to have her take hold of his cock and draw it in close to her slit, rubbing the head over her sodden sex lips a few times before telling him to just go ahead and shove it inside.
"Don't be gentle, baby," she moaned. "Just give it to me deep and hard and don't worry about cumming inside me. Pump your auntie's pussy nice and full."
Jimmy couldn't help how much he loved Brenda's dirty mouth, but all he could do was grunt in reply as he mashed the head of his cock between her slippery cunt lips. Suddenly, the hottest, most pleasurable feeling he'd ever known was spreading through him from the hot, wet grip of the blonde's hole enveloping his cock. He drove his shaft deeper, needing to sink every inch of his throbbing bone into her velvet sheath. She moaned loudly, obviously loving the feeling of his rigid meat pushing into her as much as he was.
"That's right, baby," she moaned. "Give Auntie Brenda that big, hard cock. Ohhh, fuck, it feels so good."
She set her hands behind her on the opposite edge of the driver's seat, supporting herself as she arched her back to push her tits outward and give her young lover easy access to her hole. Jimmy began thrusting right away, reaching for Brenda's large, heaving tits at the same time. He roughly fondled her bouncing melons while grinding his hips faster and harder, letting her feel the sloppy wet stroke of his shaft.
"Ohhh, fuck baby, I knew that hard cock would feel good, but I had no idea it was going to feel this good," Brenda moaned. Then she giggled a little bit maniacally. "You're twice the size of my husband."
Jimmy loved knowing he was giving that horny, hot looking, plump soccer mom so much more dick than she got from her husband. It only drove him to fuck her harder and give her longer strokes. Her smooth, heavy tits felt so good he couldn't resist leaning over to suck back and forth on her swollen nipples while he continued pumping her squelching pussy full of teenaged cock meat.
Considering how horny he'd been all day and night, he was surprised he could last as long as he was as he fucked his first pussy, but he figured the blowjob from Brenda as well as jerking off earlier kept him going longer than usual. He was feeling good about being able to fuck a hot, curvy older lady good enough to make her gasp and moan the way Brenda was. Even so, it was fortunate for Jimmy that his mother's friend was such a highly sexed woman, and she started cumming before he knew what was happening.
"Ohhhhh, Jimmy baby, yes!" she cried. "You're making Auntie Brenda cum! That big, fat, horny fucking cock is making me cum!"
Jimmy lost all control the moment he felt the inner stirrings of her squishing fuckhole. He rose upright and fucked her even harder, making her climax go longer and deeper through her quivering body while he unleashed a hot torrent of spunk deep in her juicy cave. Brenda's eyes started to roll like she was drugged, until her climax finally ripped through her body and left her gasping for air as hard as Jimmy was.
"Oh, baby, I knew you could give me what I needed," Brenda said as she finally caught her breath.
Jimmy smiled at her and they actually kissed a while, his hands cupping her still exposed tits until his spent cock flopped out of her cream filled hole. Then Brenda checked the time on the dashboard of her vehicle.
"Oh shit, I'm gonna be late." She hurriedly rearranged her clothes, covering her tits and pussy, then pulled on her seatbelt as she closed the car door. "Sorry I gotta rush, baby. I promise to make it up to you, okay lover?"
She gave him a quick but deep kiss through the open window, then drove around the building and back onto the street, leaving Jimmy behind the store as he pulled up his briefs and shorts.
He tucked his satisfied cock back into place and started walking home. It wasn't that far, but just enough for him to enjoy being alone for a few minutes and savoring the fact that his first real fuck had been a success. There was an energetic spring in his step as he walked home and thought back on all the erotic sights and sensations he'd experienced that day. It made him grin foolishly when he thought of how he came in Brenda's mouth early in the day, and then again in her pussy just a few minutes ago. Her hole would be filled with his fresh cum when her husband got into the car, but getting to know what she was really like, he figured that would keep her turned on for hours.
Yet he was even more excited to remember watching his mother's big, soft body practically falling out of her bikini while Brenda sucked him and teased him about being turned on by his own mom. Then he thought about the way he caught Chanel naked and fingering herself. He didn't like the way it upset her at first, but by the time he got her to accept how beautiful she looked it seemed like it was all worth it.
There was so much going through the teenager's mind that when he got back to his house he forgot about bothering to sneak in the back, the same way he'd snuck out. He just walked in the front door and was greeted with a surprised look from his mother.
"Oh hi, sweetie. I didn't know you went out," Diane said.
"I just took a walk down to the market," he said truthfully.
"But they're closed by this time," his mother pointed out skeptically.
"Yeah, I found that out."
If Diane thought it was weird she didn't say anything. Meanwhile, Jimmy realized he smelled of Brenda's pussy and perfume. He did his best to keep some distance from his mother, but she was already looking at him like something wasn't right. In the plain, cotton nightshirt she was wearing, her large tits strained the material as she turned her body on the couch to look at him. The way she was sitting, the hem didn't cover very much of her big, smooth legs, and Jimmy couldn't help feeling tingles through his body regardless of the hot load he'd just finished spurting into Brenda's pussy.
"Guess I'll just go up and shower before bed," he said a little nervously.
"A shower is a good idea," his mother said with a disapproving frown.
Jimmy knew he was busted. He knew his mother could smell the perfume and pussy all over him. He tried to beat a quick retreat toward the stairs, but his mother stopped him before he could get that far.
"Hey, mister. Since when do you go up to bed without giving your mother a hug and a kiss goodnight."
"Oh, uhh, I thought I'd shower first."
"Well, you are pretty stinky, but Mommy wants her hug and kiss anyway."
Diane stood up from the couch as her son went over to her. He could now see how hard her nipples were as they dented the material of her sleep shirt. Jimmy couldn't help wanting to feel his mother's big, luscious tits smooshed against him.
The mother and son hugged tightly and Diane lifted her face and kissed him directly on the lips. They held the kiss a long time, their mouths slightly parted, but neither of them seemed bold enough yet to push a tongue into the other's mouth. Jimmy was dying to feel his mother's tongue swirling with his, but they both hesitated. It seemed so simple yet such a big step. It was a big line to cross.
"Hmm, that's the same perfume Brenda wears," Diane pointed out when she broke off the kiss.
"Uhh, yeah, I sorta ran into her at the market," Jimmy said evasively. But the look in his mother's eyes proved he wasn't fooling her in the least. There was still the pungent smell of the other woman's pussy all over him.
"I guess my boy is a man now," Diane said, erasing any lingering chance for Jimmy to deny what she could obviously tell had happened.
It was actually a relief. Jimmy didn't like lying to his mother or sneaking around. He also couldn't deny the air of admiration she seemed to have for him as she diplomatically acknowledged his sexual rite of passage. Brenda had made him cum like a fire hose, though he couldn't helping wishing it had been his mother instead. But that was crazy. As affectionate a family as they were, how could he actually consider fucking his own mom? He didn't know what to say so he just kissed her again, more briefly this time.



"Just remember you have two women right here at home who love you and need to have their man of the house," his mother added a little cryptically. "Oh, and don't let your sister get a whiff of you like this. She'd be so upset."
Jimmy couldn't conceal the look of shock on his face. His mother gave him a serious look. "Don't act like you don't know how she feels about you," Diane added. "She's a sensitive girl and she needs someone who's good to her."
"I know, Mom. I'll always make sure Chanel's happy and cared for." He wasn't necessarily thinking of all the ways his reply could be taken, but he did mean every word. Jimmy's sister was the only person in the world he loved as much as his mother, if not even more.
"Good, baby. Then I know you won't let her smell Brenda's horny cunt all over you."
Diane said it almost matter-of-factly, but Jimmy felt his cock lurch at his mother's shocking words. At the same time, he was taken completely by surprise. His mother laughed briefly.
"I know she's my friend, but Brenda's a slut and I think you definitely know that by now."
Jimmy laughed nervously. "Yeah, Mom. I guess so. But that's not really a bad thing, right?"
"I guess not," Diane agreed. "And I certainly can't fault her taste in men." Then she leaned close to her son's ear and whispered. "Did she let you cum inside her?"
His mother's question threatened to make Jimmy's recently satisfied cock hard all over again. He could barely bring himself to speak so he just nodded in reply. Diane smiled wryly.
"She was picking up Tom at the airport tonight, wasn't she?"
"Yeah," Jimmy confirmed.
Diane's smile widened into a grin. "Did you stop to think that she's driving her husband home from the airport with my precious son's cum in her pussy?"
"Oh, Mom. Um...fuck. No."
Diane snickered and patted her son playfully on the ass. "You can think about that while you're taking your shower."
Jimmy trudged upstairs and went into the bathroom. He tossed his clothes in the hamper and turned on the water. He let it run hot and steamy before getting into the glass enclosed stall and grabbing the soap. His conversation with his mother had left him with a lot to think about. But it had also been a momentous day and he felt good, knowing he'd certainly sleep like a log that night.
III
In the shower, Jimmy's mind was running over everything that happened to him that day, from Brenda sucking him off with his mother sleeping outside by her pool, to the things his mother said, to walking in on his delightfully chubby sister naked and masturbating, to fucking Brenda in her car behind the market down the street. Then there was the surprising moment he had with his mother when he came back from meeting Brenda.
He was rubbing suds all over his body, and taking plenty of extra time and attention to making sure his cock and balls were especially clean. And despite the number of times he'd already cum that day, everything that happened to him was making his cock start to thicken under his slippery hands. It seemed like all the sex and masturbating he'd been doing was only making him need more.
He decided to freshen the shave he maintained around the base of his cock and all around his balls and made sure he was well lathered all over the area. Lathering up his dick with shaving gel always made Jimmy's cock grow thicker and longer. He'd usually be completely hard by the time he finished his manscaping, but Brenda had fucked him like a pro not even an hour before. He reached for his razor, but before he had a chance to start shaving the bathroom door suddenly opened and Chanel walked in wearing a tight tank top and boy short style panties.
It wasn't common for Jimmy's sister to walk around upstairs in just her under things, but it wasn't rare either. But every time he saw her like this his pulse jacked up a notch. Tonight she had a shy smile on her face while he automatically held his hands in front of his cock, blocking the clear view she had through the glass separating them.
"Damn, sis, don't you knock?" The second he said it he was reminded of how the tables were turned earlier that day. Chanel just giggled at him coyly. She was grinning, but he could tell she was nervous too.
"I'm just getting even for today when you walked in on me," she said.
"Chan, I told you I was sorry. It was an accident."
"And I accepted your very sweet apology already. But this makes us even. Almost."
"Almost?"
"I wasn't, umm, covering myself when you saw me."
Jimmy noted the eager gleam in his sister's shy but beautiful eyes. She was obviously curious enough to see her younger brother's cock to purposely walk in on him while he was taking a shower, and he couldn't deny how much he liked the idea of showing her what she wanted to see.
"Okay, that's true," he said, stalling in spite of his eagerness to show his big, beautiful sister what he had. It was just a silly game on the surface, but it felt sort of important, too. It wasn't the kind of moment either of them were going to forget anytime soon. He was pretty sure his sister was feeling the same way.
"Now Jimmy, you can't be shy after what you saw today," Chanel told him. She took a cautious step closer to the glass of the stall.
Jimmy's pulse was beating faster than he realized, and he could feel his cock tingling with heat as if he hadn't just fucked Brenda. Chanel's nipples were getting hard in anticipation and her brother didn't miss the enticing dents they were making in her tight top.
"Okay, then," he said with a deep breath. "Are you sure you really wanna see?"
"I'm sure, Jimmy. We'll never be even unless you show me your thing."
Her eyes were on his hands as they covered his package, and her brother noticed her chewing nervously on her bottom lip. Without another word, Jimmy moved his hands to his sides and revealed his cock and balls to his sister.
"Oh. Oh, wow," she said breathily.
"What? Is something wrong?"
"Oh no. It's just, well... um, bigger than I thought it would be."
Her brother's pulse was racing even faster as he watched the fascinated gaze of his sister trained openly on his cock. "Oh that. That's just cuz, um, it's a little more swollen than normal."
Chanel stared at her brother's cock in silence a moment or two while Jimmy stood there with the water running down his body. "Jimmy... I think it's getting bigger."
And she was right. Her younger brother's cock was gradually swelling before her eyes. Having Chanel gaze adoringly at his steadily growing cock was enough to make any thoughts of Brenda disappear.
"It's so nice," she said softly, her eyes not wavering for a second. "It's -- it's -- beautiful. I like how you shave it."
"Oh, uhh, cool. Actually, I was just about to freshen that up before you came in." He wagged the razor that was still in his hand.
"And then you were rudely interrupted," she giggled.
"Aww, I wouldn't say rudely," he grinned.
"Can I watch you shave it, Jimmy? Please?"
"Sure," he replied without a second thought. The fact that his gorgeously large sister clearly liked what she was seeing made her brother feel bolder. If anything, she completely enraptured by the sight of her brother's naked organ. He was so wrapped up in the moment with Chanel that he actually forgot to feel proud of not being a virgin anymore. At the moment, Brenda didn't even exist, only his lusciously plump sister.
Jimmy grabbed the tube of his favorite shaving gel and squirted more than he needed onto his hand. He then started rubbing the creamy lather all around the root of his cock, balls and a little way underneath his balls. By the time he finished, his bone was fully swollen and throbbing under his sister's rapt scrutiny. With all the excess cream on his hand, Jimmy gave his rod several pleasurable strokes. He couldn't believe he started stroking his cock in front of his sister, but when she gasped and her big, brown eyes grew even wider, he spent a minute just stroking and rubbing his balls for her.
The only other person who'd seen him play with his cock before was his friend, Ryan, since they had often jerked off in the same room while watching porn videos online. But this was another world. He loved the way Chanel's eyes were gleaming wetly as she watched her brother's hand slip and slide along his rigid shaft.
"I guess this really makes us even," he said. "Since I got to see you playing. It's only fair, right?"
"That's right, baby brother," she said, as if in a trance. "Only fair."
Jimmy's beefy member was rock hard as he stroked it, but he stopped before he went much further. He wanted to stay hard while his sister watched him shave. He finally reached for the razor and started cleaning up the scant stubble around his groin, carefully hefting his balls in every direction needed so he could move the razor across his skin. It took a few minutes, and his sister watched silently the whole time, her eyes never leaving his lathered cock and balls. Finally he was done and he rinsed off his razor as well as his cock.
"There," he said. "Now I'm as smooth as you."
"God," his sister said quietly, staring at his freshly shaved stalk as it stood out in front of him proud and throbbing. Another minute went by. "Jimmy, that's the biggest one I've ever seen."
He couldn't help wondering how many cocks his sister had seen. She dated guys on occasion, but never anyone long term. It took him all of a fraction of a second to decide he didn't like the idea of his sister seeing any other guy's cock. Even as he was thinking it he knew how stupid it had to be to think that way, but it didn't stop him. It made him feel jealous, which was even more ridiculous. It was just that thinking of Chanel with a guy... any guy who wasn't him... just felt wrong. He never wanted to think of her looking at some guy the way she was looking at him right now, admiring his achingly aroused cock like it was something special.
Jimmy lathered his hand again and resumed stroking his cock, turning to face his sister directly through the glass to give her a head-on view. He was looking at her in her revealing top and panties, but thinking about the way she looked naked that afternoon. It didn't take long before he was stroking his pulsating rod of flesh firm and fast while his deep breathing was punctuated by soft moans.
"Oh, oh, Jimmy," his sister sighed. "Ummm, fuck. Are you gonna do it all the way?"
"If you want me to," he told her, hoping she'd say yes. "Just so we'd be even."
"You're a really good brother, Jimmy. I'd really like that. Your dick is so nice. Keep going 'til you cum. I really wanna see."
After another minute or two of energetic stroking for his sister, Jimmy slowed his pace. His sister's beautiful eyes rose up to look at him in question.
"Chan? If it's not too bad... could I see your boobs again? It would kinda help me finish."
"Oh my god, do you seriously wanna see my big, fat body?"
Her brother frowned. "I don't want to hear you talk about yourself like that. You have a gorgeous body. It think it's the most beautiful one I've ever seen. Please, sis? Just seeing you would make me cum so hard."
Chanel was blushing, but she didn't hesitate to lift the lower hem of her tank top up above her braless tits. Jimmy sighed aloud as she exposed her full, beautiful melons. He stared at them just as intently as she was staring at his cock. She didn't even seem to be aware of the way she started playing with her swollen nipples while she watched his fist quickly return to a more rapid pace of stroking.
"You're so beautiful, sis," Jimmy said breathlessly. "I love the way you look so much. Oh god, I love your tits. They're amazing!"
"Cum for me, Jimmy. Cum for your big sister," she cooed.
"Oh god, Chan, here it comes," he groaned.
Chanel's eyes went wider than ever as her brother grunted deeply and pounded a forceful load of cum out his swollen cock. His plentiful spurts hit the glass of the enclosure. His sister was twisting and pulling on her nipples harder than ever as she watched his huge cock erupt with long, gooey surges of brotherly cum. Jimmy squeezed every drop of cream out of his cock. It felt like the first time he'd cum that day, not the fourth.
"Wow," his sister said, looking dazed by what she'd just witnessed.
"Sis?"
"Uhh, yeah?" Her eyes were still on his cock as it slowly deflated.
"Was that okay?"
"Oh yeah. I mean... more than okay. Way more than okay," she giggled impishly. It was moments like that made Jimmy feel like an older brother, not a younger one.
"That's what I thought when I saw you playing this afternoon," he told her.
His sister looked up at face finally. "Really?"
"Definitely. You're so beautiful, sis. I've been thinking about you ever since."
Now her eyes started darting all over the room, anywhere but her brother's face. "Well, I guess if that were to happen again -- I mean, you walking in on me like that -- then maybe I won't freak out so much. Ya know, if it happened by accident again."
"Accidents do happen," her brother said suggestively.
Suddenly their mother's voice was calling to them through the door, which Chanel had left unlocked. "I hope you two aren't using up all the hot water. I want to take a shower before bed."
Jimmy and Chanel gaped at each other in shock, although it wouldn't have been very hard for Diane to figure out they were both in the bathroom when both of their bedrooms were empty. Chanel's face was turning beet red. Their mother made it sound like she thought they showering together. It was Jimmy who gathered his wits first and responded.
"No problem, Mom. Just finishing up. Be out in a second."
There was a brief moment of silence. "Everything okay in there?" their mother asked, her tone full of curiosity.
"Just fine," Jimmy called back. "Great."
"Chanel? You okay too?"
"Fine, Mom. I just, uhhhhhhhh, came in to get something."
Another brief silence. "Hope you found it," Diane added.
"Umm, yeah, sure did," the girl called back, gazing at her brother's cock.
Then they could hear her walking down the hall toward her own room. Only then did Chanel seem to remember her tits were still on display. She pulled her top back over her orbs while her brother finished rinsing his body as well as the blotches cum on the shower wall.
"I can't believe she knows I'm in here," Chanel whispered as soon as Jimmy shut off the water.
"At least she doesn't sound mad."
"Yeah, but she did sound suspicious. Like we were up to something."
"We kind of were, don't you think?"
Chanel giggled and stayed to watch her brother dry off with a towel. She actually pouted when he wrapped it around his waist and concealed his cock. Then they quietly left the bathroom and went to their separate bedrooms before their mother came back out of her room.
Jimmy sat down on his bed and tried to wrap his head around everything that had happened to him that day and evening. It was a lot to process, but he was also feeling more satisfied after letting his sister watch him cum. He lay back in his bed and thought about the look on Chanel's face while she was watching him beat his throbbing cock. He finally fell asleep with a smile.
When Jimmy woke up he felt warm and blissful. Without opening his eyes, he knew the sun was up but he sensed it was still much earlier than he usually woke up. After a night's rest, his cock was aching with his first hard on of the day. His usual morning wood was hot and fully swollen, and within his first few seconds of consciousness he sensed a warm weight pressing down on his shaft.
Opening his eyes, he discovered Chanel snuggled up to his side with her thick, heavy leg thrown across his body and trapping his cock underneath her thigh. Her arm was across his torso and her tits were mushed up against his ribs. That's when he realized his sister was as naked as he was and could feel the warmth of her smooth pussy pressing up to his hip.
"Good morning, little brother," Chanel said softly but cheerfully when Jimmy opened his eyes and looked at her.
"Well good morning to you, too, my beautiful big sister," he replied with an instant smile.
Chanel giggled with delight. "You're always so sweet, Jimmy, but you don't have to keep saying that."
Jimmy worked his arm around his sister's shoulders and held her close. "But I like saying it, Chan," he told her. "It's true, and I think someone should tell you that every day."
"Ohh, Jimmy, you always make me feel so good," his sister purred, nestling her face into his neck.
"I have to admit I'm a little surprised to wake up and find you here, though. Did you realize we're both naked?"
Chanel giggled at that. "Oh my god, how did that happen?"
"Hey, I'm definitely not complaining. Just surprised. Are you still getting even with me from yesterday?"
His sister snickered briefly. "I'd say we're definitely even after that show you put on for me in the shower last night. I was just... I dunno, Jimmy, I just really missed you."
"I was missing you, too, Chan. I was thinking a lot about you last night."
"Really? You were thinking about your big, fat sister?"
"I was thinking about my sexy, voluptuous sister," he corrected.
"Ohhh, Jimmy," she sighed against his neck.
The warmth of her breath on his skin made his cock pulse underneath her leg. He set his hand on top of her thigh and gently ran his palm along her soft skin. She felt so warm and satiny and he couldn't resist running his palm over her bare hip and onto the large, round cheek of her ass. He'd imagined being able to touch her like this for the longest time, and now that he was his cock was hard as a marble shaft.
"You feel so good, sis," he told her.
"You can touch me any way you want, little brother. I like the way your hands feel on me."
"You don't feel weird having your brother touch you all over like this?"
"Awww, Jimmy, you're the one I really want to be feeling me. You make me feel so good, and I really wanna give you something you like."
Her voice sounded so sweet and kittenish that Jimmy's heart just about melted on the spot. He also realized his dick was oozing precum against the inner part of her thigh. After hearing her invitation to touch her, he squirmed back a few inches so he could run his hand further up her body and explore the feel of her big, naked tits. Her nipples were already swollen, and she made the sweetest mewling sounds when he rubbed them between his fingers. They felt just as firm and smooth as they always looked, even though he'd never seen them fully naked until the day before.
"Sis, you feel even better than I thought you would, and I've thought about it kind of a lot."
"Really? You really thought about feeling me up before?"
"Oh god, Chan, I've thought about it like a thousand times."
"Oh, Jimmy, that's unbelievable. I mean, sexy, good looking guys like you don't think about big girls like me, especially if it's their sister."
"Sis, I know you can feel what I've got under your leg. If that doesn't prove how much I think you're sexy and beautiful I don't know what does. Besides, I hope you don't think it's bad, but I like it even more cuz you're my sis."
"Really?" she seemed surprised.
"Well, yeah. You're my sis and my best friend. So I really love you more than you even know."
Chanel giggled. "Hmmm, that makes me soooo happy. And, ummm, I've thought a lot about touching you, too. But after you let me watch you play with yourself last night I might be a little obsessed."
Jimmy couldn't help smiling from ear to ear. "You can touch me any way you want, too, sis," he said. "I mean, like if you wanna touch my cock I wouldn't mind."
"Um, Jimmy. I have a little confession to make. I did touch it last night when I first came in and got into bed with you. Did you know you get a really big boner when you sleep?" She giggled again.



"I really wish I'd been awake for that," he told her.
"Oh god, I was terrified you'd be grossed out. I was trying to be so careful, too, so I wouldn't wake you up."
"Promise me you'll wake me up next time you do that, okay?"
"Next time?"
Jimmy smiled and nodded. "I hope there's a next time," he said. "Unless it was gross touching your own brother's dick."
"Oh my god, bro. I never got so wet in my puss before," Chanel admitted in a whisper.
Her brother finally pulled his hand away from her luscious tits and pushed her heavy leg downward so it wasn't covering his cock. He then reached for her hand and guided it to his shaft. They looked at each other intently as she curled her hand around his pole and lightly stroked him.
"Oh, sis, that feels so good. Mmmmm, baby, don't stop."
"Jimmy... you just called me baby."
"Oh, sorry. I hope that wasn't weird."
"God no. I really liked it a lot. Can you say it again?"
"Baby," Jimmy repeated. "My baby." Then he took the chance of kissing his sister's pretty mouth. Chanel gasped at first, but instantly responded by kissing him back, eagerly opening her lips and slipping her tongue into his mouth. His tongue played with hers as he kissed her passionately for a long time. No one had ever kissed him the way his sister did, and she was by far the prettiest girl he'd ever kissed. He couldn't help but remember hearing his friends make jokes about guys kissing their sisters, but if they had sisters like Chanel they'd change their minds. If anything, he liked kissing her even more because she was his sister. It felt so taboo yet so right at the same time.
Chanel kept stroking Jimmy's cock while they made out. Her hand was slipping up and down his shaft as his precum smeared her fingers and his shaft. The feeling made him want to kiss his hot, chubby sister harder and deeper. At the same time he started feeling her hefty tits again, rolling and pulling on her nipples until she was moaning into his mouth. Yet as much as he loved feeling his sister's luscious boobs, he was dying to feel her pussy too. Since she had his aching cock in her hand, he didn't think she'd mind him touching her naked slit. He reached down between her thighs with his right and she instantly spread them open, inviting her brother to play with her slit. Her sex lips were soaking wet the second he touched them.
Jimmy and his sister went on kissing for what seemed like forever while he lovingly massaged her slippery puss. She gripped his cock firmly and kept stroking him, also exploring the feel of his smoothly shaven ballsac. But the more his fingers explored her silky pussy, the wider she opened her legs, always inviting him to keep touching and go deeper. He massaged her slit and clit, and eventually slipped a finger into her hole.
"Ohhhhhh, Jimmyyyyyyyy," the big, beautiful girl moaned as her brother gently probed her velvety sheath with his finger. "I can't believe you really got your finger in me. Don't stop. I thought about this soooo many times. Oh please, please don't stop."
He added in a second finger and his sister moaned even louder. Even with just his fingers, Jimmy could tell Chanel was tighter than Brenda, and she was leaking so much juice it was getting all over her bald mound and thighs. He found himself entranced by the sight of his heavily breathing sister as her body began to writhe and squirm in response to the steady stroke of his fingers. She was moaning louder than she probably should have, since they didn't know if their mother was awake yet. Even if she wasn't, Chanel was starting to make enough noise to wake the other woman up.
But Jimmy liked the way his sister was acting now. He loved the way her big, amazing body was squirming with need, making her lush melons heave and sway, and he loved the husky moans of pleasure she was making. He realized he didn't care if their mother could hear them. Didn't she tell him just the day before that he should take good care of his sister? Sucking her big tits and pushing his fingers in and out of Chanel's pussy might not have been what their mother had meant, but Jimmy wasn't about to stop now.
He spent a long time sliding his fingers in and out of her pussy while he rubbed on her swollen clit with his thumb. Her weighty tits leaned slightly to each side, and her brother leaned over and spent time to suckle each one while he fingered her. Having her nipples sucked at the same time made Chantel moan even louder.
"Ohhh, Jimmy, you're gonna make me cum," she moaned, grinding her hips into the stroke of his fingers.
By now, Chanel had pretty much forgotten about stroking her brother's cock, but she was still holding the rigid shaft in her hand. He couldn't stop thinking about how incredible her pussy would feel to his cock, but now she was already squirming her way toward an orgasm. He pumped his fingers faster and sucked her nipple deeper into his mouth.
"Oh god, fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried too loudly.
But her brother kept stroking the walls of her hot pussy until her climax peaked. Her orgasm seemed to last forever, and Jimmy was happy to make her feel that good. When her pleasure started to subside, she gazed at him with starry eyes. He smiled back at her proudly. He was proud of making her cum so hard, but also proud of having such a hot, beautiful sister.
"I love you, Chan," he told her. "You're even more beautiful when you cum."
"Mmmm, Jimmy, you made it feel so good. But you didn't cum yet. You could fuck me, if you want to. I mean I understand if you don't, but if you do... I'd really like it."
"Trust me, Chan, there's no one in the world I want to fuck as much as you." Except Mom, he added silently, keeping that part to himself.
His sister smiled ecstatically. Jimmy kissed her and pushed her legs further apart. But then he surprised her by kissing her body, starting with her spectacular tits and gradually working his way lower and lower. Her breathing was loud and growing deeper with excitement as her brother's lips drew closer and closer to her pussy. By the time he was down between her legs and kissing her soft, hairless pussy mound her hips were moving and she leaned up to watch him, propping herself on her elbows.
"Jimmy," she said breathlessly. "Are you really gonna... "
Her brother just smiled up at her and then licked her juicy slit, cutting off the rest of her sentence as she moaned at the touch of his tongue.
"Ffffffffuck," she hissed as he began licking his sister's wet, wide open flower.
Jimmy couldn't believe he was finally getting to explore his sister's hot snatch with his mouth. He stroked her honey-coated sex lips with his tongue, lapping all over her slit and along the sides where her skin was softer than silk. He dipped his tongue into her hole and licked her from inside, making her moan for more. He especially loved the way she tasted and felt on the inside and kept his tongue going in and out of her opening as long as his jaw could hold out. He was rubbing her clit with his thumb at the same time. He finally decided to switch and slipped a couple of fingers into her pussy while he sucked her clit.
"Jimmy, you're gonna make me cum again!" she cried out too loud.
But the girl's brother wouldn't be distracted. It was too important to give his beautiful sister another hot climax to be worried about their mother hearing what was obviously going on in his room. The combined sensations of Jimmy's fingers and mouth soon brought Chanel to another body-shaking climax. Watching her body move from his vantage point between her legs was the hottest thing Jimmy had ever seen. Her big tits were heaving all over the place while she greedily jabbed her open crotch into his face until her peak had passed and she was relaxing back on the bed again.
While she was catching her breath, Jimmy crawled up over his sister, laying the shaft of his throbbing cock against the softness of her pussy. Without putting all his weight on her, he pressed his body onto hers and sighed with pleasure at the feeling of their naked bodies being in full contact. She was so full and thick. Her brother felt like he was lying on a bed of pure femininity.
"Ohhh, Jimmy, that was amazing," his sister sighed. "It felt like you were making love to your sister's pussy."
"Because I was," he told her. "You have such a beautiful one, Chan. I love making it feel good."
"Mmmm, you make it feel like love, my darling brother."
"I love you so much, Chan," he said as he kissed her again.
Jimmy's sister kissed him back hard and deep. "You taste like my puss hole," she giggled when they broke off the kiss.
Meanwhile, his painfully swollen dick was still smooshed against his sister's bare mound. Chanel opened her legs wider and lifted them up, bringing her slippery slit into straight contact with his pole.
"Put it in me, Jimmy. Oh, please put that big dick inside me," she whispered.
Lifting his body just above Chanel's, Jimmy pushed the tip of his cock up to her slick petals. She uttered a husky moan as she reached down and guided his shaft with her hand, taking him into her core, inch by throbbing inch. She was so much tighter than Brenda, but he kept that bit of information to himself as he ground his rod deeper and deeper into his sister's snug hole. She mewled and whimpered at the deep press of every inch of cock going further and further inside her. Her brother was barely able to breathe either as he gazed at his sister's rapturous face, finally sinking the entire length of his shaft into her big, luscious body.
Once Jimmy's cock was fully embedded, Chanel looked at him with wide, glistening eyes, almost as if she was seeing his face for the first time.
"Jimmy," she whispered. "You're... the first one."
He looked back at his sister in surprise. At first he wasn't even sure if he should believe her, but he knew she'd never kid around about something like that. It was mostly that he was amazed and beside himself with happiness to be his beloved sister's first.
"Are you sure it's okay?" he asked softly, but when he saw the intense look of pure love in her eyes he already knew the answer.
"Oh yes, Jimmy, I love how you feel inside me. I wish we did this a long time ago. God, I love you so much."
"I love you, too, big sister," he said, giving her a long, deep kiss.
As much as Jimmy had loved getting his cock into Brenda's hot, willing pussy, being inside his own sister was something special. It was like a completely different experience. He kept his cock still but deep in Chanel's tunnel, just savoring the intense connection shared only by a brother and sister who loved each other in this most special of ways. Then he kissed her and began moving his cock in and out of her, stroking his pulsating shaft in her hot, wet clasp.
After the first several strokes, Chanel couldn't hold her brother's kiss as she started breathing too hard, pulling in a deep gasp every time his big, swollen member surged into her cunt.
"Ohhhhh, Jimmy, baby... I didn't think anything could feel this good," she moaned. "Keep giving your sister that huge cock! I want it all the time!"
Her brother wanted to agree with her but he couldn't get out more than a syllable or two at a time. He was groaning as loudly as she was while his hips rocked into the soft, warm cushion of her large, voluptuous body. Her juice was all over both of them as his balls squished up to her big ass with every thrust. Chanel's hole gripped and squeezed her brother's pumping cock like she wanted to keep his rod inside her forever, making him want to pump and thrust harder and faster with every exquisite second that passed.
Yet Jimmy never forgot about his sister's pleasure. He made sure to hold the angle of his cock thrusts that made her gasp and moan the most. His own pleasure was that much more intense when he knew his cock was making that beautifully chubby goddess mewl like a sex kitten who needed her brother's man flesh deep inside. Every hot stroke of his pulsing piston brought a rush of pleasure that shot through his entire body. He knew they were both moaning and crying out so loudly by now that there was no way their mother would miss it no matter where she was in the house. And at that hour of the morning, it was most likely she was still in her own bedroom, just on the other side of the wall from Jimmy's room.
Jimmy couldn't help feeling even more aroused thinking his mother could probably hear them. Diane had never been a heavy enough sleeper to keep sleeping through the high volume porn soundtrack that was now coming from her son's bedroom. He wanted his mother to know just how much he loved his sister, how well he would always take care of her every need. And he wanted her to remember he was there for her too. If it could be like this with his sister, it would have to be at least that good with his equally hot mother.
"Ohhhh, Jimmy, it feels so good!" his sister squealed loudly. "Fuck me, baby! Never stop! I love that big, hard, fucking cock! Fuck your sister, baby. Oh god, you're gonna make me cum again!"
Jimmy started pumping Chanel's pussy even harder, giving her long, hard thrusts. Their bodies were making loud slapping sounds along with the squishy squelching noises of his meat shaft pounding in and out of her cream-coated fuckhole.
"Cum for me, baby," Jimmy growled. "Cum with me... cum with your brother!"
"FFFFFFUCK!" Chanel screamed as her body started to shake with spasms. "Do it inside me, baby brother! I need that hot cum! I need it so bad!"
Chanel gasped and squealed with joy as her climax hit a celestial crest. At the same time, Jimmy cried out at the top of his voice that he was cumming inside his beautiful sister, his throbbing cock already pulsing with hot jets of man cream shooting deep inside her sheath.
Jimmy kept pumping his rock hard pole into his gasping sister even after his balls were emptied of their precious cargo of baby sauce. His dick stayed hard long enough to bring his breathless sister to another climax before she put her hands on his hips to make him stop.
"You fucked me sore, you big stud," she giggled, looking at him with love and pride.
Jimmy was more in love with his sister than ever. And if he hadn't just filled her fertile pussy with more cum than he could ever remember squirting in one batch, just seeing her large, sweaty body would be making him throb to fuck her all over again.
"I love you so much," he said as he snuggled beside his naked sibling.
"Oh, Jimmy, I love you too. I'm so happy you were my first. It's what I've always wanted."
"I'm really happy to be your first, baby," he said, remembering how she liked him calling her baby. "I wish I could be your last, too."
Chanel gaped at him in awe. "You mean... like... a boyfriend?"
"No. Boyfriends come and go. I'm talking about something more serious than that."
"Oh, Jimmy, I had no idea you loved me that much."
"I always have, baby."
Before they could take the conversation any further, their mother rapped lightly on Jimmy's bedroom door. She opened it without waiting for an invitation to go in and stood in the doorway. She only looked shaken for a couple of seconds as she saw the way her son and daughter were lying naked together in bed. There was her son's cock lying across his sister's leg, still wet from the forbidden sex they just had, and his hand cupping one of Chanel's big, naked tits. Diane also let her eyes move over her daughter's freshly fucked pussy slit before she looked up at their faces.
"I'm just heading downstairs to get breakfast started," Diane announced. "I thought we could have a nice, family breakfast for a change."
"Sure, Mom. That sounds good," Jimmy said.
Chanel was blushing so hard she buried her face in her brother's neck, avoiding eye contact with their mother.
"Great," Diane said with a slightly strained smile. Then she closed the door and left her son and daughter to wonder how she was going to react to everything she'd heard and seen that morning.
IV
Jimmy was the first to go downstairs and greet his mother after she'd seen him naked in bed with his sister. Chanel had felt embarrassed and didn't know what to think about their mother's casual reaction, but her brother assured her everything would be alright. While she went to take a shower, Jimmy just pulled on a pair of boxer briefs and went down to the kitchen after after washing his face and brushing his teeth. He felt fresher than before but the smell of his sister's wet pussy was all over him. Diane was in the kitchen making pancakes. Her son could tell she was naked under her light, satin robe as it was tied more loosely than usual in the front.
When Diane saw her son, her eyes traveled up and down his body a few times before she asked him to sit down at the table. When he did, she stopped what she was doing and sat across from him. Jimmy had to take a deep breath at the sight of the full mounds of his mother's sumptuous tits. Her robe was closed only far enough to cover her areolas and nothing more.
"I'm glad we have a few minutes to ourselves, honey," she said.
Jimmy nodded, a concerned look on his face. He could tell his mother was taking what happened between Chanel and him seriously, but she didn't seem upset or angry. Since his sister always took a while in the shower he would have a little time to see how their mother was feeling about it. She hadn't wanted to get out of bed any more than Jimmy, but after Diane's appearance in her son's bedroom they knew they had to deal with the consequences sooner or later.
Jimmy had done everything he could to assure his sister that he loved her and had no intention of backing down from their new relationship. That made Chanel happy, but she was just as glad to let her brother go downstairs and face their mother first.
"I want you and your sister to relax and know I'm not upset now that this has finally happened between the two of you," Diane went on.
"Finally happened? What do you mean, Mom?"
Diane rolled her eyes and even laughed briefly. "Oh please," she said. "The way the two of you act around each other it was obvious you were going to end up having sex sooner or later. Maybe other people just think you're close as brother and sister, but I'm your mother. I know the two of you better than anyone."
Jimmy felt his face flush. He never thought his feelings for his sister were so transparent. That meant his feelings for his mother were probably just as obvious. But then again, if Brenda could tell then their mom had probably suspected something even sooner. He also remembered how he promised his mother he would take care of Chanel, and that he was going to stay there with both of them as he was now the man of the house. He wanted them both to know he was serious about it.
"It wasn't just sex, Mom," he finally said. "Chanel and I were making love."
The smile that came to his mother's supple lips was both bittersweet and filled with maternal pride. "I know, honey," she told him. "I could tell that just from listening to you."
Jimmy blushed again even though he wasn't surprised Diane had heard them. They hadn't exactly made much of an effort to be quiet. "Sorry, Mom. We didn't mean to be so loud. I guess we got a little carried away." He paused and thought a moment. "How much did you hear?" he finally asked.
A sly smile came to his mother's supple lips. "Everything," she told him straight out.
Diane then took a deep breath that forced her robe open wider, exposing more of her large melons. Jimmy suspected she did it on purpose, but he certainly didn't mind the enhanced view of his mother's impressive cleavage and he didn't mind taking advantage of it. It was different from seeing her in a bikini at Brenda's the day before. She was completely naked under her robe and Jimmy was on edge waiting to see if it was going to fall open and expose even more of his mother's luscious body.



"Well, honey," she told him after careful consideration, "you're the man of the house now, so you shouldn't have to hold back in your own home. I should probably be very upset about it. That would be most mothers' reaction, after all. Brothers and sisters just don't do that sort of thing. But I'm not most mothers and we both know Chanel is a special girl. She's... well, she's sensitive and needs someone who loves her as much as you do. You're also very special, son. So maybe the usual rules about these things aren't important for a family like ours."
Jimmy looked at his mother in surprise. It was one thing that she was being so casual about catching her son and daughter fucking, but it was another to hear her rationalize excuses that made it sound perfectly alright. At the same time, Jimmy was hard pressed to disagree. His mother and sister were both special, and he was dedicated to both of them. Of course, now he would be taking care of his sister in a completely new way and he couldn't be happier, except that he couldn't stop thinking of his mother the same way he thought about his sister. The way Diane's robe was hanging open as her large tits hovered near the table's edge wasn't making it any easier.
Diane's tits weren't quite as big as her daughter's, but they were still lusciously full and shapely. And now her nipples were erect and denting the robe that barely covered them. Despite the amount of sex and masturbating Jimmy had experienced in the past twenty-four hours, his cock started to tingle and swell at the sight of his barely dressed mother. She was smiling at him the same way she'd smiled in the car driving home from Brenda's the day before. Jimmy found himself wishing his mother's horny, blonde friend was there to suck his dick while he gazed at his mother's big, hot body.
It would've been even better to have Chanel suck him off while their mother's boobs were practically hanging out in the open, but neither of those things were about to happen. Diane was being more open and accepting of his recent activities than he expected, but he didn't want to press his luck.
Jimmy finally brought his eyes up from his mother's tits to her face. There was no way she could miss where he'd been looking, but she didn't react to it one way or the other. She just kept looking at him with a smile, but the kind that said she had serious things on her mind.
"I'll always be here for you and Chan, Mom," he said, finally reclaiming his voice. His mother's smile grew bigger and brighter.
"I hope you mean that, honey. Your sister and I are really starting to rely on you. And, ummm, Chanel especially after last night."
Jimmy's face flushed. Even if his mother didn't mind that her son and daughter were fucking, it was going to take some time before he got used to her knowing... and approving. He felt unbelievably lucky, but it was still a lot to get used to. His cock loved the idea, but his brain was a bit slower to catch up.
"I promise, Mom. You two are the most important thing in the world to me."
"That's so sweet, baby. But... if you're really going to be serious about taking on the role of the man of the house, I'm glad you remember that you have two ladies to take care of here at home."
Jimmy noticed his mother's eyelids narrow as she reminded him he lived with two big, beautiful women. He was glad to be sitting at the table since his cock was now growing thicker in his boxer briefs. Her tone was starting to remind him of the way she talked when he came in last night after fucking Brenda. With her narrow-eyed expression, Diane leaned forward, pressing her large, barely covered tits into the edge of the table. The edges of her areolas were now visible where her robe was open. She looked like she wanted to say something, but she hesitated like she was stalling.
"I'll always remember that, Mom," he said, just trying to break the weird silence.
"Good," she replied. "I hope Brenda won't end up being too much of a distraction for you."
"Oh, umm, no Mom, of course not," he nearly stammered, not knowing how to talk his way out of it. "Brenda's just... uhhh, just..."
Then Diane finished his sentence for him in her own way. "She's just a horny pussy for you to fuck because you're young and hot and you need more sex than other boys your age."
"Umm, I guess," he said quietly, blushing. But it wasn't like she was wrong.
"It's okay, honey. Mommy understands those needs you have. Be careful with your sister, though. She might not be so understanding. Now that she can give you everything Brenda can, maybe it's better if you break it off. You don't want to hurt her feelings, do you?"
Jimmy shook his head. He had already been thinking he shouldn't fuck his mother's friend anymore. Now that he had Chanel, why should he bother? Except that Brenda could suck cock like a porn star. But was that enough of an excuse to risk hurting his precious sister?
"Sweetheart," his mother broke into his thoughts, her big boobs still mashed against the table. Her eyes were boring right into him. "Did you cum inside your sister?"
Jimmy was taken aback by his mother's question, but she was staring at him like she expected a serious answer. She'd asked him the same thing about Brenda, even though she'd phrased it quite differently. It was a weird feeling to explain, but Jimmy felt proud of the fact that he'd given his beautiful sister a nice, big pussyful of cum. Even though she was probably just being a concerned mother about the possibility of her son getting her daughter pregnant, he wanted her to know.
"Yes, Mom," he told her, a little bit of confidence coming back into his voice. "I did it right before you came in and saw us. I didn't even think about pulling out and neither did Chan."
"Oh, umm, alright." Diane was visibly surprised by her son's defiant pride. It took a few seconds for her to regain her outward calm. "Neither of you seemed at all unhappy about it, so I suppose you're going to keep doing it."
Jimmy's cock was now fully erect inside his briefs. He realized it wasn't just because of the way his mother's hefty tits were so generously exposed, but because it was arousing to freely talk to her about cumming inside his sister.
"I'll only stop if Chan asks me to," the boy confessed boldly. "In fact, she wanted it that way. Inside her, I mean."
His mother had a faraway look in her eyes. "Oh yes," she said, barely above a whisper. "I could hear her telling you what she wanted."
Jimmy suddenly remembered his mother had listened to everything, and he was getting the distinct impression she liked what she heard. He couldn't resist slipping his hand under the table and giving his swollen cock shaft a squeeze. At this point, he didn't care if his mother could tell what he was doing with his hand.
"So," the boy continued, "if you heard her then you know she really wanted me to let go inside her. You know how much I love her now, so you shouldn't be surprised I'm willing to give her anything and everything she wants."
"Ohhh my. Lucky girl."
"Even luckier guy."
"Hmm," his mother became thoughtful. "I suppose if she gets pregnant then I can help out with the baby so you can stay in college."
"That would be great, Mom. If it happens. You'd be the hottest looking grandmother I've ever seen."
Diane blushed and smiled, obviously pleased with her son's compliment. She leaned back and took a deep breath that nearly pushed her unwieldy tits free of her robe. Then she stood up from the table. Her robe was now open at least three inches wide all the way down in spite of the sash still being tied. That was all that was keeping her robe from falling open all the way. Now Jimmy could see his mother's pussy. It was just as bald and pretty as his sister's.
"It sounds like your sister's finished with the shower," Diane announced. "I'll take my turn next. You should get a shower, too, honey. I don't know if you want to go around smelling of your sister's pussy all day."
Jimmy was about to say he didn't mind that at all, but she was out the door before he could respond. As much as he loved having Chanel's scent on him he knew he really needed a shower. Meanwhile, he helped himself to some of the bacon and eggs his mother had already cooked.
He was still eating when Chanel came in. She looked amazing in a sun dress her brother had never seen her in before. It had a cheerful floral print and was daringly low cut, showing more of her braless cleavage than her brother had ever seen her display before. It was also shorter than the dresses she usually wore, with the hem coming no more than halfway down her thick thighs. She almost never wore makeup, but this morning she'd put on a little mascara and pale lip gloss.
"Wow!" Jimmy said the moment he saw her. "You look amazing, baby."
Chanel blushed and grinned brightly. "Thank you, darling," she said, putting together a plate of breakfast for herself.
"You must be going somewhere special," her brother observed.
Chanel grew a little coy. "Hmm, that remains to be seen. I was planning to run some errands, but I was hoping someone special might drive me around."
"Oh? Why not just take your own car?"
Chanel rolled her eyes dramatically. "Because, silly, I want to spend the day with my man."
Jimmy couldn't help grinning. He loved having his sister think of him that way. "Well I think your man would be very happy to spend the day with the hottest babe in town."
"Oh my god," she giggled heartily. Then she turned more serious. "So did you and Mom talk about... ya know?"
"You mean did we talk about her walking in on us naked in bed right after we fucked for the first time?"
"Ugh! You know that's what I meant!"
Jimmy flashed his sister a playful smile. "Don't worry, Chan. She pretty much knows everything. She could hear us so she didn't even really need to see us. But she's cool with it. She understands."
Chanel furrowed her brow in mild confusion. "What do you mean she understands?"
Jimmy repeated the highlights of his conversation with their mother, leaving out any parts about Brenda or the way Diane seemed especially interested in whether or not her son had cum inside his sister's pussy or any of the stuff about the possibility of Chanel getting pregnant. She looked really relieved, which turned into a bubbly happiness that she wouldn't have to pretend she wasn't in love with her brother the whole time they were at home. Out in public would be a lot trickier, but at least home would be their safehaven.
After letting the good news sink in for a minute or two, Chanel suddenly turned more serious. "She wasn't jealous?" she asked, surprising her brother.
He denied the idea emphatically, but his sister just looked skeptical.
"Hmmm, I guess we'll see," she said cryptically.
Jimmy chose to avoid the topic, at least for now, and got up to go upstairs and take a shower before driving his sister around on whatever errands she had in mind. Chanel giggled when she saw the enormous bulge stretching out the front of her brother's boxer briefs. Jimmy could never get enough of his sister admiring his swollen cock, so he pushed his briefs down past his balls to expose his big shaft. He took it in hand and stroked it a few times as she watched.
"God, Jimmy, I can't believe you put that whole thing inside me."
"Neither can I. But it was the best feeling in the world."
Jimmy forgot about taking a shower for the moment. His sister was staring at his hand on his cock as she sat at the table. Her nipples were quickly swelling into prominent knots that showed up clearly in her dress without the extra layer of a bra.
"Maybe you didn't fuck your big sister hard enough if you're already horny again," Chanel giggled, not at all disappointed to see her younger brother's erection.
"I can't help it that you always make me horny, babe," he said, his hand steadily working the length of his bloated member. "You look so hot in that dress."
"Jimmy, what if Mom comes back?" she asked, although the look in her eyes clearly told her brother she was perfectly happy to keep watching him stroke his big, excited cock.
"She'll be in the shower a while," he surmised. "Besides, it's not like she hasn't already seen us together."
Chanel giggled deviously. "Yeah, but we're supposed to be recovering. What would she think if she knew you were jerking off in front of me right here in the kitchen?"
"She'd think her son was really in love with her daughter." Jimmy wasn't about to admit that the hard on he was now stroking for his sister was originally caused by their mother and her careless way of wearing her robe this morning. But it was Chanel who was now making him throb to the point that he wasn't about to stop until he relieved the building pressure in his cum-filled balls.
"Oh, Chan, show me your tits," the smitten brother pleaded. "They're so gorgeous. Just let me see them so I can finish faster."
Chanel just grinned wickedly, and without hesitating she unbuttoned the top of her dress until her firm jugs spilled out like a pair of over-inflated teardrops. She cupped the mounds of pretty flesh in her hands and played with her nipples, fully aware of her brother's rapt attention. But she was just as entranced watching him jack his pole as she had been in the bathroom when he jerked off for her the day before. He could feel her love for him in the way her adoring eyes were soaking up the sight of his pulsating pole.
"Oh, sis, fuck," he groaned, his hand pounding faster and harder. "You're gonna make me cum."
"Do it in my mouth, baby," his sister cooed. "Otherwise Mom is gonna be finding your juice all over the kitchen.
"You're the best sister in the world," Jimmy told her as he stepped close enough to push the tip of his cock against her moist, supple lips. He moaned deeply as she readily took his boner into her mouth, lightly sucking the head while she put her hand around the lower end of his shaft. Almost immediately, she was bobbing her head and hand back and forth along her brother's engorged rod. Jimmy couldn't believe his beautifully curved sister was sucking his cock right at the kitchen table while their mother was upstairs taking a shower.
It wasn't quite twenty-four hours earlier that he was standing in front of Brenda with his cock in her mouth, too, while staring at his sunbathing mother out the window. It was hard to believe how much could change in the course of one day, but Jimmy's life was getting better by the hour.
"Ohhh, baby," he groaned. "Your mouth is so good. I love you so much, but if you don't stop soon I'm gonna cum."
"That's the whole idea, silly," she told him, briefly letting him out of her mouth. But as soon as she spoke the words, she had her brother's pulsating meat back between her hungry lips.
Jimmy loved watching his pretty sister loving his cock with her mouth. He could easily have stood there all day watching her moist lips slide along his beefy stalk, but the way her tongue and hand were moving over his flesh was bringing him closer to the edge every second. It was then that he realized while her pussy might have been virginal until that morning, her mouth and hand were clearly more experienced. But he forced that idea out of his head and concentrated on savoring the pleasure of his chubby love-doll's mouth. The feeling was too good to be letting his mind wander anywhere else.
Chanel fondled her brother's smooth shaven balls with her free hand while she patiently pleasured his throbbing shaft with the other along with her talented lips. He wished he had his phone so he could take video of the experience, knowing he would watch it over and over to relive the pleasure.
"Oh, ohhhhhh baby," he groaned. "Your mouth is so good. I'm... I'm... fuck, sis, I'm gonna cum!"
Chanel sucked harder and faster while Jimmy's pole lurched with spasms of pleasure that sent pulsing jets of warm cum into her mouth. She sucked his spurting load from his cock like a milkshake through a straw, letting the delicious goo splash across her tongue and travel on down her throat into her rounded belly.
"Mmmmm, that was soooo delicious, baby," Chanel cooed with a giggle once she finally released her brother's cock.
"That was amazing, Chan," he said. She could easily suck cock as well as Brenda, but he wasn't about to say so.
"I'm glad to see at least one person in this house had a nutritious breakfast," Diane said suddenly from the kitchen doorway.
The siblings were momentarily surprised, but they both quickly remembered they had no more secrets from their mother. Jimmy turned and faced her, his cock still hard and only beginning to go soft after filling his sister's mouth with cum.
"Oh, hey Mom," the boy said, noticing his mother's eyes taking in the sight of his exposed cock. "We were just, umm, finishing up with breakfast. I guess the shower's free, huh?"
"Yes, honey. I saved you some hot water. You really need one this morning."
Chanel couldn't suppress a short giggle at her mother's suggestive remark. Then she was overjoyed when her brother leaned over and gave her a slow, loving kiss on her cum-flavored mouth right in front of Diane. It made her feel as much like Jimmy's girlfriend as his sister, and she was happy to think that she was now both. The fact that he wasn't afraid to show his love for her in front of their mother made her happier than she could describe.
Jimmy finally excused himself and went upstairs to take his long awaited shower. He took his time as he wondered how much of his sister's blowjob their mother had seen. He liked the idea of Diane seeing him with his cock in Chanel's mouth, and the way his sister had eagerly welcomed his load of spunk into her belly. His cock started getting hard again when he thought about the way his mother looked at it sticking forward, still hard and glistening with traces of his cum and Chanel's saliva. It was so brazen and dirty, yet at the same time it was a symbol of their familial love and devotion.
Despite her brother telling her about their mother's easy-going attitude, Chanel still felt a little nervous being left alone in the kitchen with Diane. She got along well with her mother, but being caught with her brother's cock in her pussy and then in her mouth all in the same morning wasn't exactly the usual topic of mother-daughter breakfast talk. But it was too late to make a smooth escape when Diane told her to sit down because they needed to talk. Chanel already knew what the topic was going to be.
Diane reached across the table and held her daughter's hand. "I'm happy for you, sweetie, I really am. It's not like I expected you were going to fall in love with your brother, but to be perfectly honest, Jimmy's the kind of guy I always hoped you'd find."
Chanel felt a huge sense of relief, so much that she couldn't even remember why she had been dreading being alone with her mother. Hearing it straight from Diane made all the difference. The first half of their talk was pretty much a replay of the talk their mother had with Jimmy. Chanel felt closer than ever to Diane, and at the same time she couldn't help sensing something bittersweet in the older woman's tone as she told Chanel she was lucky to have a guy like her brother. Chanel blushed when her mom said the same thing she'd said to Jimmy.
"I always thought it was just a matter of time before the two of you became lovers," Diane said. "I know I don't have to tell you how special your brother is. Just take good care of him because I know he'll take good care of you."
Chanel detected an envious tone in her mother's voice. Then it made more sense how Diane ended up watching them upstairs in bed and then again in the kitchen. The girl felt her heart stop as she realized her mother wanted Jimmy between her legs just as much as she did. She was in shock, but only for a few seconds. It made sense. Diane treated Jimmy like a prince, doting on him as if he could do no wrong, which he rarely, if ever, did. It was one of the things that made him special to the women in his life. That, and that big, luscious cock he had.



Just when Chanel thought her brother was finally all hers, she started to wonder if she would end up having to share him with their mother. It surprised her not to feel more jealous about the prospect. Especially since it if were any other woman Chanel would want to beat the slut to a pulp. Yet it didn't seem possible to think of her mother the same way. It almost made sense that Jimmy should sexually service his mother as well as his sister, making him the household stud. The true man of the house. The younger girl also had to admit their mother was most certainly turned on by watching her kids please each other. Why else would she have stayed to watch as long as she had, twice.
An unusually wicked smile graced the girl's lips who normally seemed so plump, pretty and innocent. The warm quiver of excitement in her pussy was unexpected and unavoidable. She realized if Jimmy ever fucked their mother then she wanted to see it, to be part of it so she'd never lose the deep connection she and her brother now had. And then there was the added excitement of the incestuous taboo of it all. Sure, Jimmy was the one guy Chanel loved with every beat of her heart, but she couldn't deny the amazing thrill she felt knowing the cock that was desperately slamming into her hungry pussy was her own brother's. It made her feel so bold and sexy.
Chanel giggled briefly before the devious smile faded.
"Something funny?" her mother asked, crinkling her brow.
"No, not really," Chanel said. "I just think, ummm..."
"Yes, honey?"
"I think we have a lot in common where Jimmy's concerned."
Diane seemed slightly taken aback by her daughter's remark. "That's ridiculous," she said, feebly. "I'm his mother. I could never..."
"Yeah, and I'm his sister."
"You sure are," Jimmy interrupted, suddenly coming back to the kitchen, now dressed to take Chanel out. "And you're the most beautiful sister any guy ever had."
With their mother sitting right there, Chanel blushed and felt so warm inside. Jimmy went to the table and leaned over to hug his sister, giving her a long, deep, very unbrotherly kiss on the lips while their mother gazed at them without blinking. She was in heaven as she kissed her brother back, both of them probing each other's mouth with their tongues under the watchful eye of their mother. Chanel realized she wanted Diane to feel the loving joy that she was.
The kiss went on for a long time before Jimmy stood upright and announced it was time to go. It wasn't the right time for Chanel and Diane to continue their conversation anyway, but the girl flashed a playful smile over her shoulder toward her mother as she followed her brother out to the car.
V
Chanel was so happy she could barely concentrate on shopping. It was enough for her to just be out with her brother who was now treating her like the most beautiful queen in the world. It was the happiest she'd ever been, except for when she had her beloved brother's cock driving in and out of her eager pussy. Every time her mind flashed back on those amazing moments she couldn't help giggling out loud. He seemed to know exactly what she was thinking and would utter a snicker along with her.
It didn't take Jimmy very long to realize his sister didn't really need anything at the mall. Shopping was just an excuse for them to go out together, even if it wasn't like a regular date situation. But he wanted to be able to give that to his sister: to take her out like a boyfriend would for a nice dinner or to the movies. Despite their recent flurry of sexual activity, Jimmy actually felt a little nervous about asking his sister out on a date. It was probably just an automatic response since he didn't expect she'd say no.
Meanwhile, they kept passing clothing stores that had stick-thin mannequins in the windows displaying the latest, sexy fashions for girls Chanel's age. At most of them, she uttered a wistful sigh and said she wished we could wear outfits like the ones the stores were promoting.
"Why can't you?" her brother finally asked her.
"Because, Jimmy, in case you haven't noticed, I'm built pretty big," she said evasively.
He stopped her went close to put his arms around her. "The way I'd say that is you're built sexy and perfect. If there's any girl I want to see in outfits like those it's you, Chan. Hopefully you noticed how much I love what you've got. Skinny girls just don't do it for some guys. Like me, for instance."
Chanel snickered, pleased. "Hmmm, well I've noticed you do get a certain reaction around me when I'm not wearing much."
"That's because you're so fucking hot," her brother whispered so no one else would hear.
"Ohh, Jimmy... " she sighed.
Then, while still holding his sister's fully curvaceous body in his arms, Jimmy kissed her lovingly on the mouth, right in front of the hundreds of people milling around them. He didn't even care if someone who knew them walked by, even though the chances were pretty slim.
"Oh god, I love you, baby," Chanel cooed between kisses.
"I love you, too, girlfriend."
The plump, young beauty giggled happily. "I love it when you call me that," she said, blushing.
"Well, that's what you are. And, I think we need to get you some hot outfits so I can show you off on dates."
"Dates? Seriously? You mean...?"
"Yes. I want us to go out like a couple where the whole world can see what sexy girlfriend I have."
Chanel's smile looked like it would never leave her pretty face. They then went into a couple of stores where Jimmy got his sister to pick out a couple more sun dresses that were even more revealing than the one she was wearing now. She was full of laughter and excitement when he always urged her to go with the most revealing choice, telling her how he couldn't wait to see the way her tits or thighs would look in them. He even got her to pick out a skintight party dress. It wasn't easy finding everything in a size that would fit her, but they managed to find enough to make them both happy.
After, when they were passing the famous lingerie store that's in every mall in the country, Jimmy practically shoved his sister into the entrance. He didn't even give her a chance to pick anything out. He stood with her and picked up all manner of slutty looking panties and bras, telling her how he couldn't wait to see her in them. Chanel had never bothered with scanty underwear before, but it made her pulse race to have her brother make the choices. The idea of wearing them for him made her heart go faster.
It didn't hurt that the clerk in the lingerie store was also a pretty, plus-sized girl. She took one look at Chanel and her brother, and then at their daring purchases, and told them they made a beautiful couple.
After that, Jimmy wanted to go to the food court and get something to eat, but Chanel suggested they eat at home. She wanted to go back to the car where they could talk without anyone overhearing. Jimmy was curious to hear whatever she wanted to talk about. Since she didn't want anyone overhearing them, it had to be something pretty taboo, which was rapidly becoming his favorite topic.
They put Chanel's shopping bags in the back of the car and got in the front. Jimmy didn't start the car, but remained parked where they were and waited for his sister to bring up whatever was on her mind. It wasn't easy for him to concentrate, though. He was still feeling a rush from picking out all those sexy clothes for the plus sized beauty to show off for him in, and her legs were nearly all exposed from the way her dress rode up on the car seat. Her skin was perfect, and the full shape of her legs made her brother's heart race.
Before Chanel could say anything, Jimmy reached over and felt her thigh.
"Jimmy, I'll never remember what I was going to say with you rubbing my leg like that," she said without trying to push his hand away.
"Oh sorry, Chan. I can't help it, though. I really like touching my girlfriend 'cuz she's so hot."
Chanel giggled. "You're so bad. I can't believe my little brother, I mean my boyfriend, is such a horndog!"
"How can I help it when my girl is so hot?"
He slipped his hand up her thigh, going under her dress to her panties. She giggled some more but then heaved a deep sigh as he slipped his fingers into her panties and teasingly rubbed her pussy lips. All she could do was lean back in her seat and spread her legs further apart to give him more.
"Jimmy, what if somebody comes by?" his sister asked weakly.
"No one can see where my hand is, baby. Just enjoy the feeling."
"Oooohhh, it does feel so good." Then, after a moment she added, "Am I really your baby?"
"Of course you are," he said, teasing the tip of a finger into her hole. She was already beginning to seep juice all around her lips and her brother's fingers. "I hope you know that by now," he added.
"Oh, baby, I do, I do. I just... I could never get tired of hearing you say so. I'm just so happy now. This is the happiest I've ever been."
"That makes two of us, baby. A happy couple, just like that girl said in the store."
All thoughts of any other reality cast aside, Jimmy gazed at his sister lovingly as she sank even further down. He slipped his finger deeper into her pussy and searched for her clit with his thumb. It was already starting to swell and harden. Chanel cooed sexily as her brother rubbed her pearl with the pad of his thumb and teased her hole with his finger. She was so wet for him and starting to drip down her slit. She looked at him a little bit in awe, and a lot in lust as she gnawed frantically at her bottom lip.
"Ooohhh, Jimmy I wish you could just fuck me right now, right here," she moaned.
Jimmy slipped a second finger into her pussy and started slipping them in and out. It was so amazing how slick and creamy his sister's velvet tunnel felt. He loved fingering her, feeling her succulent hole and watching her respond with so much pleasure, but he would never stop wanting to get his cock back in that tight, heavenly treasure. Jimmy's rod was already hard as a rock and straining against his pants.
"Oh god, Jimmy," his sister moaned, gazing at his bulge. "I can't believe you're this horny again. Are you constantly hard?" She giggled, proud of her little brother's rigid virility.
"That's your fault, sexy," he told her with a grin. "I just want my baby all the time."
"Mmmmmm, I loooooove being your baby," she cooed.
On that, Jimmy kept fucking his sister's pussy with his fingers while she reached over to feel his cock through his pants. He loved everything about this new relationship they had, and he kept fingering her hole, determined to make her cum right there in the car before they went home where he was already thinking he would fuck her and make her cum yet again.
The front of Chanel's dress was now up around her broadly curved hips and her panties were doing nothing to conceal the juicy slip and slide of her brother's fingers in and out of her hole. He put his thumb back to work on her clit, causing her to moan and whimper at his mercy while he leaned close and kissed her neck.
"God, Chan, you're so hot. And your pussy is just about the prettiest thing I ever saw. I want it so much, baby. I want it all the time now."
She was breathless, barely able to eke out the words when she tried to protest. "What if somebody comes?"
"Hopefully you'll be the one cumming," he growled.
And sure enough, just as if she predicted it, three middle-aged men came out from the mall into the parking garage. Jimmy spotted them, smiling to himself as he saw that they were coming straight down the row of cars they were parked in. Chanel didn't see them yet. She was just leaning back against her seat and rocking her hot pussy against her brother's hand, lost to the pleasure of his fingers.
Jimmy's cock felt like it was going to rip out the zipper of his pants at any second. As excited as he was, the thought of showing off his hot sister to the men walking in their direction only increased his throbbing condition. With his free hand, he unbuttoned the front of Chanel's already lowcut dress and liberated her luscious tits. He fondled and squeezed her hefty orbs, paying special attention to her excited nipples, knowing how much it would make her pussy ache for more.
"Jimmy," she whimpered weakly. "Someone might see." Yet she did nothing to stop him.
"And wouldn't they be lucky," he growled softly, knowing the three men were going to pass right in front of their car at any second.
Jimmy kept massaging his sister's world class tits, leaning in to tease her excited nipples with his tongue and suck them into his mouth. His attention to her nipples caused her pussy to leak onto the back part of her dress that was still stuck between her ass and the seat. She scuttled as low as she could to keep her thighs open and give her brother enough room to tease her G spot with the tips of his fingers and her clit with the pad of his thumb. Chanel's whole body was rocking with pleasure now. She surrendered completely to the pleasure of her brother's deep touch and forgot they were in a public parking garage.
The men walking toward their car were getting closer, and Jimmy forced himself to pull his face away from Chanel's melons. He had no intention of ever sharing his sister with anyone, but he found himself growing more and more excited about these strangers possibly seeing her glorious body at least partially exposed, with her gorgeous tits jutting out of her open dress. If they kept on the path they were going there was little chance they'd miss what was going on in the car. They wouldn't be able to see his hand working over his sister's slit, but her writhing pleasure and wobbling tits would be impossible to miss.
"Jimmy, oh, ohhhhh Jimmyyyyyy," Chanel moaned, growing closer and closer to her climax.
"Cum for me, baby," he crooned. "You're so beautiful when you cum. Cum for your brother."
Being reminded who was fingering her hole made Chanel's body rock and shiver even more. She started to whimper uncontrollably as her body took control. She needed to cum for her beloved Jimmy and nothing was going to get in the way of that. He kept his eye on Chanel, but also kept the three men in the corner of his eye, tracing their progress as they finally passed the front of the car and stopped in their tracks when they saw the surprising sight in the front seat. They stood there staring, all three of them.
"I'm gonna cum, Jimmy. Oh, fuck, you're gonna make me cum!" the voluptuous beauty cried. She suddenly opened her eyes and discovered the men standing there watching her. But it was too late. Her orgasm was already rising up from her core and taking over her plump, topless body. Her prominent tits were heaving wildly as her body shook and twisted in the seat, Jimmy was struggling to keep his hand in place to keep rubbing her sweet spot all the way through her explosion. She might have been shocked at the sudden presence of the voyeuristic strangers, but her brother could tell she was cumming harder because of them.
She was dazed and breathless afterwards. It seemed so unreal that three, middle-aged men were standing in front of the car with obvious erections bulging their pants that she questioned if they were really there. But they were, and instinctively she covered her tits with her arm and looked away so she didn't have to see their faces. Jimmy grinned and barely looked at them as he turned in his seat and started the car, giving the men the signal it was time they kept moving. His cock was as hard as it had ever been before. One of the men gave him a thumbs-up before moving aside.
"Gorgeous tits," one of the others said, openly rubbing his cock bulge as he and the other finally moved out of the way.
Chanel's pussy and tits were still exposed as her brother drove out of the parking space and worked his way out of the garage and onto the street.
"Oh my god, Jimmy, why didn't you warn me?" Her voice sounded dreamy rather than upset, and she was still dazed enough to forget her sodden pussy was still exposed. The arm across her otherwise naked tits seemed to stay in place merely out of instinct.
"Those guys just came up kind of suddenly," he fibbed. "And you were too close to stop. But all they could see was your boobs."
"Ugh, they saw me cum. They saw my own brother make me cum." She still sounded more dreamy than upset, like she was just stating a hard to believe fact.
"There's no way they knew it was your brother making you cum," the boy rationalized. "Besides, they were too busy looking at you. Did you see how hard you made all three of them? And I know you heard what that one guy said about your tits."
Chanel couldn't help giggle. "I guess. They were really bulging, weren't they?"
Jimmy chuckled. "Because of you, baby. Because my sister is so hot and pretty."
"Oh, Jimmy. I should be very upset with you right now, but you always just make me feel so good. And... oh, you poor thing. You're even harder than those guys in the parking garage."
With another quick giggle, Chanel took her arm off from over her tits and reached to caress the hard bulge in her brother's pants while he drove. He groaned with approval, smiling at the way his sister bravely left her jugs exposed while the car moved through the traffic. Jimmy had to force himself to keep his eyes on where they were going.
Chanel unzipped his pants and carefully worked her brother's engorged cock out, stroking him while he drove. "I don't know why I'm doing this for you after you were so naughty back there. Can you imagine? You made me cum in front of those strangers!"
Her brother chuckled but then groaned at the pleasure of her stroking hand. "It's because you love you me, and you know I love you more than anything and would never, ever let anything bad happen to you."
Chanel sighed wistfully. "I know, baby, I do. And I love you so much, but I think you're going to just keep driving me crazy."
"I bet those guys are all jerking off in their car now because of you," the girl's brother pointed out.
"And I bet they're jerking each other," she countered with a wickedly hearty giggle. "That would be even hotter."
He was a little taken aback and looked at his sister in surprise. "Wow. You like that?"
"Of course," she admitted with a playful wink. "What's not to like?"
He briefly wondered if he should tell her about the way he and his friend, Evan, had stroked each other's cocks as a way to relieve each other's pent up spunk. It had been incredibly convenient for both of them. Evan had even sucked Jimmy's cock a couple of times, swallowing his cum while Jimmy closed his eyes and thought about his sister while filling his friend's mouth with creamy seed. But he decided not to tell Chanel about it. At least not now while she was making his organ feel so good.
Jimmy loved his sister's touch on his cock so much he could barely think about what happened in the parking garage anymore. Or with Evan, for that matter. He tried thinking of someplace he could pull the car over and let her suck his cock, or maybe even fuck her. But then he remembered they didn't need to sneak off anywhere for privacy. They could do whatever they wanted right at home and their mother wouldn't mind. If anything, she'd probably want to watch and Jimmy was getting to like letting their mother see the way he could please his girl with his cock more and more.
So, while Chanel continuously caressed her brother's swollen dick, telling him how much she loved his cock and how hard he always got for her, Jimmy drove straight back to their house. He pulled the car into the garage, leaving the door open behind them. A nosy neighbor would have to come inside to see the sister with her tits still out and her brother's swollen cock in her hand. Chanel smiled to see where Jimmy had taken her. He could see she was growing just as comfortable as he was with the unusual freedom they now had in their own home.



The hefty beauty smiled sweetly at her brother as she leaned closer and kept stroking his cock. Jimmy opened the car door and pulled the key out of the ignition to keep it from making that incessant dinging sound, but he had more room. Then he leaned his head the last few inches to his sister's and kissed her. Her hand kept moving up and down his cock while they kissed and tasted each other's tongue for what seemed like a long time. Jimmy's hands were massaging her tits the whole time. The more he played with her hard, excited nipples the more her pussy kept oozing fragrant honey and aching for more.
"Oh, baby brother," the girl finally broke for air. "Is it bad that I don't mind what you did at the mall? Making me cum in front of those guys? It was so bad. Even, I dunno, dirty, but I know it made you happy. Oh god help me, it was so exciting. So dirty, but I'll do anything for you."
"I was so proud of you, my beautiful big sister. I loved how those guys could tell you're my girl."
"Oh, Jimmy, I'll always be your girl."
On that, Chanel gave her brother a much quicker kiss and then lowered her head toward his lap and took his aching cock into her mouth. She made love to his rigid stalk with her lips and hand, letting her lips and tongue lave over his hot flesh, then sucking him deeper while she caressed his balls with her hand. He angled his seat backward a little, allowing him to watch his sister suck and caress his swollen cock. He'd always thought she was pretty like a movie star, but with his cock in her mouth she made him think of an angel.
Jimmy was sighing and moaning with pleasure as Chanel pleasured his meat. He stroked her dark hair and told her how beautiful she was, and how much he loved her. It wasn't long before he noticed their mother standing in the doorway that went from the garage into the house. From where she was standing, she could easily see her daughter's head bobbing up and down in her son's lap. Jimmy made eye contact with the older woman and let her clearly see the pleasure on his face. Her nipples were hard and she briefly bit her bottom lip.
Diane was wearing a light blue wrap-around type of dress that was wrapped pretty loosely at the moment. Most of her thick legs were exposed, and the front was hanging open enough to reveal the full, inner curves of her large tits. Her son's cock pulsed even more at the sight of her. It was more than just a relief to know their mother was tolerant of his relationship with his sister; he knew she liked watching them. Why else would she keep showing up just when he and Chanel were getting each other turned on? He loved his sister so much, and would never do anything to hurt her, but he wished his mother could taste his throbbing cock just the way his sister was at that very moment.
Jimmy uttered a loud groan, purposely wanting his mother to hear how good her daughter was making him feel. Then, with a deep breath that nearly pushed her prominent tits out of her dress, Diane took the two steps down into the garage and walked over to Jimmy's open door. She stood there silently watching Chanel suck her brother's huge rod like it was candy. Jimmy reached over and took his mother's hand in his. They just held hands while they both looked back and forth from each other to Chanel. This went on for two or three minutes before the girl realized there was someone else nearby. She lifted her mouth off Jimmy's cock and looked up at her mother with a smile.
"Hey, Mom. Jimmy was a very naughty boy at the mall so I'm just getting some payback before we bring all my stuff inside."
Jimmy was surprised to see how easily his sister took their mother's sudden appearance, but it was a pleasant surprise to say the least. He and Diane were still holding hands, and Chanel smiled at them when she noticed. There was a devilish gleam in her eyes that excited her surprised brother.
"The neighbors could see what you're doing out here with the door open like that," Diane said a little awkwardly. "You should probably, umm, finish this inside."
Both Jimmy and his sister were happy for their mother's acceptance of their relationship, but Chanel knew there was more to it, no matter how her mother had tried to pass it off during their earlier conversation. The girl had no intention of sharing her brother now that they were together the way she'd always wanted, but their mother didn't seem to count. Not that way. She couldn't bring herself to see their mom as competition. Not like Mom's slutty friend, Brenda who was always drooling over Jimmy whenever they went to use her pool.
Chanel took a good look at her brother and mother holding hands while she herself kept stroking Jimmy's aroused cock. Diane's eyes were directly focused on her daughter's hand and the long, thick prize she was holding. Jimmy's rod was throbbing with need as he looked back and forth between his mother and sister. He could tell his sister caught him gazing at their mother's half naked tits, but she was smiling, still looking as happy as he'd ever seen.
"That's a good idea, Mom," Chanel finally answered. "This car isn't the most comfortable place to make love with my boyfriend anyway."
"But he's... your brother," Diane replied, barely more than a whisper.
Chanel giggled happily. "Yeah, but now he's both. You want us to be happy, don't you, Mom?"
"Of course, I do. It's just that -- that -- people would think it's so wrong."
Chanel giggled, obviously in love with the idea that anyone could think the most beautiful love she could ever feel was wrong. It only made her want her brother even more, if that was possible. Fuck what anyone else ever thought about them.
"Is it wrong the way you're staring at Jimmy's cock like you're dying to see what it tastes like?" the girl asked boldly.
Jimmy was amazed his sister would say that to their mother, but he was glad she did. The more open about their relationship they could be at home the better. And the way his mother's palm was sweating in his hand made his cock throb even more.
"I'm not... doing that," Diane tried to deny her daughter's outrageous accusation.
"Oh, sure, okay," Chanel snickered skeptically. She finally let go of her brother's cock and got out of the car. Without bothering to cover up her still exposed tits, she waited for Jimmy and their mother to follow her inside. When Jimmy got out of the car he left his swollen cock jutting out of his pants the same way his sister left her tits out. He was so eager to feel his cock sliding back into his sister's luscious body again as he followed her upstairs, yet their mother was only a couple of steps behind him. He hoped she was following them so she could watch again. It had felt a little weird the first couple of times, but he couldn't deny it was exciting, too.
Chanel walked into her bedroom, followed by Jimmy while their mother stood in the doorway. She took hold of her brother's cock and stroked it as Diane watched. Jimmy's rode was as swollen as it ever got, and he could tell both his mother and sister were pleased with the results of his excitement. He lovingly stroked his sister's silky hair and told her she was beautiful while she smiled up and him, caressing his cock with her loving touch. They both turned to look at their mother in the doorway. She was in no hurry to leave.
"Maybe you should just use my room," the older woman said. "My bed is bigger than yours. It whould be more comfortable."
"Aww, Mom, that's really nice of you," Chanel replied. "You're so much cooler than any of our friends' moms."
Chanel then led the way out, gently pulling her brother along by his cock. As they passed by Diane, Jimmy took his mother's hand again and pulled her along with them. He led her all the way to her large bed.
"Stay right here with us, Mom," he said. "Chan was a little nervous the first times you watched us, but I think she's okay with it now, aren't you, sis?"
"You're right, baby brother, I was. I was... okay, I was jealous because I know Mom wants you like I do."
Diane blushed, revealing her true feelings.
"But now I know you're never going to leave me," Chanel continued. "And if you're going to do things with Mom, well, she's our mom. It's not you going off and fucking some whore who'd try to take you away from me. Maybe it's weird, but we're a family, right?"
"That's right, sis," Jimmy agreed. "We're a family who really love each other."
"God, Jimmy, you're the best thing ever," Chanel sighed. "See why I can't help being in love with him, Mom?"
Chanel turned her exposed tits toward her brother to let him open the rest of the buttons on the front of her dress. It was in a pile on the floor with her sodden panties within seconds. She then sat on the bed and finished getting her brother's pants off while he took off his shirt. Chanel started stroking his cock again, leaning forward to lick it all over and suck it briefly into her mouth. Jimmy moaned pleasurably and took hold of his mother's hand again. Her hand squeezed his like a vice as she stood so close, watching her daughter taste his big, beautifully formed pole.
"Jimmy, I think Mom wants you to kiss her," Chanel said, slowly stroking his throbbing flesh.
Diane looked shyly at her son, but the look in her eyes told him Chanel was right. She was dying to feel her son's lips take hers in a lover's kiss. With his sister dutifully stroking his cock against her tits, Jimmy leaned forward and kissed his mother's pretty mouth. He felt a little rush of her breath into his mouth as she gasped at first, but then her tongue shot forward and twined with his as they kissed and plumbed each other's mouth.
With his sister touching his cock, the young man of the house felt his mother's hand exploring his bare body while they kissed each other ever deeper and harder. Chanel reached out her empty hand to untie the sash that was barely holding her mother's dress closed. It fell open instantly, and Jimmy immediately started fondling his mother's heavy tits. His heart was pounding with eager excitement.
His mother's melons felt as firm and smooth as his sister's. And while he was still kissing his mother, he could feel his sister's mouth taking his cock back into its wet, swirly warmth. His mother's tits felt so warm and heavy, and when he paid attention to her nipples she moaned into his mouth a lot like Chanel did. Sensitive nipples must run in the family, he thought.
Jimmy lost track of time, but eventually Chanel released his cock while he and his mother broke their long-standing kiss.
"Mom, come sit and taste your son's cock. It's so delicious," the younger girl cooed in a teasing taunt.
Jimmy could hardly believe what he was seeing when his sexy mother sat on the bed beside his equally sexy sister and licked the tip of his cock while Chanel held it for her. They were both so beautiful, so lush and curvy with their thick thighs and big, round, chubby tits. There was no guy on earth as lucky as he was at that moment.
Chanel was almost as spellbound as her brother as she watched their mother grow bolder and hungrier in her lips' exploration of her son's goo-dripping boner. His sister held his shaft upright while his mother angled her head to lick his balls, sucking each smooth-shaven orb into her mouth. Then she came back upright, and giving her son a look that was full of a mother's lust and love, took the head of his cock between her lips and sucked onto his shaft.
Jimmy moaned loudly while his sister flashed him a playful wink. She was moving her hand in synch with the wet stroke of their mother's lips along his rod. It was the most amazing feeling the boy had ever felt. He couldn't imagine how life could be any more perfect until his mother released his cock and his sister pulled it instantly back to her own mouth.
Diane was watching her daughter suck her son's cock in awe. It wasn't the first time she'd witnessed this forbidden spectacle, but this time she was watching from merely a few inches away, awaiting her turn to get that luscious meat back in her own mouth. She also kept looking back at Jimmy, pleased by look of ecstasy on his handsome, young face. She and Chanel then spent some time just passing his cock back forth, taking turns sucking his shank while the other licked his balls.
Jimmy was groaning and gasping with so much pleasure he could barely speak. When they both started rubbing their tongues along opposite sides of his shaft at the same time, Jimmy's cock felt harder than he ever thought possible. With their tongues slipping and sliding in tandem, it looked like his mother and sister were trying to kiss each other with his cock trapped between their mouths.
The only thing keeping the boy from covering the two, luscious ladies of his family's faces with cum was the fact that he'd already shot a couple of loads already that day. He also wanted more than just his mother's and sister's mouths. He want to fuck their pussies. Both of them, right in front of each other.
Jimmy pulled away before the sexy mother and daughter team could make him cum. They both giggled at the way he was straining to keep from blowing. He pushed his mother backward and she landed on her back with a playful shriek. Jimmy loved it when her legs lifted up high and brought her bare pussy into view. He instantly knelt on the bed and pushed his mother's legs apart. He was aware of her and his sister both watching as he lowered his head and started licking his mother's juice-dripping slit.
"Oh, ohhhhh, fuck," Diane moaned.
"Oh, yes, Jimmy, do it!" Chanel cried excitedly. "Eat Mommy's pussy!"
Jimmy loved the sweet and tangy taste of his mother's cunt just as much as his sister's. And Diane's moans of pleasure drove him to lash her pink split with his tongue harder and deeper, pushing a pair of fingers into her hole while he suckled her throbbing clit.
As he looked up from between Diane's large, wide open thighs, he was amazed to see his sister kissing their mother while she played with the older lady's tits. Jimmy's cock was throbbing at the sight, especially when Chanel moved down to take turns sucking each of their mother's nipples. He didn't think either of them was bisexual, not that it mattered.
Jimmy knew Chanel had played with Rayne plenty of times when they were alone in her room. He didn't think she realized he knew about it, but he thought it was hot, the same way Chanel thought the idea of those men from the parking garage stroking each other's cocks was hot. But what could the boy say? He'd had his share of same sex fun with Evan and now he wondered what his sister or mother would think about that. And then, if he knew what his sister had done with Rayne, could she know what he'd done with Evan? One of these days he was going to have to find out.
But what his mother and sister were doing now seemed like something beyond being straight or bi or whatever. This was their horny, loving family of three bonding all together in the deepest way.
Diane went a little crazy having her nipples and clit sucked at the same time. She cried out loud enough for the neighbors to hear as her big, beautiful body shook and shivered. She came so hard she squirted all over her son's fingers and face. Jimmy loved making his mother cum that hard and he lapped at her spraying juices like it was fine champagne.
While Diane was catching her breath, Jimmy rose up on his knees between her legs. Chanel was staring at him with a wild look in her eyes. It was almost as if his sister had transformed into someone else, someone wild and bold and so horny for whatever was next.
"It's time for you to fuck her now, Jimmy. To fuck our mother. She needs that rock hard cock as bad as I do, baby brother," Chanel announced.
She reached down and splayed open her mother's wet cunt with her fingers, opening up the desperate woman's hole for her own son's cock. Diane moaned low in her throat while her daughter took Jimmy's rod and stuck it into the older woman's hole. Chanel massaged her mother's clit while her brother gradually sank the full length of his beefy shaft into the hole he was born from. He moaned when his balls touched her ass and his sister cooed in approval.
Mother and daughter were soon kissing again, with Jimmy watching eagerly as he plunged his cock deeply into Diane's hot love sheath. He leaned over to suck his mother's tits while he fucked her with building force. Diane rocked her pussy against her son's thrusts while Jimmy moved up from her tits to his mother's and sister's faces. He kissed each of them in turn while keeping his cock in motion. Soon, mother, daughter and son were all kissing each other in a wet, tongue-lapping, three-way kiss.
Diane wailed as she started to cum again, and Jimmy could hold his juice no longer. With a furious volley of cock thrusts, hard, creamy jets of spunk raced up the shaft of his cock and deeply into his mother's smoldering cunt.
"Oh my god, you're cumming in Mommy's fuckhole!" Chanel suddenly cried.
His sister's filthy outburst made Jimmy spurt even more, filling their mother's channel until he could feel his own cream dribbling back out and onto his balls. Jimmy and his mother were both breathless as he pulled back and sat between Diane's open legs. He and his sister both stared in awe at their mother's well used cunt with Jimmy's ooze dripping down her sex lips. With a devilish gleam in her eyes, the boy's sister leaned over and lapped up her brother's cum from Diane's slit.
"Mmmmm, no matter where I get it from, my brother's cum is the best tasting juice ever," the girl exclaimed with a naughty giggle. Then she kissed both her brother and mother.
Once his sister had cleaned his cock with her mouth, his organ was still throbbing with arousal. Chanel looked at her brother's swollen meat with a devious twinkle in her eye. She laughed and shrieked with joy when he pushed her backward and pushed his cock into her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, baby brooooother," the girl moaned excitedly. "You fucked Mommy, now fuck your big sister, too, stud."
With Diane lying beside them, she watched her son lovingly fuck her daughter. The boy pounded his shank into his sister with breathless grunts until the loving siblings shared an astonishing mutual climax.
Jimmy lay down between the two most beautiful, curviest ladies he ever knew. The naked girls cuddled up to each side of the young man of the house. They all swore their undying love to each other, and Jimmy knew life could only get better and better.
"Aren't you happy you finally got Jimmy the way you always wanted, Mom?" Chanel asked.
Diane purred happily. "I don't know why we ever waited. It's a good thing he has both of us, sweetie. He's gonna need two of us to keep that beautiful cock drained."
"He can drain it in me anytime," the daughter giggled.
Diane giggled along with her. "Good. Now he won't be sneaking off to fuck Brenda since he has his mom and sister to give him everything he needs."
"WHAT?" Chanel cried, sitting bolt upright. "You're fucking that... that... whore?!"
VI
It was a few minutes before Jimmy and Diane got Chanel to calm down, but when Jimmy explained how he'd only fucked Brenda before being with his sister she understood the situation and relaxed. Jimmy loved seeing his sister's possessive reaction, though. He knew he would've reacted the same way if things had been the other way around. Soon, everything was back to the new normal for their small, loving family, and Chanel even teased her brother about fucking their mother's friend. It wasn't hard to figure out that she was not so secretly proud of her baby brother for being such a lady pleaser.
They talked and laughed and flirted for a long time after their first family threesome, but then each one drifted off to shower and change for the rest of the day. Jimmy was actually a little relieved for the break. His cock had been doing triple duty over the past couple of days and giving his balls a chance to recharge with cum gave him a well needed break. He also had to find a way to tell Brenda he couldn't keep fucking her without letting her find out that his mother and sister were the reason. But as he thought about it, keeping that a secret from the blonde seemed impossible.



Brenda already knew Jimmy had unholy desires for the beautifully plump women in his family. It wouldn't take much for the devious MILF to figure things out. And then, he had to admit the idea of Brenda knowing their secret turned him on. Considering how horny and kinky the blonde was, it was sure to turn her on, too. She had invited him to fuck her daughter also, after all.
Later that afternoon, Rayne showed up at their house to visit Chanel. It had been a while since the two had hung out. Jimmy thought the timing was inconvenient, considering all the changes the family was getting used to, but Chanel had been expecting the other girl. The blonde was being nicer than usual to Jimmy, although he didn't think much of it at the time but he was polite and a little friendlier to her in return. His sister liked seeing her friend and brother being nicer to each other.
Chanel and Rayne went upstairs to talk while Jimmy decided to get out of the house for a while. He had a lot to think about, so some time alone was just what he needed. Diane had gone out without saying where or for how long she'd be gone. Jimmy figured his mother had a lot on her own mind to think about, too, so Jimmy just started walking. He went to the park that was a few minutes' walk from their house. There was a half basketball court and a couple of tennis courts as well as a grassy picnic area. He wished he'd brought his ball with him to shoot a few hoops, but instead he just sat on a bench near the court to think things over.
The boy had a lot to be happy about, that was for sure. The only real complication was Brenda. He didn't really want to stop fucking the blonde, but he knew it was something he had to do. He was with his mother and sister now, and he was determined never to hurt them. The idea of being their man was more important, even though Brenda was hot and fun, and she had a talent for draining his balls like a pro. He'd just have to tell her he'd found someone else and enjoy the memories of what they'd done already. There couldn't be anything more. Not now. Besides, what could be better than having two, hot, willing, curvy women right at home?
Of course, it wasn't long before messages started coming to his phone from his mother's horny, blonde friend. First, there was a faceless picture of the woman's oversized yet shapely tits, with nicely swollen nipples. Jimmy couldn't help but smile and feel a stirring in his pants. A couple of minutes later there was a short video of Brenda fingering her wet pussy. He watched this one a few times, until he found himself sitting there in the park with a rock hard erection in his pants.
"Fuck," he muttered to himself. "She's not gonna make it easy." Then he watched the video again and rubbed the swollen bulge through his pants after taking a look around to make sure he was alone.
"Still like what you see?" Brenda said in her next message.
"Oh yeah," Jimmy wrote back. "But we really gotta talk."
"Can't wait, baby," the blonde texted. Then she asked where he was and said she'd be there in fifteen minutes. Jimmy waited impatiently, wondering what he was going to say. At least his hard on started to subside while he was waiting. It felt like longer, but was actually less than fifteen minutes when Brenda's minivan pulled into a parking space near the court. Jimmy got up and went to stand by the driver's side door. Looking in the open window, he found Brenda wearing a short, blue skirt and a white blouse that was open far enough to show off her braless tits.
"Hey, sexy, I've missed you," the blonde said. "Especially that big, hard cock."
Jimmy couldn't help smiling and his cock started tingling again despite his noble intentions. But then Brenda continued before he had a chance to respond.
"So, my daughter is at your house right now. Why aren't you there to seduce her?"
"She's there to see my sister, not me."
"Trust me, sweetie, it wouldn't take much to get that girl to spread her legs for you." Then the woman laughed for a moment. "Just imagine how often you'd get to fuck me, too, if you were my son-in-law."
Jimmy couldn't help taking a moment to imagine that scenario, but his love for Diane and Chanel kept him focused on his goal.
"And by the way, she knows you fucked me," the blonde added without warning.
"Oh fuck. You told her?"
"No, of course not. She figured it out and put two and two together. I think she saw the pictures on my phone."
"Sorry about that," he said.
The blonde laughed it off. "She was upset at first. But then she was full of very personal questions."
Brenda was brushing her fingers over her nipples while they talked, making them stand out swollen and hard. Jimmy couldn't keep his eyes off them, but just looking wasn't cheating on his mom or sister.
"Don't worry, baby. We'll get past it. Besides, that cock of yours is well worth going over a few speed bumps with my daughter. You wouldn't be the first of my daughter's boyfriends to fuck me," the woman snickered deviously.
"I'm not her boyfriend," Jimmy retorted. "She doesn't even like me very much."
"Hmmm, boys can be so clueless," Brenda sighed. "Trust me, sweetie, all Rayne needs is the tiniest push. But... better luck for me you're available to Auntie Brenda right now."
The blonde's hand moved from the front of her blouse down to her skirt where she lifted the hem to reveal her fully bare pussy. Leaving her skirt up, she teasingly stroked her bare sex lips, making Jimmy gulp as his cock began to engorge with blood all over again. Her slit was already moist and quickly got wetter as she fingered it in front of her young admirer.
"Why don't we get in back so you can fuck your Auntie Brenda?" she said with a devious grin.
Gazing at the woman's wet pussy, Jimmy wanted to fuck her badly. His cock was fully erect and throbbing at the tightness of his pants again. It was only thoughts of his mother and sister that kept him from jumping into the car and giving the blonde every inch of his aching meat.
"Uhh, the thing is," he started, then taking a long, loud breath, "I can't."
Brenda was visibly surprised, but then she smiled as wickedly as Jimmy had ever seen. "You finally fucked your mommy, didn't you?" the blonde said smugly. "Or was it your sister?"
Jimmy was trying to think of an evasive reply, but Brenda already had it figured it out. "Oh my god, you're fucking both of them." She laughed as if she'd known it would happen all along. "That's just... so fucking hot," she added. "And so sweet you're trying to be faithful to your two incest whores."
Jimmy frowned at the name Brenda called his mom and sis. "Don't call them that," he snapped angrily.
But the blonde just snickered again and pushed a finger into her pussy. She started finger fucking her hole and moaning. Jimmy watched intently, already remembering how good it felt shoving his cock into that hot, wet MILF cunt. At the same time, he reminded himself he could look all he wanted, but he couldn't touch. His mother and sister were too important to him.
"You're gonna miss Auntie Brenda's pussy, baby," the blonde purred, obviously getting more turned on as she fingered her slit for the staring teen boy. "You can still have it, you know. Your mom and sister don't have to know. I know you're gonna come back for more of Auntie Brenda's hot hole sooner or later."
Jimmy just shook his head, barely able to speak. He couldn't help rubbing his swollen prick through his pants. Brenda had been making him horny for so long it wasn't like he could just stop cold turkey. And then, when she opened the door and turned on her seat, keeping her dress around her hips and legs open so she could keep fingering herself, the boy wanted to fuck her even more.
"It's right here for you, baby," Brenda teased. "Just take out that big dick and shove it right up auntie's horny cunt. I know you want it."
Jimmy groaned, but he shook his head with slow determination. "I... can't."
Brenda snickered, but it was easy to tell she was disappointed. She pouted like a spoiled little girl. "You can still take out that cock and stroke your juice on Auntie Brenda's cunt," she purred.
"Fuck," Jimmy muttered, unzipping his pants.
There was no one else in the park at that hour, and Jimmy pulled his cock out within a few more seconds. He stroked that throbbing meat and watched Brenda finger her hole. He wanted so badly to shove his rod up inside her. The only thing that kept him from doing it was thinking about how much more he loved fucking his mother and sister. They were his girls, not Brenda. He even felt a little upset with the blonde for teasing and taunting him so badly, making it so hard to keep his promises to his women at home. He snarled angrily and pumped his cock harder and faster.
"You're not even touching me," Brenda pointed out. "So it's not cheating. Don't worry. Just come close enough to spray that cum all over Auntie Brenda's cunt."
Jimmy moved closer. The tip of his throbbing cock was now just a few inches away from the blonde's slit. She was moaning heatedly and rubbing her clit furiously, and he could tell she was excited enough to cum just from watching him jerk off for her. He knew she was right that it wasn't technically cheating if they didn't touch each other. As long as he kept his cock away from her fuck hole his conscience would be clear. But still, what they were doing wasn't anything he'd tell his mother or sister about. He certainly wouldn't have liked it if they were doing the same thing, but as far as he was concerned this was the end of his sexual relationship with his mother's horny friend.
"Ahhh, look at that," the horny blonde cooed as she pulled her tits out of her blouse with her free hand. She splayed open her wet, hairless pussy with the other. "That big ole cock is just inches away from your auntie's hot pussy, baby. Why don't you just shove that beauty right up inside there? I know you want it just as bad as me. It's not like we haven't done it before. Just one more fuck for old time's sake?"
Jimmy growled in frustration and moved forward. He roughly shoved his throbbing prick deeply into Brenda's slick snatch, bringing a raspy rush of breath out of her body. She was very obviously pleased with the way the much younger guy began thrusting immediately, driving into her needy snatch like he was trying to punish her hole with his cock. Jimmy couldn't deny how good Brenda's pussy was, even if it didn't compare with his mother or sister.
"Ahhhh, fuck yes!" Brenda cried. "Last time, baby, I promise. Just make Auntie Brenda cum on that monster fucker one more time! It's like fucking married cock now!"
The blonde followed her nasty tirade with a vicious peal of giggles. Jimmy was even more excited after hearing her say she was fucking a married cock. So if this was going to be their last fuck he was determined to make it a fuck she'd always remember.
Neither of them was held back by the awkward position of Brenda sitting sideways on her car seat and Jimmy explored the woman's heaving tits with one hand while he kept fucking her. With his throbbing meat pounding her sloshing slit, he didn't feel stopped worry about his mother and sister. It was like Brenda had said, nothing they hadn't already done, and the juicy, velvet stroke of her pussy walls along the shaft of his cock felt too good to ignore.
The boy kept eagerly fucking the older woman like there was no danger of someone driving into the park at any moment, and she was grinding back on his thrusting shaft with the same abandon. The look on Brenda's face was somewhere between rapture and porn starlet lust. All Jimmy could do was grunt deeply and smile as he pounded his cock into her snatch harder and harder. It felt so good he would've been happy to keep fucking the curvy MILF all day, but eventually her snatch started to convulse in spasms of climax and that was all it took to make his cock explode in a creamy blast of pleasure.
"Oh, baby," the blonde sighed in the wake of her climax, "I'm really going to miss that big, juicy cock so much. But I know you'll be back for more. Something tells me we're gonna have plenty more "last times". Even if you start fucking my daughter, too. Just one of us will never be enough for you. A horny boy like you needs as much wet pussy as he can get."
Jimmy didn't say anything as he tucked his cum-covered meat back inside his pants. He knew it wouldn't be easy, but he had a new life beginning now, and it wasn't supposed to include fucking Brenda anymore, no matter how good her pussy felt. But the devious smirk on her face as she watched him put his cock away said she was perfectly sure of what she said.
Meanwhile, Chanel and Rayne were up in Chanel's room. They didn't hang out as much as when they were in high school. Consequently, they weren't quite as close as anymore, but their friendship was still a good one. If anything, their friendship had been closer than normal, since the two had turned to each other for a good, hungry tongue lashing when most of the guys they knew were running after the skinny girls. The intimacy of their friendship gave them a level of mutual trust most other girls didn't have, and even if they hadn't seen as much of each other in the last couple of years, that bond was still there.
The bomb of information Rayne dropped on Chanel only a few minutes into their conversation was proof. "So, ummm, did you know your brother is fucking my mom?" the blonde girl said.
Chanel's blush gave her away. Rayne could tell instantly that she knew what her brother was up to.
"Yeah, okay," the dark haired girl finally admitted. "But it's over. Trust me."
"Oh? And how do you know? Does your brother talk to you about his sex life?"
"Hmm, maybe. Sometimes. Just a little," Chanel did her best to dodge the question. By now, it wasn't the news itself that shocked her as much as the fact that Rayne knew about it.
"Yeah, that makes sense. You guys have always been really close. If I didn't know you as well I do I'd say it was weird."
"I love my brother, what can I say?" Chanel pronounced with a smile, relieved her friend wasn't suspicious of the truth, but at the same time she wished she had someone to tell. She was so much in love, and who could a girl tell about it if not her oldest friend? But no matter how beautiful her relationship was with Jimmy, it was still incest, not the sort of thing you can tell someone about, even a friend as close as Rayne. At least she had her mother to talk to.
"You know I was always jealous of you and Jimmy," the blonde girl admitted.
Chanel smiled. "I know."
"I've had such a crush on him for a long time. I can't believe he fucked my mother when it should've been me," the blonde girl pouted.
Chanel felt a twinge of jealousy, but at the same time she felt bad for her friend. She knew exactly how it felt to be in love with Jimmy but not be able to have him.
"He always thought you didn't like him," Chanel admonished. "You've never been very nice to him."
"Ugh! I know! I feel so stupid. I just get so nervous around him. I mean, I know he's your brother and all but even you can see how hot he is. I don't care if he's younger, he's still so much nicer than any guys our age. Such a sweetie. And oh my god I know you've seen that huge bulge in his speedo!"
Chanel felt herself blush while her friend gave her a funny look. "Don't think I never noticed you always crushed on him, too. I've caught you peeking at that big, fat crotch bulge," Rayne snickered wickely. "But I guess I'd be the same way if he was my brother."
"Well, my brother has a girlfriend now, and he's being faithful to her so at least he won't be fucking your mom anymore."
"Lucky girl," Rayne said. "But that sounds kind of sudden. He's only been fucking my mom for a few days."
"Uhh, yeah, I guess. I think it just came up pretty recently." Chanel was trying her best to be cool, but the thought of her brand new relationship with her brother made her smile coyly. She felt herself blush again.
"Oh. My. God." Rayne said, staring open mouthed at her friend. "It's you!"
"That's... no way! He's my brother!" Chanel denied.
"Now everything makes sense. You being home all day but you're dressed in a bunch of really slutty new clothes like you've got a hot date. And you've had that look in your eyes ever since I got here."
"What look?"
"Like you've been very recently fucked. And, in love."
It was all true. From the look in Chanel's eyes to the new outfit Jimmy had picked out at the mall. She wasn't wearing a bra, and the tank top she had on was cut much lower than anything she'd ever worn before. And there was the loose, ruffly skirt that covered little more than her sumptuous, round ass.
"I... I...," Chanel didn't know what to say. She knew she was busted.
"Hey, don't worry," Rayne reassured her. "I won't tell anyone. It's not like I'm surprised or anything. The two of you have always acted more like a boyfriend and girlfriend than brother and sister. Okay, it's a little weird but it's really sweet, too. I mean, if he was my brother I'd definitely want him to fuck me. I wouldn't care."
Chanel giggled, relieved. She was glad she could confide openly in her friend. She wouldn't be mentioning the part about Jimmy also fucking their mother, though, or the part about their threesome. Rayne still seemed upset about losing out to her mother.
"I can't believe you got that incredible dick," the blonde girl teased.
"Hey, how would you know what Jimmy's cock is like?"
"From Mom's phone. That's how I found out about them. She's got pictures. And, um, I might've sent them to my phone," the blonde giggled.
Chanel laughed with her. "I guess I don't mind you having my boyfriend's cock on your phone," she snickered. "As long as it's just you."
"And my slutty mother."
Both girls laughed even more and Rayne admitted she'd already fingered herself four times to pictures of Jimmy's cock.
Chanel rolled her eyes. "Well, I hope you like them, because that's all your mother is ever getting from my brother. He's mine now."
"Geeze, you're such a possessive sister," Rayne laughed. "Not that I blame you." The blonde girl's face then fell into a sad frown. "I screwed up. I shoulda been nicer to Jimmy. Then I might've gotten him first."
With the two friends both loving the same guy, the guy in question being Chanel's brother turned it into a situation that weirdly made them feel closer than they'd been for a long time. They were sitting close together on Chanel's bed, something they'd done hundreds of times before. Both were sitting cross-legged with their knees touching. Chanel's short skirt was draped down over her pussy but covering little more. Rayne was wearing yoga pants that left her friend no doubt as to her lack of panties. The blonde girl was also wearing a tank top, which wasn't quite as revealing as Chanel's, but wasn't far from it.
Rayne wasn't wearing a bra, either, and Chanel couldn't help remembering how good her blonde friend's tits felt and tasted from their previous days of relieving each other's needs. Rayne was the only female Chanel had ever done sexual things with up until being in a threesome with her brother and mom. She loved her brother with all her heart, knowing he would always be the only man for her, but she had to admit that playing with her friend and mother felt like it went far beyond just being friendly girls helping each other take the edge off.
Being so close to her curvy, blonde friend again was making Chanel's pussy tingle with feeling. She never expected this, but she was also feeling affectionate toward the other girl in her moment of sadness. To make matters worse, Rayne kept looking at Chanel's nipple erections.
"It'll be okay," the raven headed lovely said soothingly. "You'll get the right guy before you know it." She stroked the other girl's face affectionately. In response, Rayne put her hand up high on Chanel's thigh, mere inches away from where her uncovered pussy lay under the hem of her skirt. As the blonde rubbed lightly on Chanel's skin, it really felt like old times, except for the part about them both wanting Jimmy being out in the open. Feeling the other girl's fingers so close to her pussy was making Chanel feel an automatic response as she remembered the many dozens of times she'd cum on the blonde girl's tongue or fingers.



"It won't be the same," Rayne pouted. "Now that you've got him you don't want anybody else, right? So you can understand how it feels."
"Yeah, I guess I do," Chanel sighed wistfully, feeling her pussy grow hotter as the other girl rubbed her thigh.
Then Rayne dropped her voice to a whisper. "I'm jealous as fuck, but... it's so hot you actually fucked your brother."
Chanel's pulse went faster and her pussy flushed with heat at her friend's wicked confession. She rocked her hips slightly, inviting the other girl to rub her pudgy thigh more deeply.
"I wish you could've been there to see," Chanel replied softly. Her pussy was aching like mad while she felt her slit flush with love sauce. She couldn't believe she was actually admitting to her incestuous love act so soon after the forbidden event. But this was Rayne, the only other person who ever made her cum as hard as her own brother. It wasn't just relief now, but it was making Chanel insanely horny that her friend not only knew, but was obviously turned on by it.
"To see you fuck your brother?" Rayne emphasized. "Would you let me watch him suck your tits while he pushed that big, rock hard cock up your puss?"
"Fuck," Chanel sighed deeply. "Ohhhh, yesssss."
Rayne moved her hand the last few inches under Chanel's skirt and touched her sensitive pussy. The dark haired girl moaned sharply at the contact. The blonde's fingers stroked her engorged sex lips, bringing a rush of sex honey to Chanel's cunt.
"I bet it felt so good," Rayne went on, slipping the tip of a finger into her moaning friend's wet hole. "Your own brother's cock. Fuck. That's so bad but so hot. And he loves you like nobody else. That dick must've felt so good going inside you."
"Oh god, Rayne, it felt so amazing," Chanel confessed. "Better than anything I ever felt in my life. He's... my brother... it felt so special."
Rayne pushed her finger deeper into the other girl's pussy, bringing a long, deep moan from her throat. "I can't believe I have my finger in the same hole your brother was in. It's so dirty, but fuck, I love you guys so much. My cunt is on fire right now."
Chanel touched Rayne's pussy through the thin material of her leggings. The fabric was soaked with viscous dew. She mashed her fingers into the pudgy-feeling mound and rubbed, making the blonde girl moan with pleasure.
"I need you to eat my pussy, baby," Chanel said. "I know you miss it, and I want to feel your tongue right up there where my brother's gorgeous cock was."
"You dirty little slut," Rayne giggled, making Chanel giggle, too. Then they kissed, slipping their tongues into each other's mouth while they continued feeling each other's pussy.
But Chanel finally lay back on her bed. She spread her thick legs and lifted her skirt to reveal her juice coated slit to her friend. "C'mon, baby," she cooed. "Come lick my brother's personal fuck hole."
"Ohhh, fuck," Rayne hissed breathily. "I wish I could lick you while his cock was in you. I'd love tasting you both at the same time."
The blonde repositioned herself on her knees, but before she leaned over, she pushed her leggings down to her knees. Then she bent down to Chanel's pussy and started licking the other girl's delicious slit while she shoved one hand between her own legs. She firmly rubbed her excited pussy while lashing the other girl's with her tongue.
Chanel moaned weakly as Rayne licked her slit. The blonde used her free hand to spread the other girl's lips open, allowing her to explore the dripping wet hole and swollen clit before her. Chanel only then realized how much she had missed her friend's agile tongue. She loved the way Jimmy ate her pussy, too, but there was something special about the way another girl just knew her way around a wet cunt. She felt closer to Rayne than ever before. Her constant awareness of the way they both wanted Jimmy made the blonde feel more like a sister than ever. Her moans grew deeper and louder as she ground her snatch into her pretty blonde friend's face.
Rayne eventually brought the hand from between her own legs to Chanel's pussy, slipping a pair of fingers into that creamy hole while she suckled the other girl's clit between her pliant lips. Having already been there numerous times in the past, the blonde's fingers knew just how to find Chanel's G spot. She had her friend gasping and bucking her curvy hips uncontrollably.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, YES!" Chanel cried, glad that her mother and brother were both out of the house. "I'm gonna... gonna... FUCK I'M GONNA CUM!"
Chanel's entire body quaked with the pleasure of her special friend's mouth and fingers. It was almost as hard as she came with Jimmy's cock in her pussy. Almost. But she and Rayne knew each other's body intimately, and the blonde had made her dizzy with pleasure. She felt so good now, but she couldn't help feeling guilty about having sex without her brother. Was this the kind of thing a proper girlfriend would do? The only things that kept her from feeling worse were the facts that she'd done this with Rayne before, and since she was another girl it wasn't like she was getting off with some other guy.
Remembering how much Jimmy had loved being with his mother and her together, maybe her being with Rayne again wouldn't bother him. Besides, she also thought about the way the blonde said she wished she could've seen Jimmy fuck her, and the idea made her big, sweet body tingle all over. She couldn't imagine her brother not getting excited about fucking his sister while her curvy, blonde friend watched and fingered her wet love hole.
She didn't have much time to think it through, though. Rayne was now kneeling upright and pulling her top off over her head, letting her big, braless tits bounce free. Her pinkish nipples were so hard and swollen it made Chanel's mouth water. She hadn't sucked on those luscious tits since the beginning of Rayne's past year of college. Then there was the wicked gleam in the blonde girl's eyes, promising the dark haired girl she was far from finished.
After she took off her top, Rayne leaned back on Chanel's bed and finished taking her yoga pants off the rest of the way.
"My turn," the blonde purred seductively as she spread her legs and stroked her pussy with her fingers. "And I want you just as naked as me, baby girl."
Chanel couldn't help herself. She quickly took off her top and skirt, and within seconds she had her face between her blonde friend's open legs, her tongue lapping up that wet, smoothly shaved pussy that she hadn't tasted in so long.
VII
It was starting to get dark while Jimmy was walking home from the park. It had felt so good to cum in Brenda's pussy, but he knew it had to be the last time no matter what the chubby, blonde MILF said. He knew he wouldn't feel good about it. Not when he had his beloved sister and mother to give him more than any other woman could dream. But like she also said, it wasn't anything they hadn't already done, so he didn't feel bad about it. Not this time. It was just his way of ending things with Brenda on a good note.
As he thought about it more, though, he wished he could've had a chance to fuck Rayne before committing himself to the women of his household. As much as she never seemed to like him, he'd always thought she was hot with her thick, curvy body and bountiful tits. She was the kind of girl who got his juices flowing, just like her mother and his own mother and sister. But as much as he'd lusted for her in the past, he also knew it was never going to happen. Always so aloof, there was a small handful of times that her attitude seemed to soften toward him, but he'd always assumed that was something she did for Chanel's benefit since the two had been friends as long as their mothers had.
However, Brenda was in his rearview mirror now. The true reason for the smile on his face as he made his way closer to home were Diane and Chanel. He just couldn't imagine being any luckier than having them both. Just being with Chanel would've been enough, but he could hardly believe the way his sister smoothed the way for mother and son to fuck. It almost seemed as if finally getting her brother's hard cock was turning Chanel into a different woman. Either way, she was the woman he wanted and was totally in love with. She and his mother, of course.
Diane's car was still gone when Jimmy got back to the house, but Rayne was still there. This didn't surprise him that much. He really hadn't been gone all that long. He turned a few lights on downstairs, assuming Rayne was upstairs with his sister the way they usually hung out. The blonde had been away at school all year, so the two hadn't seen each other in a long time. They had a lot of catching up to do, but he also realized that the biggest change in Chanel's life was something she'd never tell anyone. Not even Rayne.
Or would she? It hadn't taken Brenda much to see through Jimmy's lust for his mother and sister. And even though Rayne wasn't that much like her mother, she could probably see through Chanel's feelings even more easily than Brenda saw through his. Jimmy wasn't sure how to take that possibility. They could even be upstairs talking about it right now.
Then again, maybe they weren't even talking. He knew his sister and Rayne liked to get naked and play sometimes. Chanel didn't think he knew, but it wasn't something his sister was very good at hiding. In fact, he'd overheard them through the wall moaning in orgasm more than a few times. Every time it happened he ended up with vicious hard on, and he would stroke along with them in secret, timing his own orgasm with theirs. There were a few times the girls got busy together while Jimmy had been in his room with Evan and the boys had stroked each other off to the sound of the girls making each other cum.
Jimmy had always thought his sister was lucky to be able to have sex with a girl as hot as Rayne. He knew they didn't think of themselves that way since he'd heard them complain about the skinny girls always getting the popular guys. But for him, girls with big, ripe curves and bouncing melons like theirs were everything he lived for. And now he had the hottest of all for himself. Unless they decided to relive a few of their old times together. But Jimmy didn't feel at all jealous of Rayne and he didn't want to begrudge his sister the pleasure and feelings she felt with the other girl. He decided he should go upstairs quietly to see what they were up to before making his presence known.
He made his way upstairs and to his sister's bedroom door without making a sound, not that Chanel or Rayne would've heard him if he had. The moaning coming through his sister's door was unmistakable. He recognized her moans of pleasure instantly. The door wasn't even completely closed, with just an inch or so gap. It was probably careless on Chanel's part, but she was also expecting the house to be empty. And with the slight opening, Jimmy could even hear the wet, slurping sound of Rayne eating his sister's pussy. He knew Chanel's moans well enough by now that it couldn't be the other way around.
Jimmy's first reaction was a pang of jealousy. He and Chanel had already promised themselves to each other, but her sexual relationship with Rayne was much older, even if it wasn't a steady thing since the blonde girl started college. On the other hand, Jimmy knew he would be feeling a whole different level of jealousy if Chanel had been in her room with another guy, and deep down he knew she'd never do that. Not now. Besides, he'd just had his cock inside the pussy of the mother of the girl who was now eating his sister's delicious twat. But he justified it because it was his way of ending their brief fling.
Meanwhile, Jimmy's cock was already rising again. The sound of two girls making each other feel good was making his flesh swell. He couldn't help thinking of the sounds of his mother and sister together during their own threesome, but the sounds of Chanel with Rayne quickly brought him right back to the moment at hand. He touched his cock through his pants and rubbed his quickly growing bulge as he listened to his sister moan and coo for more of her blonde girlfriend's tongue.
The longer he listened the harder and bigger Jimmy's cock became. By now he was throbbing against his pants and thinking he should just unzip and pull out his meat. For now, though, he just kept rubbing that stone hard bulge through his pants, practically feeling his sister's pleasure as her moans and sighs reached his ears. He briefly wondered if she loved Rayne the same way she loved him, or if their relationship was only for their mutual pleasure. Then he realized he didn't mind either way. He wanted his sister to be happy and since Rayne obviously didn't have a cock, Chanel wasn't getting the same kind of love she had from him. But then he very nearly squirted in his pants at what he heard next.
"Ohhh, fuck, Raynie," Chanel moaned, "lick my brother's hole. Ohhh fuck I just wish I had his cum dripping out of me so you could taste it."
Rayne must've paused in her licking. "You tease. You know I've been dying to taste your brother's cum forever, you lucky slut."
"A girl can't help who she falls in love with."
"Or whose cum she loves, too?" Rayne asked, making both girls giggle. "You've gotta at least send me some pix and videos of him fucking you. Or let me come over and watch," Rayne snickered deviously.
"I think I'd cum instantly if you were in the room with us."
"I've never watched anyone fuck before," the blonde admitted. "But being a brother and sister, I can't help it but that just makes my cunt wet."
"He's not just my brother anymore," Chanel sighed. "He's my man now. God, I love him so much."
"Okay, okay, you don't have to rub it in. But whatever you say he's still your brother no matter how much you cream all over his cock."
"Oh, uhhh, sorry. But... speaking of rubbing it in..."
Both girls giggled briefly, and from the sound of Chanel's moan Rayne was most certainly back to licking her friend's pussy. Knowing what Chanel had told her friend just made her brother's cock throb even more. Precum was soaking his briefs. The fact that she even told her friend they were in love made him feel so proud of her, like he couldn't possibly love her even more, except it felt like he did. Yet hearing Rayne say that she'd been dying to taste his cum for a long time came as a shock. He never imagined the voluptuous blonde could've been so nervous about her feelings. Despite the fact that she slightly resembled her mother in shape and form, they were clearly different kinds of women.
Jimmy unzipped his pants and took out his painfully engorged erection. He listened and stroked, thinking of how many times he'd jerked off with Rayne in mind. Almost as much as he used to jerk off to his sister fantasies. But now, Chanel was his reality, and she was talking about the most intimate part of their relationship with the girl who presently had her tongue buried in her pussy. Jimmy let go of his cock and quietly took off his clothes, leaving them in a pile on the hallway floor. Despite what he'd overheard, he knew his next move was a risk, but it was one he needed to take.
Now fully naked, with his enormous cock swaggering in front, Jimmy pushed his sister's bedroom door open and stood in the opening. The sight on Chanel's bed made precum drip hard from the head of his bone. He gripped the shaft and stroked himself lightly. The pleasingly plump blonde vixen had her spectacular ass in the air while her face and fingers were buried in Chanel's sloshing wet pussy. Chanel was gazing at her friend while playing with her own nipples, her hips making short arching motions as she ground herself into Rayne's face.
To Jimmy, the two naked, chubby vixens were an amazing vision of lust and beauty. It didn't change how much he loved his sister, and he would never do anything to hurt her, but how could he not want both of those big, beautiful angels?
"That's one of the most beautiful things I've ever seen," the boy announced, jarring the girls out of their lust craze for each other.
Chanel gasped and looked guilty while Rayne couldn't help gazing at the enormously swollen cock in Jimmy's fist. After her initial surprise, the dark haired girl smiled to see that her brother and lover wasn't upset. How could he be? He was stark naked and stroking his cock while he stared at the two girls who both wanted that delicious meat.
"Oh, uhhh, Jimmy, I didn't realize you were home," Chanel said without a trace of guilt in her tone. If anything, she sounded relieved.
"I can tell," her brother grinned, openly stroking his cock in front of them.
"How long have you been back?"
"Long enough to hear some interesting things."
"Oh, fuck," Chanel giggled, making Rayne giggle too. "Umm, what, exactly, did you hear?"
Jimmy played it coy. "Oh, now let me see. I think there was something about you wishing you had your pussy full of your brother's cum so your hot friend could lick it out of you."
"Fuck," his sister sighed, putting her hand between her open legs and rubbing her swollen clit. "Uhhhh, anything else?"
"Yeah, something about Rayne wanting to have pictures of us, but then she wanted to see us in person even more."
"I guess you were paying close attention," Rayne said, looking at the boy's cock and not his face.
"Who wouldn't be?" he replied. "The two most beautiful girls I know are eating each other out and talking about my cock. That's the kind of thing a guy pays real close attention to."
Rayne repositioned herself on Chanel's bed, giving Jimmy a head-on view of her big, pudgy tits and puffy pussy. He was surprised to find her blushing at his compliment, especially since she was now obviously teasing him with the sight of her open slit. Jimmy gave her an admiring smile, making sure she could see how he was admiring her dripping sex lips as much as the rest of her body.
Jimmy went over to the bed and stood close to his sister, who was now sitting up. He put his arm around her hugged her close, with his cock nudging against her boob. She purred happily and kissed his cock while Rayne stared.
"Fuuuck," the blonde girl whispered.
Jimmy then dropped his hand from his sister's shoulder to the other boob. He cupped the hefty orb in his hand and lovingly kneaded the firm flesh.
"I'm sorry I wasn't as nice to you as I should've been," Rayne continued. "If I had known you like girls like us I swear I would've gotten you before Chanel. Or my..." The blonde stopped short.
"Or your mother?" Chanel finished for her.
Rayne blushed hard and nodded silently. Jimmy started to wonder if there was anyone who didn't know he'd fucked Brenda, but he let the subject go. It seemed better to have everything out in the open.
"I'm sorry, too, Rayne," he said. "I guess I always had the wrong idea, too."
"Well, I think it's time we all got the right idea," Chanel announced. "Jimmy, come sit here between me and Rayne."
The boy didn't need to be told twice. He instantly squeezed in between the two naked beauties on his sister's bed. They were now all sitting along the side with their feet on the floor, both girls squeezing close to Jimmy. Rayne couldn't stop staring when Chanel took her own brother's huge erection into her hand and slowly stroked his shaft.
"You two need to stop thinking the wrong things about each other," Chanel began. "And I think the best way to start is if you kiss. That's the best way to make a friend feel special."
Jimmy and Rayne smiled at each other, and their faces slowly came together, bringing their lips into contact. There was only a very brief moment of awkwardness before both their mouths opened to let their tongues dance and play. Jimmy's pulse went faster when he tasted his sister's pussy on her blonde friend's lips and tongue. It made him kiss Rayne harder and deeper, until she was rendered breathless. He liked kissing Rayne even more than he thought he would the many times he'd imagined it before. It was even better with his sister by his side, not only approving but urging them to do it in the first place.



He also loved the way Rayne kissed him back just as deep and hard. He wondered if she kissed Chanel the same way. He couldn't resist cupping Rayne's full tits in his hands while they kissed with his sister steadily stroking his cock. Her melons felt so warm and smooth, so heavy and firm, and her nipples were as hard as his sister's got when he played with them the same way. Chanel giggled with satisfaction as precum oozed from her brother's excited cock in a steady flow.
The blonde was the one who finally broke off the kiss. She and Jimmy smiled at each other, happy that the ice was finally broken.
"You kiss like your sister," Rayne said a bit shyly.
"I take that as a compliment," Jimmy replied. "And love the way your mouth tastes just like my beautiful sister's gorgeous, wet pussy."
Both girls giggled happily. Jimmy was still fondling Rayne's tits while she cupped his balls in her hand, his sister still stroking his thick shaft.
"Kiss me now, baby brother. Show me you still love me and you're not gonna let Rayne steal you away from me."
Jimmy turned to Chanel, but she didn't look the least bit worried about losing her lover to her friend. They exchanged a knowing smile. They would never be apart. Not ever. Having Rayne with them felt like it did with their mother. It was all about expressing their love and sharing the pleasure only people like them could give each other. Jimmy leaned close and kissed his sister deeply. He felt the hands of the two girls switch places, with Rayne now stroking his shaft and Chanel caressing his balls. It felt just as good as being with his sister and mother, though he wished Diane was there, too.
The brother and sister kissed for a long time, both fully aware of the nearby blonde girl watching them. Jimmy had to turn toward Chanel, so his hands moved from Rayne's tits to his sisters. The blonde kept whispering over and over again how hot it was to watch a naked brother and sister kiss.
"But it's even better 'cuz it's you guys," the blonde cooed sexily. "I can't believe how hot you two look together."
Jimmy and Chanel's kiss finally broke. He turned to Rayne and said, "I can taste your pussy on my girlfriend's mouth."
Both girls giggled wickedly.
"Do I taste good, baby?" the blonde asked.
"Mmmm, so good," Jimmy licked his lips.
"Looks like we both love the taste of your pussy," Chanel told her friend. "But I think my lover would like it even more right from the source."
Rayne looked happy about the prospect of Jimmy tasting her pussy and leaned back on the bed to spread her legs for him. He took one more look at his sister. "I love you so much," she said, kissing him deeply but quickly.
"Oh god, I can't believe this is happening," Rayne said while Jimmy leaned over to taste her smoothly waxed pussy. She started moaning and rocking her hips immediately, playing with her tits while Chanel stroked her brother's throbbing cock stalk.
"How many times have you jerked off thinking about eating Rayne's pussy?" Chanel asked her brother.
He paused just long enough to reply. "Hundreds." Then he went back to lapping up the blonde's heavily leaking cunt. Rayne was moaning deeply, but she managed to sputter out a question for the boy between her legs.
"And how many times did you jerk off thinking about eating your sister's pussy?" the blonde asked.
"Thousands," he said, pausing once more.
"Just for that, big sister is gonna suck that gorgeous cock," Chanel added.
And while Jimmy was savoring the blonde girl's honey-dripping cunt, his sister's mouth closed over the head of his rod as she sucked him deeply into her mouth. He pushed a pair of fingers into Rayne's hole and fucked her with them while he teased her clit with his tongue. It wasn't easy to concentrate with his sister sucking his cock, but he was determined to make sure Rayne would have a memorable experience. He was sure Chanel had the same thing in mind.
After a few more minutes, Jimmy's sister released his cock from her mouth and she cuddled up beside him between Rayne's wide open thighs. With Jimmy's fingers still in the blonde's fuck hole, the brother and sister kissed until Chanel turned for a taste of her friend's pussy. Jimmy massaged the blonde's G spot while his sister suckled her clit like a nipple. His fingers continued pumping the moaning blonde girl's fuck hole while he and his sister took turns sucking and licking her clit. It didn't take too much of this before Rayne's whole body started shaking and she came so hard her pussy sprayed both of the siblings' faces.
Jimmy and Chanel kissed each other hard and deep. Then they licked Rayne's juices off each other's face while the blonde watched with a dazed expression. Jimmy loved making her cum so hard, but knowing that it was a group effort with his sister made it even better.
"Isn't our girl delicious?" Chanel said, giving her brother a deep, possessive kiss.
"Our girl?" Jimmy said.
Chanel nodded emphatically, grinning from ear to ear. Jimmy was speechless.
"Hey, don't I have anything to say about this?" Rayne cut in.
"Oh, I guess, if you have to," her friend snickered.
"Wellllll," the blonde said in a kittenish tone, "if I'm being honest, I'd be really happy if I was either one of your girl, but... if I'm both of your girl then I'm the happiest girl in town."
"What do you think, baby brother?" Chanel asked. "Think we can both share the same girlfriend?"
"But I already have a girlfriend," Jimmy said, knowing his clever sister would think of a loophole.
"Yeah, of course. But Rayne would be our girlfriend, not just yours or mine. Whatever we do, we do it together, okay bro?"
"I like that idea," Jimmy said with a smile, giving his sister a long, wet kiss.
"Fuck," said the blonde, "watching you two make out gets my pussy so hot."
Chanel snickered. "Let's make this official," she said. "It's time for my brother to feed that big cock to your hot little pussy. Then you'll belong to us both."
Rayne got a devious look on her pretty face that made her look a little like her mother, but Jimmy kept that observation to himself. He just moved up and kissed the blonde, relishing the way her large tits felt against his body. His sister was already reaching between his legs from behind, grasping his cock and pushing it toward her friend's pussy. She tucked the head right into the blonde's tight, wet hole and rubbed her brother's ass while he started to push his shaft into their friend.
"Ohhhh, yessssss," Rayne moaned. "I knew your cock would feel so good, Jimmy, but this is even better than I dreamed."
"That's my baby brother," Chanel said proudly. "Now fuck our girl, stud. Give it to her just as good as you gave it to me."
If Jimmy hadn't fucked Brenda's pussy earlier, he would've emptied his balls straight into her daughter from the way his sister was goading him on to fuck her. As it was, Rayne's pussy was just as tight as Chanel's, and just as hot and wet. The boy had to gnash his teeth just to get the full length of his cock inside the blonde without cumming.
"Fuck me, baby," the blonde girl moaned. "Fuck me like you fuck your sister!"
With Chanel giggling wildly beside him, her hand still on his ass, Jimmy started rocking his hips and thrusting his swollen bone in and out of Rayne's hole. She moaned and gasped with every stroke, and he leaned over to kiss her, eventually moving down to the big, round mounds of her tits, sucking on each of her nipples.
"Ohhh, Rayne, your pussy feels so good," he moaned as they kissed again. He was a little apprehensive about enjoying the blonde's pussy too much in front of Chanel, but his sister lay down alongside them and took turns kissing each of them. Jimmy kept his cock thrusting steadily into the big, curvy blonde girl the whole time. He loved the way her luscious tits wobbled heavily every time he thrust forward.
Jimmy lost track of how long they'd been fucking when Rayne started to cum. He could feel her pussy ripple inside while she squirted from her hole around his thrusting cock and against his lunging body. This just made him pump her harder and faster while his sister got up to straddle her friend's face.
"That's right, baby, lick that pussy while my beautiful brother gives you that cock!" Chanel cried as she lowered her wet slit onto Rayne's mouth.
Jimmy found himself looking right at his gorgeous sister while he was balls deep in Rayne. He kissed Chanel and did his best to keep rocking his hips in a steady thrusting motion. He moved back and forth from his sister's mouth to her tits, until her eyes suddenly went wide open.
"Oh yes!" Chanel screamed. "Lick that asshole, baby. Tongue fuck it! Fuck!"
Jimmy could hardly believe it was happening. Chanel fingered her clit while Rayne kept licking her rosebud and she started to cum moments later. When Rayne started to cum again, Jimmy couldn't hold his spunk anymore. With Rayne squirting all over again, the boy cried out and felt the rush of his cum spurting up the shaft of his cock and deeply into Rayne's fuckhole.
The sweaty trio all collapsed together on Chanel's bed with Jimmy squeezing in between the two curvaceous beauties. It took a minute or two before they all caught their breath. Each of them spent a long time kissing the others, and Jimmy felt like he was in paradise.
Since all three of them wanted a shower, they agreed to take turns, and then Chanel had the idea they go to Diane's room since she had the biggest bed in the house.
"What if your mom comes home?" the blonde asked.
"Oh, she won't mind. We've had lots of sleepovers before," Chanel said with a coy smile. She looked at her brother who smiled back at her, knowing his sister was hoping the same thing he was.
VIII
Still naked after their shower, Jimmy, his sister and Rayne all got into Diane's bed after they finished washing up, letting the blonde take the place of honor in the middle. There was a lot of talking and laughing, and even plans for the future as they discussed the various ways their new relationship could work out. The brother and sister exchanged knowing looks a few times, acknowledging that Rayne would eventually have to learn about their mother being part of their love bond. Either way, they were all happy, and after the romp they'd had in Chanel's bed, they were asleep by ten o'clock.
Diane came home at eleven. She spotted Rayne's car in the driveway but was surprised to walk into a perfectly quiet house. The single mother was in a rare mood. She'd gone out to spend time with a friend, and the whole time she was wondering if she could tell her friend about everything that happened with her son and daughter. She knew it was impossible to talk about, though. Brenda was the only friend of hers she could really talk to about sex, but the fact that she'd been fucking Jimmy behind her back put Diane off.
It made the mother happy to remember the way everything felt with her adult kids, but it was good to go out and get a change of scene even if she couldn't say anything to anyone about the major changes in her life. She was a little disappointed at first to see that Rayne was visiting since she was hoping for some time alone with Jimmy and Chanel.
As Diane went upstairs, she assumed Chanel and Rayne would be in her daughter's room and Jimmy was probably in his. He wouldn't be staying in his own mother's room if there was a guest in the house as much as she would've loved to have her son in her bed. So when she went into her room and discovered the naked trio of younger people all asleep in her bed she stopped in her tracks. By now, she wouldn't have been surprised to find her son and daughter naked together in her bed, but with Rayne there tangled up with them there was only one explanation. Her possessive daughter had decided to share her beloved brother with her best friend as well as their mother.
Diane actually smiled. She felt proud of her sexually liberated offspring. Together, they seemed to be having the same effect on her. Since her pussy had been tingling most of the evening as she thought of all things she couldn't tell her friend, she found herself with fresh lady goo seeping into her panties.
The kids all looked so beautiful, naked and tangled together. Diane's pussy squeezed involuntarily as she took in the sight of her son's engorged cock. He looked so big and hard she wondered how he could sleep with such an erection. She could only see the upper half, though, because Rayne was snuggled up to him with her thick leg thrown across. Her thigh was resting atop his balls and the lower part of his shaft.
Diane was amazed to think that only in the past few days, her son had fucked two mothers and daughters: Brenda and Rayne, and then of course his own mother and sister. She giggled softly, feeling proud to have raised a boy who was so good to the ladies. It was also amusing to see how possessive Rayne looked in her sleep as she plastered herself to Jimmy's naked form. She was more like Chanel than her own mother.
With three naked people in her bed, Diane thought briefly about where she should sleep. Jimmy's and Chanel's beds would be empty, but the thought of sleeping alone made Diane feel lonely. She had a lover now. Two of them, in fact. Her son and daughter. It was going to be a tight squeeze, but there was enough room for her beside Jimmy on the opposite side from Rayne.
As she quietly took off her dress and panties, Diane couldn't help admiring how beautiful the girls both looked. Jimmy was a very lucky boy, she thought. But as she carefully sidled up to her slumbering son, her eyes were drawn to the rock hard cock trapped halfway under the blonde girl's thigh. It was such a beautiful cock, she thought, like a piece of classic sculpture. Except it was made of flesh and blood. Hot flesh and blood. And the sight of it jutting up against her son's abs from under Rayne's leg was making Diane's pussy ooze with juice.
Ever so softly, Diane kissed her son's nipple and traced her fingers over the exposed portion of his cock. He was so hard she knew his full balls needed to be emptied. Yet again, she thought, and smiled to herself. Her pussy quivered with sensation as she thought of how those big, tasty balls produced more than enough cum to impregnate all three women lying in bed with him. It was hot to think of her beautiful boy pumping a baby into Rayne's pussy, but the thought of him planting his fertile seed in his own mother and sister was too wicked to contemplate. Except she was contemplating it now as she licked his nipple and felt his cock, and the wicked thoughts in her mind set a fire between her thick legs.
Jimmy moaned in his sleep, responding to the pleasure of his mother's hand and lips. She was being careful, but not because she was afraid of waking Jimmy. She needed him the more she thought about his virile young cock and plentifully fertile spunk. But she didn't want to wake the girls. Right now, she wanted her son just for herself. She knew all three of his plump, horny women would have to get used to sharing that luscious cock, but that didn't mean each of them couldn't have their own special times alone with him. And right now, it was Diane's turn.
As precum started to dribble out from the bulbous head of her son's cock, Diane smeared the slippery goo over his flesh. She moved from his nipple to his mouth and kissed his lips. Jimmy then stirred to consciousness, waking up to his mother's kiss and returning it with a pleasurable moan into her mouth.
"You've been a busy boy while Mommy was out," she whispered, smiling proudly at her son.
Jimmy smiled. "Hey, sexy," he whispered back.
"Is that any way to talk to your own mother?" she grinned, curling her hand around the top of his cock.
"It is when she's as hot and gorgeous as you."
"Hmm, not to mention horny as fuck, but you always did know the right thing to say to make your mommy smile."
"I love you, Mom."
"I love you, too, baby. I missed you so much."
"I missed you, too."
"Did you miss me or just my pussy?"
Jimmy grinned wickedly. "Am I in trouble if I say both?"
Now Diane grinned. "Yes, but not the bad kind."
The mother and son started kissing again. Their kisses were hungry and deep, with their tongues dancing and swirling in a wickedly beautiful union of two people who needed each other.
Carefully, Jimmy squirmed and pushed on Rayne's leg at the same time. Then his cock and balls were fully available to his mother. With her son kissing him even deeper, she could now stroke the full length of his rock hard shaft while he brought his hand up to caress her tits. Diane loved the feeling of her son's strong hand exploring her motherly jugs. Her nipples throbbed with sensation, making her pussy leak until her upper thighs were slick.
Diane broke off the kiss. "Baby, I need you inside me. Mommy needs your big, hard cock and she needs it right now."
Jimmy moved carefully to keep from waking the younger girls. With his mother and him shifting together, she lay underneath him cradling his tightly slender body between her full thighs. His throbbing cock felt so hot as it lay against her slit.
"Let's be quiet, sweetheart," Diane said. "I don't want the girls to wake up. Not yet, at least. This is just Mommy and son time right now."
"Whatever my beautiful mother wants," he replied.
Leave it to her son to make her feel like the only woman in the world even as two, naked, recently fucked beauties slept beside them.
"Well, she wants that huge cock in her pussy," the woman snickered quietly.
Still moving carefully, Jimmy slid his cock into his mother's wet sheath with a low moan of pleasure. She was so hot and wet, and she cooed ever so softly as his strong shaft filled her channel. Having her son's full weight pressing down on her body while his hips slowly rocked his throbbing prick in and out of her dripping pussy was Diane's new, favorite sensation. She loved the pressure of his chest crushing her big tits while that red hot pole teased her syrupy cunt with maddeningly slow strokes. Yet she felt so proud of him for controlling himself and being careful not to wake up the girls like she'd asked.
With the slow motion of that big, throbbing cock, Diane felt like she was constantly on the edge of her climax. She began to rock her pussy against his strokes, trying to be just as careful as her son was. He moaned softly in approval.
"Ohhh, baby, that cock feels sooooo good," Diane moaned quietly.
Jimmy just groaned softly in reply, increasing his thrusts only slightly. It was still not enough to wake up the girls, but the boy's mother was savoring the extra thrust she was getting from her perpetually horny son. Unable to help herself, Diane opened her legs even wider. Her knee was touching Rayne's leg, but the blonde didn't wake up. It felt even more exciting to be touching the other girl while Jimmy continued pushing his cock in and out of her clasping hole. Yet the teasing slowness of his gentle rocking was driving her crazy.
Diane started to think her son could keep that pace going all night. It would drive her insane to be so close to cumming on every cock stroke but never get it hard enough to go over the edge. Ecstasy felt so close yet so far. Jimmy sucked her nipples a while, which brought his mother even closer to the edge. The pleasure she was feeling became so intense that not exploding in orgasm started to feel like torture.
"Baby, ohhhh fuck, you're driving Mommy crazy," Diane hissed.
"I love this, Mom," her son whispered back. "I could keep fucking you all night like this."
The prospect of being pumped so slow and steady all night sounded like heaven and hell at the same time.
"Oh god, baby, Mommy loves your cock so much. That's Mommy's cock, isn't it, my love? That big, hard, fucking coooooock... it's for Mommy, right baby?"



"Yes, Mom," Jimmy whispered back. "It's all for your tight, hot pussy. Even if you share it with Chan and Raynie, it's your dick, Mommy. Always your dick."
The dirty banter between them was making Diane even hornier. She couldn't control the squirming of her beautifully rounded body as she ground her sloppy snatch harder into her baby boy's cock. She had never said dirty things to other men she'd been with in the past, but with her son it felt like the whole world was gloriously upside down. She wanted to feel and experience everything now. She was a different woman. A totally new one. She was a woman who willingly gave her hot, dripping fuck hole to her own son, and she loved it even more knowing he'd had his cock in the other girls' pussies not so long ago.
"Mommy's cunt loves her baby's spunk," Diane moaned, fighting to keep her voice down. "And you're not wearing a condom, you dirty boy. Aren't you afraid you could get Mommy pregnant?"
"No," he growled quietly. "Because I wanna fuck you even harder when your belly's all big and fat with our baby."
Diane gasped sharply at her son's outrageous words. "You could do it, too, couldn't you, my love. You could pump Mommy so full of that hot baby cream you'd make your own little brother or sister."
She then spotted Jimmy's hand moving off to the side where he cupped Rayne's boob, squeezing her flesh ever so carefully while the two of them couldn't resist fucking each other a little harder. Diane felt her puss clench with excitement as she watched her son fondle the blonde girl's tit while he fed his cock to his mother's eager body. Her breath became more ragged and she rocked her hips harder. She still didn't want to wake up the girls, but her need to cum was much stronger than anything else.
Jimmy responded to his mother's increased grinding, moaning louder as he picked up the pace of his cock thrusts.
"Ohhh, yes, baby, that's it," Diane moaned. "Give it to Mommy, baby. Give me that cock nice and hard."
With a grunt, Jimmy started pushing his cock into his mother's body harder and faster. They were starting to rock the mattress now. Diane looked over and discovered her daughter was now awake. Chanel was propped up on her elbow and watching with a smile as her mother and brother fucked with increasing force. She put her hand on top of Jimmy's and they were both squeezing Rayne's tit together.
"Cum, Mommy," Chanel cooed sweetly. "I know you need it."
Diane just moaned loudly, grinding her pussy onto her son's driving cock as hard as she could. And with Jimmy beginning to thrust harder and harder she was ready to explode with pleasure any second.
Mother and son were rocking the whole bed now, and Rayne suddenly opened her eyes and discovered the torrid scene taking place only inches away.
"Oh my god!" the blonde cried. "You're fucking your mother too?!"
The moment she heard Rayne cry out in surprise, Diane started moaning as loud as she could. There was no reason to keep holding back. "Ohhh, fuck, baby MAKE MOMMY CUMMMM!!!!"
With his mother's cunt squeezing his shaft through her orgasm, Jimmy yelled OHHH FUCK and pounded his spurting cock into her harder than ever. Diane's climax seemed to go on forever, with Jimmy's going almost as long. His thick stalk pumped fertile goo into her maternal twat until it was dripping back down his ballsac. As for the well-fucked mother, Diane had just cum as hard as she had during her threesome with her kids. Having Rayne stare at her in awe as her pussy gushed with pleasure on her son's cock was a feeling she could never describe.
Jimmy's cock was still hard when he pulled it out of his mother's cum-filled pussy. Rayne was still in awe while Chanel was already leaning across her to get at her brother's cock.
"Mmmmm, that looks delicious," the excited sister exclaimed as she started to lick the mixture of incestuous sex juices off of Jimmy's pole. "C'mon, Rayne, you've gotta have some, too. Then you're officially part of the family."
Despite her state of surprise, Rayne giggled and looked longingly at the cock she'd only recently fucked yet had wanted for so long.
Jimmy pulled away from his greedily licking sister. "If we're going to welcome Rayne to the family that way, then let's do it right."
Diane watched in amusement, still dazed from cumming so hard. Chanel pulled back and let her brother straddle the blonde girl's body. His balls were dragging between her big tits while he let his cock dangle in front of her face. His erection wasn't as hard as it was when he pulled it out of his mother's pussy, but Chanel had left plenty of tangy fuck sauces on his flesh for her friend to enjoy. The blonde licked her lips as she looked at Jimmy's cock, then up at his face questioningly.
"Go ahead and taste it, Rayne," he said. "I hope you like it as much as Mom and Chanel do. It'll make you one of us, and I know we all want that, right Mom? Right Chan?"
Mother and daughter both agreed immediately.
"Jimmy?" said Rayne. "Would you still want me even if you didn't have your mom and sister?"
"Definitely," he replied without hesitation. "I've always wanted you. I just didn't know you wanted me, too."
"God, I was so dumb," the blonde whined.
"Hey, it was me, too. How about if you and me go out sometimes just the two of us so we can make up for lost time?"
"Really?"
"I'd love to. That'd be okay with you guys, wouldn't it?" he asked his immediate family members.
Again, Diane and Chanel agreed easily. Diane looked so proud of her gallant son while Chanel fell in love with him all over again. If it had been anyone but Rayne she would've freaked out, but now, the blonde was looking up at Jimmy with so much affection in her eyes as she parted her lips and invited him to slip his cock between them.
"Mmmmmmmm," Rayne cooed as she sucked the fresh sauces of a mother and son fuck from Jimmy's cock. She eagerly sucked and licked all over his flesh, savoring every morsel of fuck honey. Even after it was all gone, she took his meat into her mouth and kept sucking him until his cock was just as hard as it had been inside his mother.
"Ohhh, Rayne, that feels so good," Jimmy moaned. "Welcome to the family."
"Mmmmmmfffff," the blonde replied without letting his meat escape her sucking lips.
Chanel got up on her knees beside her brother and started massaging his ass while her best friend sucked his cock. The recently satisfied Diane lay beside them and watched with a smile. Her boy's beautiful pole had been gleaming with his mother's fuck honey just moments before, and now it was gleaming from Rayne's saliva as she sucked that luscious meat with a rapturous look on her pretty face.
Diane felt so proud of her daughter, too, as she exuded love for both her brother and best friend from every naked pore of her wickedly curvaceous body. The way she caressed her brother's ass to heighten his pleasure as he slid his cock in and out of her friend's mouth was one of the most loving gestures their mother had ever seen. And yet there was so much more she was about to witness.
Chanel flashed her mother a naughty look. It reminded Diane of when her daughter was just a girl and did something she knew she wasn't supposed to. But she just returned her daughter's smirk and reached for her cum-filled pussy, stroking her freshly excited slit. Chanel moved her hand from her brother's ass to Rayne's pussy. She stroked and massaged the blonde girl's slit, making her moan around the man-sized meat pole jutting halfway into her mouth. She stroked her fingers in and out Rayne's pussy for a few strokes, and then she brought her hand back to her brother's ass, her middle and ring fingers now soaking wet from the other girl's pussy hole.
Diane's eyes widened as she watched her daughter snake a wet finger toward her brother's asshole. Their mother held her breath as she watched Chanel slowly push her middle finger into Jimmy's asshole.
"Oh, sis, holy fuck!" the boy cried while his sister pushed her finger deeper into his hole.
Jimmy's moans of pleasure became throaty, animalistic growls of lust. There was no doubt in anyone's mind how much he loved having his sister finger fuck his ass while he had his cock in Rayne's mouth. Diane could hardly believe her eyes and she started rubbing her clit as if she hadn't just cum all over her son's cock. As it was, all the cum he'd left in her pussy made her feel so sodden and slippery that her fingers just glided rapidly over her engorged clit.
Rayne was the only one who didn't realize what Chanel was doing to her brother until the sexy big sister said something about it.
"You like having your sister's finger up your ass, baby?" Chanel asked in a husky voice.
Jimmy was struggling to breathe but managed a reply. "Fuck, yes, Chan. God, that feels amazing. You're gonna make me cum."
That was when Rayne released Jimmy's cock from her mouth. "Do it in my cunt," she growled lustily. "Squirt all that yummy goo up my fuckhole while your dirty big sister fingerfucks that hot ass, baby."
Jimmy was taken aback by Rayne's dirty mouth. Maybe the mother and daughter were more alike than he thought. His cock started throbbing even harder.
Chanel pulled her finger back and let Jimmy get into position between Rayne's open legs. The blonde's pussy was dripping and slick, and Jimmy's rod sank deep with little resistance beyond her natural tightness. With his rod buried to the hilt in Rayne's hole, the boy waited for his sister to push her finger back up his ass. When she did, it felt so good his eyes nearly rolled back in his head. Rayne was gazing at him wide-eyed, now fully aware of what her horny friend was doing to her own brother's ass.
Jimmy finally started moving his cock in and out of Rayne's pussy. They both moaned and then started kissing deeply. Diane was impressed with Rayne's full side boobs that squeezed outward from under the weight of Jimmy's body. She was equally impressed with the way Chanel kept her hand in motion with her brother's rocking ass and kept her finger sliding in and out of his asshole all the while.
Diane was amazed to see how turned on her son got from having his sister finger bang his starbud. She never imagined ever seeing such a sight, but now that she was, her pussy was oozing and aching. She roughly shoved a pair of fingers into her hole while she continued battering her clit with the other hand.
Jimmy couldn't seem to control the motion of his own body now. He was just pounding his cock into Rayne's pussy without mercy, but the gasping blonde loved every second.
"Mmmm, that ass feels so tight, baby brother," Chanel purred. "It's squeezing my finger so tight."
"Sis, fuck!" Jimmy cried. "It feels so good. You're gonna make me cum in Rayne." Then he looked at the sweaty blonde trapped under his lunging body. "I'm gonna give you the biggest load ever, baby."
"Yes, baby, do it!" she shouted. "Gimme every spurt. Every drop. I need that cum. Make me all yours!"
Diane rolled to her side and reached between Rayne's and Jimmy's bodies. She fingered the younger girl's clit while Jimmy's cock drove harder and deeper into the chubby blonde's sloshing hole. Chanel kept fingering her brother's ass, and when Rayne started to cum Jimmy lost whatever control he had left. While the blonde girl was wailing and squirming beneath him, cumming to the sensation of the boy's cock inside her along with his mother's fingers teasing her clit, Jimmy wailed even louder and filled her with spurting cum. The jets of cream seemed to keep pouring out of his cock forever from the stroke of his sister's finger in his ass.
Both Jimmy and Rayne were dazed from cumming so hard, but Diane pushed her son out of the way and positioned herself between the blonde girl's open legs. She lapped at the incestuous cum oozing from Rayne's well fucked slit, making the blonde cum again before Diane was satisfied.
After, all four lay side by side, with Diane on one side, Chanel on the other, and Rayne and Jimmy together in the middle. It seemed like there was a lot for them all to talk over, but Diane didn't push for the conversation she knew they needed to have. There would be plenty of time for that tomorrow. For now, she was happy to savor the afterglow of the pleasure they all shared. The older woman was happy that no one in her bed loved anyone any more or less than anyone else.
It was amazing how much their lives had changed in the space of a few days. The changes were not anything Diane could ever anticipate, but she realized they were a special group of people embarking on a special life together. She fully expected her son and daughter to talk to her about having Rayne move in with them sooner or later. Diane thought sooner would be best anyway so she was ready to encourage the idea. She didn't know how Brenda would react, but maybe if the girls could agree to share Jimmy's cock with Rayne's mother she'd be more accepting of the situation.
Diane was the last one to fall asleep, and also the last to wake up in the morning. Her previously overcrowded bed was now empty. When she got up, she went downstairs to the kitchen to see about breakfast, not caring that she walked through the house completely naked. When she walked into the kitchen she discovered that her daughter and Rayne were already having her son's cock for their breakfast. Jimmy was sitting on a chair while the blonde and Chanel squeezed their naked bodies together between his open knees. They were passing the boy's big, swollen cock back and forth, taking turns sucking it.
"Oh, Jimmy, I love you so much," his sister said while Rayne's mouth was filled with his cock.
"I love you, too, my beautiful sister," he replied with a groan of pleasure.
Then, after Chanel took over sucking the boy's throbbing pole, Rayne looked up at him with adoring eyes. "I love you every bit as much," she said.
"And I love you, too, Raynie. I promise I always will."
Diane's heart was so full, but her pussy was throbbing from watching them.
"Hey," the mother cut in. "Think you've got enough of that love left over for Mommy?"
All the three of the younger people looked up. "Always, Mom," Jimmy said. "I'm your son. You know I'll always have lots of special love for you."
"Mmmm, that's what I was hoping you'd say."
Both giggling, Chanel and Rayne moved out of the way while Diane approached her son. She straddled his slender hips and lowered her wet pussy onto his cock with a long, loud moan of pleasure. Then, with Rayne licking Jimmy's balls and his mother's asshole, and Chanel standing beside them to take turns kissing them each, Diane rode her baby boy's huge cock until he filled her pussy with the first load of cum for a brand new day.
THE END!
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"Fuck, fuck, oh, ohh, ohhhhh fuck," Laura muttered quietly, straining to keep her voice low while she slid a pink, plastic dildo shaft in and out of her slippery pussy. Danny was asleep in his room just on the other side of the wall. The last thing she needed was her eighteen year old son overhearing his sexually neglected mother masturbating with a cheap, mail-order sex toy.
Laura hadn't cum in days. She needed this. She cupped one of her round, D cup tits in her free hand, roughly twisting and pulling her swollen nipple while gliding that pale imitation of a real cock into her oozing hole. God, how she missed having a real, flesh and blood prick to plow her channel. It had been so long she'd nearly forgotten what a real boner felt like. She felt like a pathetic old lady at the idea a $7.99 tube of neon colored plastic could become the closest thing she now had to a steady lover.
But a hard shaft was a hard shaft, and Laura's body squirmed with deeply needed pleasure as she pushed and pulled on her toy. At least it felt more like a cock than her fingers, and the gliding pumps in and out of her sodden fuckhole made her lush body squirm with sensation. She wanted to moan and cry out at the top of her lungs and enjoy her self-induced pleasure to the fullest, but with Danny at home that was impossible. If only he'd gone out with his friends like he'd planned, but at the last minute things fell through.
Laura had gone without sex since her husband died four years ago. She'd always had plenty of interest from men, but she chose to be an attentive single mom to avoid distractions from raising Danny. With her piercing green eyes and dirty blonde hair, she had the looks that might've given her a decent modelling career if not for her voluminously curvaceous body.
She would never be skinny. She didn't even want that, but over the past year she'd started going to a gym where she exercised and took yoga classes twice a week. She wasn't at the point where she could wear the same sizes as in high school or college, but she liked what she'd accomplished so far. She was proud of her bigger, heavier tits, and her thick thighs and ass were shapelier and firmer than ever. Yet her increased physical activity also made her hornier than ever.
"Fffffffffffuck," she hissed, moving the hand from her tits to her mound so she could rub her clit while pumping the dildo faster.
Laura's pussy was getting so wet that her juices were smeared all over the insides of her upper thighs. Maybe it was only a piece of plastic, but at least she was finally getting fucked. The hard stroke in and out of her sodden snatch was awakening her womanly needs in a way her fingers couldn't match. Her moans were growing louder than she wanted with her son in the house, but the pleasure building in her core was demolishing her need to be discreet.
Feeling that shaft stroke along the slick, velvet walls of her inner cavern, the beautiful but lonely mother imagined various younger men she'd seen at the gym. In their tight workout gear, it wasn't hard to imagine their buff physiques totally naked. In her mind, she jumped from one to another as she pictured them groaning and thrusting between her smooth, wide-open legs. From one to the next, she imagined five different men at her dripping slit. She chose the most handsome ones, of course, and the one's with the bodies she liked most.
Laura liked them tight and defined but not too bulky. She had only talked to a few of them briefly. She didn't seriously think they'd be interested in a woman her age despite the way their eyes roamed over her lush curves when she wore her yoga pants and sports bras. But now, in her mind, she could fuck any and all of them and she started to imagine five of them standing naked in line there in her bedroom, each stroking a magnificent hard on as he waited his turn at her wet, maternal pussy.
The only frustrating part was that Laura had a hard time imagining the men's cocks. They were all the same size as the toy she was eagerly pumping into her grateful twat. It was spoiling her fantasy, getting in the way of her impending climax. Then her mind played a cruel trick. The line of horny, naked men disappeared and there was only one standing there: her own son. He was just as naked as the others but her vision of his exposed erection was so vivid. So real.
She had no idea how her brain could play such a nasty trick on her, but her pussy began to shudder and clench with excitement as she kept pumping her sloshing channel full of plastic prick. For some perverse reason, her mind could picture her son's aroused cock so much more easily than the others. But then, she'd seen this particular cock before. Most often she'd only seen the shape of his bulge in his tight briefs or swimsuits. He had the ability to walk around the house in practically nothing with his enormous bulge stretching his outfits like it was perfectly normal.
And it wasn't as if she hadn't seen his cock in its fully erect state before either. Guys Danny's age got erections over almost anything, it seemed. Laura could barely even count the number of times she'd seen her son's huge pole straining his briefs to their limit as he lay in bed, still sleeping yet sporting his ever-present morning wood. And there were a couple of times just recently, since she'd treated herself to a new thong bikini for lying out by their pool, that Danny got a painful looking erection in his speedo. He never seemed embarrassed to let the signs of his arousal show in front of his mother. If anything, he actually seemed proud of his substantial endowment.
Now Laura could see her naked son more clearly than any other fantasy man. And in her badly twisted lust, she saw him standing naked by her bed with his huge rod in his fist. She imagined him standing there now, jerking his flesh while he watched his mother plow her dripping cunt with a plastic toy.
"Don't you want a real cock, Mom?" he asked in her delirious imagination. "A man's cock? I know you need it. A woman as beautiful as you should get fucked every day by the man who loves her and needs her so fucking bad. Can you see how fucking hard you make me day after day? I know you need me just as bad. You need this cock, Mom. You need to taste it and fuck it..."
Laura's pussy was clenching at her pumping toy with spastic excitement. Her climax came over her before she was ready for it as her spontaneous vision took over her lust-weakened mind. She could see her tall, muscular boy hovering over her, staring at her with burning lust as he plunged into her explosive pussy with desperate thrusts of his huge, young cock.
"Ah, ahhhhhhh, fuck, fuck FUCK YESSSSS!" she cried, forgetting the piercing volume of her orgasmic shrieks. It was more than she could control as she imagined that ripe, eighteen year old hard on pounding into her sodden fuck hole, long, hot spurts of incestuous cum jetting into her depths while her naked tits heaved to the jerking motions of her climaxing body.
Only after her explosion was over and she was slowly catching her breath did she realize how loudly she'd cried out at her peak. She felt so ashamed. If Danny was awake he would've heard his mother's wail of lust, something a boy was never meant to do. She silently swore at herself for being careless and hoped her son had slept through his mother's nocturnal disturbance.
Laura wasn't sure if she was more ashamed of being too loud or of how easily she let her son slip into her fantasy. Despite the number of times she'd taken curious looks at his engorged member the past few months, masturbating to fantasies of him fucking her was a shocking first. It was sordid and shameful, yet she felt a wicked smile on her lips as she drifted off to sleep.
Laura was relieved to wake up to an empty house in the morning. Danny had gone out early to work on a couple of clients' yards. What started as mowing lawns in the summer had grown to a decent landscaping business for a guy his age who had just started taking classes to get a college degree. This was the half of the year he was busiest, and the work did a lot to add to his exercise regimen as well as keep him deeply tanned. Laura couldn't help admiring her son's work ethic, not to mention the fit, healthy look he had coming home at the end of his days in the sun.
Getting out of bed, Laura discovered her sex toy tangled in the sheets. Despite being alone in the house, she felt herself blush with shame as she remembered the explosive orgasm she'd given herself the night before. She did her best to laugh the whole thing off as a one-time, freak occurrence. Her climax had come over her so hard and totally without mercy. She knew that was all because of her son. Despite the flagrant way he had of brandishing his impressive bulge in front of her, she wondered if he had any idea of how much that affected her.
She stopped to wonder what her friends who had sons Danny's age would do in the same situation. Then again, how many of them had as much to show off as her own, handsome boy? And yet why would that matter when a mother's love knew no bounds?
After tucking her new toy away in the drawer of her bedside stand, Laura took a shower and got ready for the day. She took her time moisturizing her body before getting dressed and savored the smooth silkiness of her skin after carefully shaving her legs and pussy during her shower. Her body felt so good she was tempted to get her toy back out and masturbate again, but she was still feeling a little unsettled by the way visions of her son had invaded her orgasmic pleasure. She was afraid it could happen again. It wasn't right that a mother should cum that hard thinking about her son no matter how much she loved him.
Yet Laura couldn't forget how good it felt, either. Even now, she couldn't stop thinking about the way she'd imagined Danny's cock so easily. It wasn't like Laura had never heard rumors about other women indulging forbidden love with their sons. Some of them even involved women she knew from her neighborhood. Rumors were just rumors, she thought, but where's there's smoke there's fire. If even half of the torrid whispers she'd heard were true then it was more common than she ever would've guessed. That didn't make it right, however. Yet there was an inner warmth and coy smile that came when she thought of the way Danny looked at her. It couldn't be compared to the way those horny younger men at the gym looked at her. Danny loved his mommy as much as she loved him. He was so much more than just some horny, younger guy only interested in releasing a pent up load of cum.
Even so, Laura definitely enjoyed the validation of her sexuality when young men looked at her with that lusty gleam in their eyes. It made her pulse speed up when she admitted she'd seen that same look in her son's eyes, but Danny looked at his mom in a way that made her feel like the only woman in the world. Not even her late husband ever looked at her that way. She also knew there were times she looked at her man-boy the same way, like there was no one like him anywhere. And as far as she was concerned, there wasn't.
For better or worse, Danny's daily erections were something she looked forward to seeing, and she wondered if she might've been trying to encourage them. After all, he wasn't the only one who went around the house or pool in scant outfits like it was perfectly normal. With the sexy definition of her voluptuous body her exercise routine was giving her, Laura gravitated toward wearing thong bikinis and panties, and frequently let her son see her in them. If she enjoyed looking at him, why shouldn't he get the same pleasure? It's not like a few, appreciative glances qualified as incest.
Incest, she repeated in her mind as she got dressed for the day. Incest. The mere sound of the word created an uncontrollable warmth between her thick, firm thighs. Her incestuous vision last night had made her cum harder than she had in years. Yet the word was synonymous with sin and lust, despite the fact that every time she looked at her son -- whether she was looking at his face or his cock -- she felt overwhelmed with love. It could only be a horny mother's love that made her cum so hard the night before.
With Danny being due home by early afternoon, Laura anxiously passed the time doing housework and checking on her investment funds that she started with her late husband's life insurance. Satisfied her investments were doing better than expected, the she decided to sunbathe by the pool until Danny got home. She went to her room and put on her favorite thong, the bright yellow one that looked so good against her bronze tan. She didn't bother putting on the top and just carried her short, sheer robe down to the pool to throw on in case she got nervous when Danny got home.
Lying back on her chaise, Laura applied a glistening sheen of tanning lotion to her nearly naked body. She spent a long time massaging the lotion into her heavy tits. She was proud of them for being bigger than when she was younger, yet still keeping their firmness and shape. Since Danny had seen her braless in her tightest tops, it wouldn't be much of leap to let him see them bare. If things went the way she hoped, it would mean finally seeing her man-boy's cock in the glorious flesh.
It wasn't anything either of them should want, but the power of her private climax the night before was affecting her judgement, especially since she still wasn't sure if her son had slept through her moans. Her son had probably gotten an unexpected earful, but she needed to find out for sure.
Danny's truck finally pulled in and a minute later he walked around the side of the house to the back. Laura liked him to use the outdoor shower stall near the pool to rinse his sweaty body before going inside. They also used it for rinsing off from the pool. But today, Danny stopped in his tracks when he spotted his busty mother reclining in nothing but that scant thong. Laura looked at him through her sunglasses, unable to keep a satisfied smile off her face. Her pulse rose while a wave of wet heat ran through her pussy.
"Hey there, sweetheart. How did work go?" she asked as if it was nothing unusual to have her luscious tits exposed in the light of the great outdoors. Her nipples were fully erect and pointing straight toward him.
"It was good, Mom, thanks. So...um, it looks like you're up for a change in routine," he said, looking quite obviously at his mother's exposed melons.
"Why not? There's nothing wrong with sunbathing topless in our own home, is there?"
"Ohhh, not at all," he agreed instantly.
"So I guess you don't mind seeing my old lady boobs."
"Mom, those are definitely not old lady boobs, and you're not an old lady."
"No? What are they, then?"
"Gorgeous," her son replied without a second's hesitation. "I wouldn't mind at all if you wanted to go topless more often. Every day would be fine with me."
Laura was taken aback by her son's reply, but she couldn't have been happier. It was so wrong, but she loved knowing her boy admired her big, shapely tits. He'd never gone so far as to compliment them before, but then she'd never exposed them in all their naked glory before, either. And from the bulge that was forming in the front of his shorts, Danny's compliment was sincere.
"Well, if it doesn't bother you, maybe I will. It might be nice to get rid of these tan lines," she said.
That statement merely brought her son's eyes to the pale triangles of untanned skin at the center of each boob. Then she watched his eyes travel down to where her thong was covering just the width of her bald mound and nothing more.
"You could take the bottom off, too, Mom," Danny suggested with a sly smile. "Then you won't have any tan lines at all. It's not covering much anyway."
Laura's heart raced at the thought of exposing her bald pussy to her son. There was a note of challenge to his lewd suggestion. It was crazy, but a powerful force within was urging her to do it. She was more certain than ever now that he must have heard her the night before, being unable to think of another reason for the sudden change in his attitude. The thought made her pussy quiver and ache. With trembling fingers, she rocked her butt from side to side until she worked her thong down and then pulled it all the way off her shapely legs. Her heart was pounding with nervous excitement as she lay back and exposed her fully naked body to her son. He was gazing openly at her bald pussy.
"Oh, Mom, wow. I didn't know you shave," he said in a husky voice.
Laura's nipples were swollen and throbbing with sensation. Danny's rapt gaze on her pussy made her slit clench and grow warmer.
"Do you like it?" she asked, noticing the bulge in his shorts growing even bigger.
"It's beautiful, Mom. Just perfect."
Laura's face flushed and her slit quivered with heat. Her nipples felt hard enough to cut glass. "Why don't you get undressed and join me," she suggested. "It's a little weird to be the only one not wearing anything."
"I'd really love to," Danny replied, "but, umm, I've got a small problem."
"It doesn't look small to me," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "Besides, it's perfectly natural."
When Danny started pulling off his T shirt and shorts without another word, his mother realized he was just as eager to let her see him naked as she was to see him. When he got his shorts off, his fully engorged cock bobbed and swung freely. He looked enormous and hard as a piece of granite. Laura felt weak to discover her son had the biggest, most beautifully formed cock she'd ever seen. It was even more beautiful in reality than her imagination.
Danny went over to the outdoor shower stall to rinse off the sweat from working. His mother watched his every move, not hiding her interest while Danny seemed to savor his naked mother's attention. He took a little longer than usual letting the spray run over his naked form, taking his time with the soap to lather his rigid cock and smooth shaven balls. As big and hard as he was, there was no way to wash his cock without stroking it. Laura was practically salivating by the time he finished. He quickly toweled dry, then took a seat on the chaise next to hers. His cock was jutting up against his tightly cobbled abs.
"Baby," Laura started coyly. "Did you...happen to hear anything out of the ordinary last night?"
"Hmm, you mean around midnight?"
That was exactly the time his mother was losing control and approaching her shameful, incest-fueled climax. She nodded yes.
"Yeah, Mom. I did hear something, now that you mention it."
Laura felt ashamed but even more excited. Juice was now trickling down her overheated slit and her son was openly staring at her naked puss. The more he looked, the wetter his mother's sex hole became. Besides, she was staring at the ripe, hard cock lying against his belly just as much.
"I'm sorry, baby," she said nervously. "I didn't mean to be so loud."
"It's okay, Mom. You've probably heard me a few times, too," he suggested.
Laura smiled. "Maybe," she said coyly, making her son laugh. She was both impressed and relieved to find him so open about the topic.
"Mom," he went on, "you deserve to feel good. Besides, you'll probably overhear me doing the same thing pretty soon."
Despite the bold turn in their conversation, Laura felt herself blush. "I shouldn't say this," she told her son, "but I'll be needing some more relief again myself pretty soon."
Laura made sure to keep her thighs parted enough to let Danny see how wet her slit was. His full attention was right between her thighs so she parted them open a little wider. His painfully swollen cock pulsed visibly when she did. She loved knowing she had what it took to make him react that way.
"I don't think I can wait much longer, Mom," Danny said. "If it's not bad for us to be naked together, maybe we don't need to hide what we both know the other's going to be doing eventually."



Laura instantly loved her son's idea, even though she was surprised enough that she wasn't sure what to say. Despite the hot flow from her excited pussy, she didn't expect to end up suggesting that she and her son actually masturbate together, but since Danny thought of it first it sounded irresistible. Laura opened her legs even wider and started rubbing her moist slit while Danny stared.
"So you want to watch your old mom touch her pussy?" she asked nervously.
"You're not old, Mom. You're hot and sexy, and when I was listening to you cum last night I was dying to see it, too. You must look amazing when you cum," he said, boldly taking his huge cock in hand.
Laura gazed in awe as her son began stroking his hand up and down his enormous rod of man flesh. It was bigger than the dildo she'd been using and would certainly stretch her hole more than she was used to. She shouldn't have been thinking things like that, but her mind went blank with everything except her rapt fascination with the luscious cock in Danny's fist. Her fingers eagerly stroked her sodden cunt lips while she noted the way his eyes were trained on her dripping slit just as intensely as hers were trained on his cock.
Danny moaned and steadily stroked his thick rod. Laura heard the whimpers and sighs of pleasure coming from her mouth, but it was as if they were coming from someone else. She opened her legs as wide as she could make them go and slid a pair of fingers into her snug but heavily lubricated sheath. The beautifully built mother had never masturbated in front of a man before, but now her own son was watching her fuck her own fingers like it was the most amazing thing he'd ever seen. He made her feel beautiful and more desired than any man ever before.
Sure, this was her son, the one cock she could never have, but if the mother's and son's desires were stronger than the rules against them having each other, didn't that make their mutual need that much more powerful? She was trying to think of the right words to tell her baby she was dying to suck his cock when he got up off his lounge chair and stood next to hers. Now his enormous pole was so much closer, with precum covering the head and shaft as he steadily stroked his flesh.
Laura reluctantly pulled her fingers away from her pussy so she could reset the back of her seat higher. "Come put that gorgeous bone in Mommy's mouth, baby," she said, barely believing the sound of her own voice.
With a wide grin, Danny moved over his mother's chaise so he was standing astride it, bringing his painfully swollen cock toward her mouth. Laura parted her lips and let him slip his meat right between them, excited by the instant tanginess of his precum on her tongue. With a deep groan of pleasure, her man-boy started slipping his pole in and out of her mouth. She sucked at his flesh and rolled her tongue to give him as much pleasure as she could. His cock was so big in her mouth, yet so delicious and manly. Her fingers were back in her pussy before he took his second stroke in mouth.
"Oh, Mom," Danny moaned. "This is so much better than the hundreds of times I imagined it."
Laura was shaken by her son's revelation. Had he really imagined fucking his own mother's mouth so many times? How long had he been thinking of her this way? But there would be plenty of time for talking later. The moment at hand was only about the pleasures a mother and son could give each other. Laura suckled hungrily at the sliding piston of meat between her lips. At the same time, she drove her fingers into her pussy with building speed and force.
The voluptuous mom felt the pressure in her pussy building toward an explosive climax as she began moaning around her baby's driving cock. She was bracing herself to let him cum in her mouth. The very thought of her boy's spurting cream coating her tongue brought her even closer to the edge. But Danny suddenly pulled his pulsing rod free from his mother's wet lips, leaving her empty mouth gasping.
"I need your pussy, Mom," he said in a low growl. "It's wrong, but I know you need my cock just as bad."
Laura didn't even pretend to contradict him. This bond of lust between mother and son was deeper than anything she'd ever known. She simply sat up and moved into a new position on her hands and knees on the lounge chair. Because of the chair's awkward height, this offered her dripping cunt to her son as he got behind her with each foot on either side of the chaise. He only needed to bend his knees slightly to bring his throbbing cock in line with her slit. But he first laid his shaft in the crease between his mother's ass cheeks, sliding his hot flesh along the furrow. Laura purred as she savored the motion of Danny's cock against her skin along with the confident groping of his hands while he fondled her ass and hips. The stroke of his hard flesh over her starbud made her dizzy with need.
"Damn, you have a gorgeous ass, Mom," her son groaned.
"Fuck me, baby. Please hurry. I can't wait for that beautiful dick any longer," she moaned.
"I can't believe we're finally doing this." He then angled his fat rod downward and pushed the head between his mother's sodden sex lips.
She responded with a gasp of surprise, but when she felt his pole pushing in deeper she moaned long and low. With his solid, young rod filling her pussy, Danny felt even bigger than he looked. When he grabbed her hips and started sliding his meat in and out of her hole, Laura knew she would never need her pathetic plastic toy ever again. Her son was thrusting powerfully into her badly neglected fuckhole, and from his grunts and groans of pleasure she could tell he was going to come back for his mama's hot pussy over and over again.
Danny's huge pole slammed and stroked her clasping tunnel with hot precision, the belly of his thick shaft rubbing back and forth over her G spot until she started cumming. One climax followed the next as Laura wailed and moaned. She could hardly believe the heights of pleasure her own son was able to take her to.
Laura completely lost herself in the pleasure of that badly needed fuck. She was enthralled by the hard, intense thrusts of her son's cock. Her fourth climax took her so hard her entire body shook until Danny pounded her even harder.
"Oh, fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum!" he shouted.
"Cum in Mommy's pussy, baby," she begged. "Fill that hot cunt with boy cream! Fuck!"
Always an obedient son, Danny's pulsing cock spurted and squirted until his mother's hole was sloshing with incestuous spunk. He kept driving his cock into his mother's hole until he was drained.
Laura couldn't believe how good a fuck her own son was. It was amazing to realize the best cock she ever had was right there under her own roof.
The well satisfied mother and son got in the pool together and spent a long time kissing and fondling each other, savoring their newly transformed relationship. They even talked about the future and how they wouldn't need anyone but each other from now on. But it wasn't long before Danny's cock was once again hard in his mother's stroking fist. She was dying to have his luscious tool back inside her but he insisted on eating her pussy first.
Laura sat back on the side of the pool with her son's tongue in her wet pussy, letting him squeeze and fondle her big, naked tits while she moaned happily, knowing her special boy-man would never leave her wanting. Everything was so right. She couldn't even remember why she'd ever hesitated taking the ultimate step with her loving son.
With Danny's tongue laving her hot slit, Laura wondered if she would now become one of those women the neighbors whispered about for having mind-blowing sex with her own son. She didn't feel at all ashamed anymore. The thought only made her smile until she started to cum on her loving son's face.
THE END
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Shana couldn't put her finger on it, but she felt like something was wrong as she woke up at 2 a.m. to discover she was alone in bed. It shouldn't have been so unusual for a woman to wake up and find that her husband of twenty-two years couldn't sleep and got up for whatever odd reason, but Shana felt like something was off. Call it women's intuition. She got out of bed and decided to see where Ben, her husband, had gone.
At forty-two, the beautiful, blonde Shana cut a strikingly hot figure in the boy-short style panties and loose fitting crop top she wore to sleep in. Through careful diet and exercise, her body was nearly as tight and firm as the fitness models whose workout routines she followed faithfully. Her weighty, D cup sized tits were still as firm and shapely as her nineteen year old daughter's. Trusting that her daughter, Lauren, and son, Rick, were fast asleep, she tip-toed out of the room without worrying about the way she was dressed. Or rather, not dressed, since her panties revealed the delectable shape of her camel toe and her top wasn't thick enough to conceal the round, russet shadows of her areolas.
Leaving the marital bedroom, she discovered that Ben had left the door slightly ajar. As she entered the hallway on the upper floor of the large house, everything was perfectly quiet. It was dark, but for the dim light of a full moon coming from the window at the end of the long hallway. Shana stood still and listened. She felt her nipples grow thick and hard, not from arousal, but from the tingling sense that this was no ordinary night. If anything, the house was too quiet to satisfy her curiosity. Her feminine instincts were now on high alert.
Standing in the carpeted hallway, the blonde wife and mother of two kept as still as a statue and listened. After a few moments, she discovered the house was not quite as silent as she first thought. There was the slightest murmur of voices coming from the other end of the hallway where her daughter's bedroom door was. Ben must have discovered Lauren awake at the same time and gone for a late night talk with their daughter. It made sense. Lauren had always been such a daddy's girl, and over the past couple of months, the two had been spending more time together than ever before.
It was no surprise for Shana to see her husband and daughter growing even closer. For nearly a year now, she and Ben barely spoke to each other. There was nothing in particular that came between them, only that they had drifted apart emotionally. Their long talks into the night where they confided in one another were now a thing of the distant past. And not so long after their emotional distance came the sexual one. It had been almost a year since Ben had touched his wife in any kind of erotic way. Shana found herself both frustrated and relieved by this. She'd always been a very highly sexed woman, but she had never been interested in sex with strangers, and that's exactly what she and Ben had become to each other.
The sounds from Lauren's room were muted but growing clearer as Shana walked as softly as she dared toward her daughter's bedroom door. She wondered if those late night talks Ben once had with her were now reserved for their daughter. She was a young adult now, though still technically a teenager, and considering how close they'd always been it wouldn't surprise Shana if Ben had turned to Lauren for the emotional companionship she had once provided. She supposed that was probably a good thing. It would be better than discovering her husband was cheating. She didn't bear ill feelings toward Ben. She simply felt the same kind of nothing for him that he seemed to feel toward her. Yet she wasn't such a cold person as to begrudge him someone to talk to.
However, as much as she loved her daughter, Shana had a hard time seeing Lauren as being anyone's confidante. She was a good listener sometimes, but she hardly had the intellectual prowess to offer much in the way of normal conversation. The girl was a classic, blonde airhead, her mother had no choice to admit. Not that it was necessarily a bad thing to be. It just wasn't the sort of quality that helped the girl offer much in the way of emotional or mental companionship. Even so, the girl's father adored her and she was a much better choice for Ben to turn to than some other woman who would end up seducing him.
Lauren was a reasonable facsimile of her mother at that age, an incredibly fit yet still curvy blonde. Her tits were a slightly smaller, C cup version of her mother's, with the firm, upturned perkiness of a nineteen year old. She also had the good looks of a bikini model, like her mother still did, except for the beginning signs of her maturity. Shana understood her daughter, even if the girl was much closer to her father. But Lauren was so much like her mother at that age, much more concerned with clothing and makeup than anything complicated.
Still, Shana loved her daughter and felt proud that she produced a girl as hot and beautiful as she was herself. Fortunately, Shana had Rick, her twenty-one year old son. He was her moral and emotional support since the young man's father and sister were off in a world unto themselves. Little did Shana know what kind of world that was, until she drew closer to Lauren's bedroom and heard the types of sounds that were muffled behind her door. They were her husband's and daughter's voices alright, but it was not the sound of a typical, family conversation.
As the blonde mother drew up to her daughter's door, she could clearly hear Lauren moan with pleasure. It was unmistakable. She practically sounded like her mother in the same situation. And after all these years, Shana knew her husband's sexual sounds as well as she knew anything.
"Daddy, yes, ohhhh yes, it's so good," Lauren's voice came through. The sound was faint through the door but otherwise clear as a bell. "Yes, yes, fuck me, Daddy. Never stop. Baby girl needs that hard fucking cock."
Shana was paralyzed with shock. She could hear her husband grunting and straining in between her daughter's whorish pleas to her own father to be fucked.
"Ohhhh, baby girl, that pussy is so fucking tight," the man growled. "Daddy will never get enough of that perfect little girl hole."
"It's all yours, Daddy. All the time. Use it, Daddy. Fuck it!" Lauren was trying to keep her voice low, but not doing a very good job.
Shana's heart stopped, and then started pounding like she'd just finished running a marathon. The filthy, twisted gutter talk between father and daughter went on as she stood there, rooted to the spot and listening through Lauren's bedroom door. The things they were saying to each other were just disgustingly perverse, not to mention the incestuous behavior they were obviously engaged in. Ben was working as hard as his daughter at keeping his voice low, but there was only so much they could do considering the height of twisted excitement they were reaching.
Shana didn't know what to do. Part of her wanted to barge in and slap them both across the face, then scream at them to get the hell out of the house if they wanted to flaunt the laws of nature like a pair of filthy animals. In that moment, she hated her husband and daughter. To her they were even lower than animals, more primitive and less civilized. On top of that, she now blamed her daughter as much as the girl's father for the distance between them...and for monopolizing the cock that should've belonged only to the man's wife. It was inconceivable to think that cock was now plowing her teenaged daughter's fertile, young pussy.
As if it were the only way to confirm the reality of what she was hearing, Shana took hold of the door knob and turned it ever so carefully. Her motions were painfully slow and cautious to keep from making a sound, but she finally turned the knob and opened her daughter's door the mere inch and a half she needed to peer in with a view on Lauren's bed.
Shana fought to contain the shriek of horror at what she saw. There was her naked husband, his big, sweating body straining between the wide open legs of his own daughter. He was pinning himself upright and slamming his hips into hers. From her vantage point, Shana could see her husband's balls swinging as he thrust as well as his huge cock shaft ramming the girl's wet hole, glistening in the moonlight with her juice. Lauren was mewling like a feline in heat, lifting her ass all the way off her mattress to meet her father's cock thrusts, giving him as good as she was getting.
The rhythmic shlick shlick shlick of their desperately incestuous fucking fell on Shana's ears as sharply as a slap in the face. It only served to highlight how obscenely wet and slippery her daughter's fuckhole was while she took the rabid thrusts of her own father's swollen prick.
It was the most disgusting spectacle Shana had ever seen. She knew she would never be able to look at her husband or daughter without contempt for as long as she lived. She was already imagining the fight they would have in the morning. If Ben and Shana refused to leave the house then she would be the one to leave. But why should she leave her son behind when they were the ones breaking every law of nature? Not to even mention the laws of the very state they lived in.
Despite everything going through her muddled mind, Shana couldn't bring herself to move or make the slightest sound to let them know they'd been caught. If she were in full possession of her mental faculties she would have stopped them immediately. She would have stormed up to her cheating, perverted husband and ripped him away from their young daughter by the hair, but her eyes were glued to the fat, thrusting cock steadily pumping into Lauren's hot, younger pussy. Having been without it for so long, it was hard for Shana not to think about how she much missed getting fucked by that long, thick rod that Lauren was now enjoying every inch of.
As much as Shana now despised her hedonistic husband, he did have one of the biggest, hardest cocks she'd ever enjoyed, and if the blonde enjoyed anything it was a big, hard, pussy pleasing cock. Lauren was obviously much more like her mother than Shana realized. Her attitude toward her daughter softened just then as she understood how good her father's cock could make a girl feel. There were so few like him. It wasn't like the girl's mother didn't remember a time when Ben still fucked her the way he was now fucking their little girl. But seeing the way Lauren's firm, round tits were wildly bouncing to the force of her father's cock thrusts forced her mother to admit the girl wasn't so little anymore.
"Fuck, Daddy, that huge dick feels better than anything!" the girl cried.
Lauren's outburst only caused the lips of her mother's pussy to quiver and heat up while the older woman knew just what the girl was feeling. Her father was now going back and forth sucking on the girl's up-thrust nipples.
"Daddy, Daddy, oohhhh fuck, you're gonna make me cum," Lauren hissed through her teeth. "Cum in me, Daddy. Fill me up like you always do."
The way Ben started pounding his huge dick into his daughter's pussy let Shana know he was about to give the girl what she wanted. Lauren was cumming so hard her body was shaking. Her mother was stunned to see how much she loved being pounded and filled with her father's cum.
The woman could hardly breathe. Her husband was pumping his own teenaged daughter's pussy full of sperm! The very same sperm that made her! Just when Shana thought it couldn't be any more shocking. And Lauren was cooing was so happily, grinding onto her father's still thrusting rod like she was on a mission to milk every drop of seed out of his man flesh.
The blonde wife and mother was just as shocked to feel the aching throb of desire in her hard nipples and dew drizzling pussy. Watching Lauren get fucked had given her a striking glimpse into her own past, revealing a vivid image of what she herself looked like while being fucked when she had been the same age. Mother and daughter bore a slight resemblance in their features, but it was mostly that they were the same type, both being fit, very well stacked blondes. And if Shana were being honest with herself, she'd spent most of her life being so eager for cock that she probably would have fucked her own father, too.
Shana finally closed Lauren's bedroom door as quietly as she opened it. Her hands were shaking so badly she didn't know how she managed to get the door closed without making a racket. After being reminded in the worst possible way how long it had been since she'd had her husband's cock, there was a now a wet slick in her panties that wouldn't go away. It wouldn't be long before Ben was sneaking out of his daughter's room to go back to theirs, and it was the last place Shana wanted to be. There was only one place she could feel at peace enough to ignore the unwanted ache between her thighs and get some sleep before waking up to a whole new reality in the morning.
Rick's room.
II
As she wandered through the hall to the other side of the huge house, making her way to her son's room, Shana felt like Rick was the only ally she had left in the family. She was still thinking over what to say to Ben and their daughter, if anything, but there was no way she could bring herself to get back into bed with that soulless deviant of a husband minutes after watching him fuck Lauren. It wasn't simply that he'd fucked the girl, but it was also the way he'd fucked her. He hadn't fucked his wife with that much need and desire in years. She wondered how many times he must have snuck back into their bed with his cock still wet from their daughter's welcoming pussy hole.
Shana was a mess by the time she reached Rick's room. She decided there was no ruder awakening for any married woman than discovering her husband was not only cheating, but cheating with their daughter. As she opened Rick's door and stepped inside, tears were rolling down her cheeks along with the flow of fuck honey into her panties she couldn't control.
Somehow, she felt safer and more content in spite of everything the moment she closed herself into Rick's room. She walked quietly toward his bed. Her son was sound asleep, lying on his back with the sheets kicked into a tangle at his feet. In nothing but his clinging boxer briefs, his body looked so virile and muscular. He looked so much like his father at that age, except a couple of inches taller and more muscular.
Rick was also more handsome than his father, as far as Shana was concerned. But then again she had always doted on him. As much as his sister was a daddy's girl, Rick was definitely a mama's boy, which his father had often teased him about. But Rick was every bit as manly and virile as his father had ever dreamed of being.
Shana had to stop in her tracks when she noticed the massive erection bulging within her son's briefs. He was easily as big as his father, if not a little bigger overall, being noticeably longer and thicker. His mother knew perfectly well how all males got frequent erections in their sleep, but she couldn't believe how Rick's organ could get that big and hard and still stay inside his tight underwear. For that matter, she was still amazed how a guy could manage to keep sleeping with a cock that big and hard. She smiled to herself and nearly forgot the repulsive display she'd just witnessed in her daughter's room as she wondered what kind of naughty dreams her beautiful son must be having.
There was something so wrong about expecting to sleep in her son's bed when his cock was pulsing with need, but that seemed like such a silly thing to worry about knowing her husband's dick was still wet from their daughter's pussy. Shana got into Rick's bed as carefully as she could, doing her best to keep from waking him. Gently rolling to her side, she snuggled up against her son's big, hard body, placing a hand on his chest and resting her thigh across his legs, taking special care to keep her leg well clear of his bulging cock. She was here for love and comfort, and hopefully some sleep, not to indulge base, forbidden desires the way the rest of the family seemed perfectly at ease with.
Rick sighed and moaned softly in response to a warm, female body crawling into his bed, but he didn't wake up. His mother felt instantly calmer as she embraced the one member of her family she knew she could trust completely. Telling herself she only wanted to calm her nerves enough to sleep, Shana couldn't stop looking at the massive bulge in her son's briefs. She pressed her warm, full tits up against the much larger body of her slumbering son. The pressure of his warm body against her melons felt comforting. After the shock of what she just saw her husband and daughter doing, she felt perfectly safe and loved, even if Rick was asleep.
He made a sleepy moaning sound and squirmed his nearly naked body even closer to his mother. She knew he was completely unaware of anything he was doing, but Shana loved the feel of a hot, young man squeezing up against her body in bed. For her, it was all about the love and comfort it made her feel, not about the raging hardness in her son's fully stretched briefs. In his state of unconsciousness, he had no idea his dreamy arousal was so visible to his mother. Yet Shana couldn't help being fascinated by the impressive vision of her son's enormous erection. Her motherly heart filled with pride over the gorgeous man he'd grown up to be.
Shana became so fascinated by the view of Rick's cock that she almost forgot that the moist ache in her pussy started when she was still spying on Ben and Lauren. Overcome with maternal curiosity, she reached very carefully for the waistband of her son's briefs and slowly lifted it up just high enough to take a brief look at the naked flesh of that cock underneath.
"Ohhh, baby, it's magnificent," she barely dared to breathe. She allowed herself just one, long moment to savor the sight of Rick's fully engorged cock before finally lowering his waistband back to its normal place.
Now the blonde snuggled tightly to her half naked son's big, solid body, sliding her thigh a little bit higher across his legs but still not daring to come into contact with his cock. Rick groaned in his sleep.
Shana knew it was perfectly outrageous to be sneaking a peek at her own son's sex tool while he slept, but she couldn't help it. Would he really have minded if he knew? Probably not, but it was just as well to avoid the embarrassment they would both feel. But of course she would never be sneaking peeks at her son's cock if he were awake. Yet it gave her a delicious thrill to think of the naughty little secret she now held in her mind of the rock-solid, well-hung man her precious son was. She couldn't help wondering how many girls and women had also beheld that beautiful cock.
After a while, the blonde decided she was just being silly. She needed to sleep, if possible, and nestled her face against the side of Rick's bare chest. She spent some time with her eyes closed, hoping to fall asleep, but it never lasted more than a minute or two before she found herself looking at Rick's huge bulge again. With a cautiously shallow sigh, Shana gently brought her hand onto her son's cock and lightly traced the shape of it through the material of his briefs. Her heart was nearly exploding as she touched his cock, feeling the marble solid mass under its covering of thin cloth.
It was nothing but a light, brief, experimental touch, she rationalized. It wasn't even in the same league as what she caught her husband and daughter doing. Besides, Rick would never even know. But as the loving mother gracefully ran her fingertips along her son's cock shaft, she couldn't help realizing that the sight of her husband fucking Lauren had given her a striking idea of what Rick and she would look like in the same position. The sudden image in her mind made her pussy quiver with heat before she knew what was happening.



The thought of Rick ramming that long, powerful cock deep into his mother's welcoming, wet pussy was more than she could avoid. It kept running through her mind again and again until the throbbing in her clit caused her breath to go ragged. It was all she could do to keep from shoving her hand into her son's briefs and taking hold of his cock without anything between his hot flesh and the firm grip of her hand. If her husband could sneak out of their bed to fuck their daughter like some kind of little blonde porn starlet, then why shouldn't Shana be just as free to fuck their son?
But then Rick stirred awake and brought his mother crashing back to reality.
"Mmmm, Mom? What are you doing here?" Rick moaned, still barely conscious.
Shana carefully pulled her hand away from his cock, as disappointing as that was. Rick either didn't notice that his mother had been touching his meat or else he chose to ignore it. Shana decided to pretend it never happened.
"Hope you don't mind me in your bed, sweetie."
Rick yawned and looked at her through sleepy eyes. "Of course not, Mom. It's...a little weird but really nice."
"Mhmm, yes it's really nice," she said, thinking it was the best she'd felt in a long time.
"Don't get me wrong, Mom, I'm glad you're here, but why aren't you in your own room? Did Dad go out or something?"
"Something like that," she replied, her voice turning to ice.
"Oh geeze, did you guys have another fight?"
"Not yet."
Rick was wider awake now. He leaned up on his elbow and looked at his mother, seemingly unaware of the huge, visible bulge in the front of his briefs.
"What's wrong, Mom? I can tell something's really bothering you."
Shana was deeply touched by the tone of concern in her son's voice. Sometimes it seemed as if Rick was the only one who ever spoke that way to her anymore. At the same time, the rippling hard bulge of his hard cock showed no sign of dwindling, and his mother found herself increasingly powerless to ignore it. Especially after getting to know the feel of that steely shaft under her fingers.
"It's nothing you have to worry about," she said, sidestepping the awkwardness of explaining what she'd just seen before slipping into his bed.
"If it's bothering you as much as I think it is then it's definitely something I need to worry about. There's no one as important to me as you, Mom," Rick pressed on.
Shana sighed and felt her heart melt a little. If only she was that important to her own husband.
"Oh baby, I love you so much," she said, throwing her arm across his naked upper body and sliding her thigh up higher, just grazing the warm set of balls trapped inside his briefs.
"I love you, too, Mom."
"Always, baby?"
"Always."
Shana sighed again, more deeply than ever, knowing she was pushing her full tits into the side of her son's body. A sneaky glance at the front of his briefs revealed that his hard on had only subsided part way. She felt relieved and disappointed at the same time.
"So Mom," Rick began haltingly, "does whatever's bothering you have anything to do with Dad and Lauren?"
His mother's heart nearly stopped and she stared into her son's face. Rick was looking back at her with loving concern. His expression gave her comfort, but at the same a large part of her was starting to panic. Did her son already know what was going on between his father and sister? And if he did, why hadn't he told her about it? That would most definitely qualify as something she would need to know. But as the initial shock of her son's question settled in, Shana still wasn't sure how much Rick knew. It was true that Lauren and her father's behavior toward each other had been changing over recent months. Sometimes it bordered on inappropriate, but making the leap from that to assuming they were having hot, incestuous sex while the rest of the family was sleeping under the same roof was more than she could make. At least until she saw it with her own eyes.
Shana thought it best to be cautious about saying too much.
"What do you mean?" she asked her son carefully. "Are you aware of anything out of the ordinary?"
Rick let out a loud sigh and squeezed closer to his mother, who was already draped over his body as closely as she could get from the side.
"So, um, I guess you figured out what they've been up to," he said.
Obviously, he knew. His mother was now convinced he knew everything. She wanted to be angry with him for not saying anything to her, but she had always had a strange inability to ever feel truly angry with him. And now, it felt like he was the last person in her family who was on her side. She started sobbing.
"I didn't just figure it out," she bawled. "I saw them. I saw them...doing it!"
"Ohhh, Mom," Rick said in a soothing tone, slipping his arms around her to hold and comfort her. "That's not the right way to find out. I thought you probably had it figured it out by now. I'm sorry you had to find out the hard way."
"Is there supposed to be an easy way?"
Rick didn't bother trying to reply. He just pulled his mother in for a tight hug, forcing her lush tits to squash against his body while her legs moved over his mostly relaxed cock through his briefs. In the midst of it all, Shana couldn't keep the recent memory of her son's luscious hard on out of her mind. She must be going insane. She'd just found her husband fucking their daughter, and now their son's cock was as much on her mind as anything else. What kind of family did that make them? What kind of wife and mother did it make her?
"How long have you known?" she asked.
"A few weeks, I guess. I think they started the night of Lauren's birthday party."
"Hmm, that makes sense. He was practically fondling her like a little whore. And right in front of everyone too. She just kept giggling like some kind of bimbo slut."
"I know it's tough, Mom, but Lauren's not a whore."
Shana sobbed some more. She didn't like calling her daughter names even despite what she'd seen. Still, there obviously was something terribly wrong with a girl who would spread her legs for her own father and spew such filth out of her mouth while the man pounded her barely adult pussy with his middle aged cock.
"Aren't you disgusted?" the blonde asked, ignoring the cloying trickle of moisture in her pussy. "Even just a little?"
"Honestly, Mom, no. I think they should've told you, but I'm not disgusted. It's actually kind of...I dunno...kind of hot, to be honest."
"Oh my god, I can't believe you just said that." Even as she spoke, Shana felt her son's cock beginning to stir with new life under her smooth, warm thigh. "It's incest. Pure and simple. It's the absolute worst thing anyone can do."
"Is that what you were thinking earlier when you were feeling my cock?"
"Oh. Fuck. Ummmm, you were awake?"
"I was definitely awake for that."
"Why didn't you say something?"
"Because I was afraid you'd stop."
Shana's breath caught in her throat. Not only was she caught off guard to know her son had only been pretending to sleep, but that he also that he was doing it because he liked the way his mother had been touching his massively aroused cock. The beautiful blonde's smoothly waxed pussy clenched around the annoying emptiness of her motherly core.
"You mean you liked having your own mother touch your cock?" she asked. The words just went out of her mouth without any thought for the consequences.
"It was only about a thousand times better than in my fantasies," Rick said.
"Fantasies? Seriously?"
"Oh my god, Mom, yes. Like forever."
Shana was shocked yet again, but this time it came along with a rush of butterflies in her stomach. She could feel Rick's cock surging back to life against her leg. She was dying to touch it again but couldn't bring herself to do it while he was looking her right in the eye.
"What is happening to this family?" she asked herself, though she said it out loud. "Until tonight I thought we were so normal."
"We are normal, Mom. It's totally normal for a guy like me to want a woman as hot and beautiful as you are. Did you ever notice how the girls I go out with all look like you?"
Now that Shana was presented with the fact she saw how true it was. One thing she also knew was that Rick never had trouble finding pretty blonde girls willing to date him, although it had been a while since he was dating anyone. Now, his mother couldn't help smiling over the notion that she was the one he had to be thinking about when he was with those other girls. She gave in to the pleasure of knowing she was more important to him than they were, that he loved her more. Was it even possible he thought she was sexier, too? The throbbing stalk trapped in his briefs made her think so, as crazy as it was to admit it.
"So," she purred dreamily, slipping her hand back onto the raging bulge in his briefs, "you like your mommy more than those young little airheads?"
Rick smiled and turned onto his side. Shana kept her leg up over his hip now and she felt a rush of breath leave her body when the bulge of his cock touched the front of her panties. He boldly placed his hand on his mother's hip, but then let it slip around and over the cheek of her ass.
"You have to even ask that?" he replied. "There's no comparison, Mom. Although...the last girl I was with was practically a carbon copy of you. I really loved her too."
Shana could barely bring herself to speak. She was in danger of feeling everything she'd been so disgusted with her husband and daughter over.
"Then why are you talking about her in the past tense?" she brought herself to ask. "Did the two of you break up?"
"Yes and no. I mean, we still have a very close relationship. We're just not fucking each other anymore."
Shana couldn't hold back a sly smile when she thought of her son fucking. She could easily imagine his young, muscular body lunging between the wide open thighs of some willing young girl, making her moan and beg for every inch of his glorious cock as she could get. Her pussy was hot and seeping moisture into the gusset of her panties as she imagined herself being that lucky girl.
"I'm sorry, baby," his mother said, not feeling sorry at all. "Do you want to tell Mommy what happened?"
"It was simple," Rick replied, squeezing his mother's firm ass. "We admitted we love each other, but we're just not 'in love'."
Shana loved being able to have such an intimate talk with her son. Considering everything else she'd experienced that night, so much about her life was feeling different and she indulged herself the wicked pleasure of putting her hand back on the bulge his cock was making in his briefs.
"And what girl in her right mind could give up a beautiful thing like this?" she asked coyly, giving her son's shaft a meaningful squeeze.
Rick smiled but hesitated. He was thinking about whether to answer, but when his mother started gently stroking his swollen cock through his briefs he was ready to tell her anything. For her part, Shana was dying with curiosity to know who her son had been fucking that bore such a close resemblance to her.
"Lauren," he finally said quietly.
Shana gasped in surprise. Her hand stopped moving but she didn't take it away from his cock.
"Darling," she began carefully. "Are you trying to tell me you fucked your own sister?"
Rick pushed off his briefs, working them down his legs as carefully as he could so he didn't have to change his position. Once he had them off, he took his mother's hand in his and placed it back on his fully naked, fully exposed cock. Shana whimpered softly at the delirious shock of touching her son's solidly swollen man flesh.
"Yes, Mom. That's what I'm trying to tell you. Lauren had this cock as much as she wanted for a couple of months. You know we've always been close. So when she finally admitted it's Dad that she's really in love with, I admitted to her that I'm really in love with someone else."
Shana was stunned. Her heart was pounding yet her hand was moving up and down Rick's impressive cock as if it had a mind of its own. She was trying to form the question she was pretty sure she already knew the answer to, but Rick saved her the trouble.
"It's you, Mom. You're the one I've always really wanted. Just like Lauren wants Dad."
While Shana did her best to convey a sense of shock on the surface, deep down she wasn't surprised. She'd always been aware of her son's affection being much more intense than a normal son's for his mother. So much was falling into place. And only now did she realize she was grasping the shaft of her son's cock, and it was hard and enormous as she stroked him. Knowing that her husband, Ben, wasn't carrying that much meat, she had a hard time understanding how Lauren could give up her brother for her father. Then again, not everything was about the size of a man's cock.
Rick pushed his hand under his mother's top and started fondling her braless tit. Her nipples were already hard as tiny rocks, and his big, strong hand felt amazing.
"My god," Shana sighed. "What's happening to this family? When did my family turn into a group of incest freaks? Is my own daughter really such a slut?"
"I'd hardly call Lauren a slut, Mom. She's only been fucked by two men, both of whom love her more than anyone else."
Shana didn't want to see the logic in what her son was telling her. But she didn't want to let go of his luscious cock any more than she wanted him to let go of her sensitive tits.
"Did you really give up Lauren because of me?"
Rick admitted he had.
"But she's...so much younger. And so...so...hot," his mother said.
"Yes, she's incredibly hot. And who is she almost a carbon copy of, Mom? You, that's who."
Before Shana had a chance to reply, Rick started pulling up on her top. As if on automatic pilot, she moved to let him pull it off, revealing her full, gloriously naked tits. He then pulled off her panties and revealed the recently waxed pussy that was every bit as bald and smooth as her daughter's. The next thing she knew, her own son was kissing her, pushing his tongue forcefully into her mouth. Her own tongue swirled around it as she felt his fingers push between her thighs and begin to stroke her wet slit.
Feeling her son's fingers touching her pussy barely felt real. It didn't matter that she already had his hot and ready cock in her hand. It had been too long since she'd felt a man's long, thick fingers stroking her neglected sex lips, and after all the horrible thoughts she had about Ben and Lauren, the way Rick was now stroking her pussy and kissing her like she was his property just felt so right. And whatever desires she had left to feel her husband's cock back inside her body again were rapidly disappearing.
The more eager and forceful her son's fingers became as he rubbed and stroked at his mother's dripping pussy, the deeper Shana's moans grew even as they were muffled by the swirling invasion of Rick's tongue in her mouth. She was shocked and yet so excited to feel two of his fingers slipping into her honey coated mother hole. His fingers were so much thicker than her own, and he was spreading her channel in a way she hadn't felt in far too long. The tips of his fingers found her G spot almost immediately, and she rocked her hips eagerly against the practiced stroke of his fingers.
Shana nearly forgot she was still stroking at Rick's cock shaft until he began to feel even thicker, and then his warm, viscous precum started oozing all over her tightly clenched hand. She was disappointed at first when he released her mouth from the deep, hard grip of his kiss, but then he was nibbling his way down along her neck until lips and tongue found her bare, upthrust tits.
"Ohhh, Mom, you have the most amazing tits I've ever seen," he groaned as he continued to finger her sheath. At the same time, he made love with his mouth to each of her big, heavy tits, kissing each mound thoroughly before trapping her throbbing nipples into the hot, wet suck of his talented mouth.
Between the steady stroke of Rick's fingers inside his mother's pussy and his avid attention to her succulent tits, Shana felt the wave of pleasure beginning to form. It built faster than she could prepare herself for the explosion and she cried out much louder than she realized as the eruption of joy rippled through her excited body. She hadn't cum so hard in ages, and she could barely catch her breath again while Rick began kissing his mother's body, his lips gradually zeroing in on her pussy.
Shana just stared in awe as her beautifully naked son finally repositioned himself between her legs, pushing her thighs far apart when he leaned down close and ran his tongue along her sodden slit. She gasped and then moaned deeply while he lapped hungrily at the slick petals of her fuckhole. He was rubbing his thumb back and forth across her swollen clit as he started shoving his tongue deeply into her hole.
While Shana felt her body melt into her son's bed, reacting to the illicit pleasures he was bringing her, she couldn't help thinking about the way she reacted to finding her husband in bed with their daughter. With Rick's tongue hungrily lapping and probing in and around his mother's pussy, she knew the only reason she was in this position now was because of her accidental discovery. Would this be happening if she hadn't found her husband balls deep in their horny daughter? Or what would she have thought if she'd had sex with her son before she saw them? Maybe she'd actually feel relieved.
As she brought her hands to her aching tits, Shana twisted and pulled at her sensitive nipples while Rick switched roles with his hand and mouth, fingering her hole while he drew the solid little nub of her clit between his lips and started sucking.
"I can't believe Lauren gave you up for your father," she moaned as she felt the building force of another climax pulsing through her core.
Rick lifted his head just long enough to say he was glad she did. "I love my sister, Mom, but you're the one I've always wanted."
He went back to sucking and licking his mother's clit, finger-stroking her creamy hole until the next climax came over the neglected blonde in a breathtaking wave. The only orgasm in recent memory that came close to the one she just had was the one she had just ten or fifteen minutes before. Her talented, handsome son had rendered her breathless as she watched him rise up over her with his imposing erection swaggering outward from his crotch.
"We're gonna fuck now, Mom," he announced calmly, gripping his long, thick shaft and stroking the wet dome of his shaft up and down her slick pussy lips. "I know why you came to me tonight. And that's how I know you need this just as much as I do. I don't want to go another day without having you as my lover."
"Rick, Rick," she protested weakly, "but I'm your mother." Yet still, her son pressed the tip of his fat cock into her slippery hole with a deep groan. Instead of being discouraged by her weak protest, he only seemed more determined to bury his throbbing man flesh into her churning, wet core. He pressed deeper, gradually sinking inch after rigid inch of his glorious rod into her body. "Oh. My. Fucking. God," his mother cried out at the feeling of being filled by so much hot, young cock.
By the time he was fully embedded in his mother's hot snatch, Shana knew he was right. She needed this even more than either of them knew. Her son's cock fit the inner sheath of her aching body too perfectly. He belonged inside his mother's pussy. Maybe, she thought, it was the same for Ben and Lauren. Maybe it was against the laws of society but not against the laws of nature. Why else would any cock and pussy be so perfectly made to fit together?
Then Rick started pulling and pushing his pole in and out of her slick sleeve and there was nothing else in her mind but the delirium-inducing stroke of his magnificent flesh. As her eyes drifted up to his face, she found Rick staring down at the glistening fusion of their bodies with rapt fascination, as if he'd never seen his swollen cock pumping back and forth in a woman's wet pussy before. But this was obviously far from his first time. She now knew he'd already fucked Lauren, but the rhythmic swivel of hips as he held himself upright on his muscular arms was clearly a well practiced dance on his part. Of course a hung, gorgeous man like her son would be experienced with lot of girls. It only made sense, and it only made her proud as his loving mother. But it also made her blood sizzle with heat to know she was his final choice above any others.



Rick was grunting hard with every thrust, and his mother's pussy had never felt so beautifully full. She wrapped her legs around his lunging body and gave herself over to her body's need to grind her pussy up to his thrusting cock. She even kept up with his steadily growing force and speed as he fucked her like she'd never been fucked before. This was so right. So good. And the fact that it was so wrong only made it that much better.
"Baby, baby," she gasped. "Ohhh, that cock is so good. So good! So fucking good!"
Rick responded by kissing her and increasing the force of his thrusts even more. His baby-juice laden balls squished against her exposed asshole with every noisy pump. She was so wet her cream was dribbling down from her hole and coating the tight bud of her rimhole. Savoring every loving thrust of her son's cock, Shana felt the heat of yet another orgasm quickly gathering force in her loins. Then she was suddenly riding the crest, feeling her body shiver with ecstasy while Rick sucked her nipples and pounded her sloshing hole even harder and deeper.
Before she had a chance to recover from cumming like never before, Rick was pulling his cock out of her pussy and guiding her to roll over. She knew what he was after, and she was ready to give him anything he wanted. Turning over, she leaned forward with her face close to the mattress while lifting her ass in the air and setting her knees as far apart as she could.
Rick leaned in and ran his tongue up her pussy and over her asshole several times. Shana fought the urge to scream when she felt her son's boldly nasty tongue slither and slurp at her asshole. The feeling was indescribable, and it was something no man had ever dared give her before. She was delirious when she felt him kneeling upright and plunging his rock solid shaft back inside her sheath. He gave her naked ass a sharp swat and then started fucking her again, clasping the firmly rounded sphere in each of his hands.
Now her son's cock was scraping wetly across her G spot as he fucked her. The sounds of his grunts and moans were an aphrodisiac, driving her arousal higher than she ever imagined possible.
"Mom, ohhh Mom, fuck," Rick started gasping and huffing. His mother could tell he was driving so hard he was close to losing control. "Ohhh fuck, that pussy feels so good! I can't believe you're really mine now!" Then he slapped her ass once again as if to punctuate his outburst.
"Fuck it, baby. Fuck Mommy's hot cunt just as hard as you can. Give Mommy all that hot, juicy cum," Shana wailed.
Within a few more minutes of hard, steady cock thrusting, Rick gave his mother just what she was asking for. Yet another orgasm rocked her body, causing her pussy to clench around Rick's cock so tight he couldn't hold back anymore.
"Ah, ahhhh, ahhhhhhhh fuck, Mom, I'm cumming!" he growled.
Shana was trying to tell him the same thing, that he was driving her to yet another indescribable explosion of pleasure and joy, but it was impossible to form words. The beautiful blonde had the longest and most powerful orgasm of the night, and probably of her entire life. It was only better with Rick cumming at the same time, filling her maternal cavern with warm jets of forbidden man cream.
The next fifteen minutes, both mother and son lay in Rick's bed holding each other and catching their breath. Shana couldn't seem to rationalize everything she'd been through all in the course of one night, going from the most insane shock to the most intense pleasure and happiness of her life. The logical half of her mind believed she should beat a retreat to be alone and sort through the confusing events of this life-changing night. Yet her emotional side couldn't imagine being anywhere but in her beautiful son's warm, powerful arms, being held and loved and kept safe in the aftermath of their mind-blowing fuck. In the end, the emotional side easily won the battle.
It was already into the wee hours of the morning as Rick kissed his mother repeatedly, telling her how much he loved her and how long he'd been dreaming of this very night. Shana kissed him back and snuggled into the warmth of his big, naked body. She wasn't even aware it was happening when sleep finally overtook her.
III
Shana woke up late the next morning, disappointed to find herself alone in her son's bed. She could still feel the delightful soreness in her pussy from the championship level fuck Rick had given her just a few short hours before. She found the crop top and boy shorts panties she'd been wearing the night before strewn across Rick's bedroom floor. It was all she had to slip into for now.
Ben was probably awake already, so at least she could retreat to their bedroom and be alone for a little while. There was so much going through her mind. She even still felt a little pent-up anger with her husband for cheating on her with their daughter. Having fucked their son without a shred of remorse did put things in a new perspective, but she probably never would have ended up in Rick's bed if she hadn't discovered Ben fucking Lauren. At this point, she didn't know whether to slap him or thank him.
As she padded along the hallway toward her bedroom, Shana realized their entire family was now involved in incest. Her husband with their daughter, she with their son. How could such a thing ever happen to what she'd always thought was a normal family? It was the greatest secret of all, and nothing any of them could ever share with anyone who knew them. But the delightfully sore feeling between her thighs reminded her of the amazing love she had felt for her son. And from him. No one could understand anything so deep and intense without experiencing it for themselves.
Before reaching her bedroom, Shana caught the sound of voices coming from downstairs in the kitchen. As she stopped to listen, she could tell all three of the others were there. She couldn't tell what they were saying, but the tone of each voice was unmistakable. She decided to go downstairs, almost forgetting she was wearing nothing but panties and a top that let the dark circles of her areolas show through. It seemed silly to be worried about modesty now, but old habits were hard to break. At the same time, despite all the confusion and misgivings, Shana felt happier than she could remember.
As she quietly padded down the steps toward the living room, it felt like one of those momentous days, as if it could've been the day of someone's wedding or graduation. For that matter, it hadn't been all that long since Lauren's graduation from high school, an event the girl barely made it to since anything academic had never been her forte. Her mother actually felt a bizarre sense of amusement to think that what she saw the girl doing with her father the night before was what her daughter was really meant for. And when she thought of that well fucked feeling between her own legs, the phrase 'like mother, like daughter' kept playing in her mind and making her smile.
So much felt different now that Shana almost felt like she'd traveled a million miles since the night before and this morning. As she drew closer to the kitchen doorway, she was practically tip-toeing to be quiet, feeling a strong urge to eaves drop on what the rest of her family were talking about in such muted but excited voices. Lurking silently near the doorway into the kitchen, Shana could hear what the rest of her family were saying.
"I'm proud of you, son," Ben was saying. "It sounds like you really gave your mother just what she needed."
Then there was the sound of Lauren giggling in a very naughty tone. "I can't believe you finally fucked Mommy," the youngest member of the family snickered devilishly. "She's so hot. I bet she made you cum really good. Did she make you cum as good as I used to?"
Rick chuckled softly but he didn't answer his sister's question. "I don't know why you're so surprised, sis. I mean, you've already been fucking Dad for like three months."
"I know, right?" she said. "What took you so long?"
"Now, now, Lauren," Ben broke in. "Don't tease your brother so badly. You know as well as anyone in the family that these things take time."
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I'm not teasing, really. I'm just really happy for Mom and Rick. Now they can have what we have and everybody's gonna be so happy."
"That's my sweet little girl," her father praised her.
Shana could hear the girl utter an audible cooing sound over her daddy's praise. Everything was obviously out in the open now, and somehow, the matriarch of the family wasn't surprised. The only thing that really surprised her was how she could have missed what was going on under her own roof for so long. Had Ben been fucking their daughter for three entire months without her figuring it out? Clearly, he had been.
At this point, Shana was feeling more disappointed in herself than anything else. Her marriage was a complete failure, tempered by the fact that she now had the most special love of her life with her own son. She started feeling foolish as she thought over the number of times in the past three months that she'd been aching and pining to feel the thrusting love of her husband's hard cock. If she'd known, maybe she would have landed in bed with Rick that much sooner.
There wasn't much sense in looking back now. What was done was done, and nothing could change the fact that the once blissfully passionate couple were now both actively involved in sexual affairs with their own kids. It was deliciously loving, and yet now Shana was able to feel excitement over the sheer wickedness of it all. The gusset of her panties was becoming moist all over again.
"Your mother's a good woman, Rick," Ben continued in his gravelly, paternal tone. "She deserves the kind of love I know only you can give her. I just hope she'll understand how it's the same way for your sister and me."
"She might need a little time to adjust," Rick replied. "But I think she'll understand."
"Understand what?" Shana said, stepping into the kitchen and pretending she hadn't heard the other part of their conversation.
Everyone looked up in surprise when the older blonde walked in. Ben and Rick were both sitting at the kitchen table in nothing but boxer briefs, while Lauren sat on her father's lap in nothing but a short robe that was hanging open in front. Ben's hand suddenly pulled away from the large, firm, eighteen year old tits he'd been fondling as they talked. As much as Shana was adjusting to their new reality logically, she couldn't help feeling a pang of jealousy. Why couldn't she and Ben have talked out their differences like they used to do in the past?
"Mom! Good morning!" Rick cried, jumping up to give his barely dressed mother a firm hug and the most inappropriate kiss, especially for a son kissing his mother right in front of his father and baby sister.
Shana kissed her son back eagerly and deeply, making sure her husband could see their tongues swirling together between their hungry lips. She also noticed Rick's cock was hard and swollen in his briefs. Considering the way his little sister's tits and pussy were practically hanging out of her scant robe she wasn't surprised. He also must have been watching his father fondle the girl's overly developed melons before she came in. The girl might be in love with Daddy, but she certainly looked excited about teasing her big brother.
Shana made a point of rubbing her hand over the bulge in the front of Rick's briefs, making sure that her daughter and husband could see the gesture. She might be the last one to know of the kinky behavior going on in her own home, but she wasn't about to let herself look like a deer caught in the headlights. Besides, if her husband and daughter were going to flaunt their relationship in front of the rest of the family, why shouldn't she and Rick?
There were a lot of nervous grins around the breakfast table, and Lauren couldn't suppress more giggles when she looked at the bulging hard on in her brother's briefs when he sat back down. But then when her mother made direct eye contact with her, the younger girl suddenly turned shy and looked down. Shana smiled to herself over the little victory, even though she knew her daughter was surely sitting directly on top of her father's hard, throbbing dick.
Shana poured herself a cup of coffee and sat at the table, resisting a strong urge to sit on Rick's lap and feel that huge boner rubbing against her barely covered ass. Under the circumstances, she thought it was important for the family to have a talk about all the changes going on, but she didn't let that keep her from reaching between her son's legs and stroking his fat stalk through his briefs. He leaned back in his chair and sighed with pleasure, letting his father and sister know how good his mother was making him feel. She felt even closer to her son, proud of the way he wasn't ashamed of showing the other members of the family how important she was to him.
Lauren and Ben were both grinning at the way Shana was openly touching Rick's cock, even though there was still a lot of guilt in their expressions. They were the ones who'd started all of this, after all, and it wasn't because they'd been honest about what was going on between them. No. They'd gotten caught.
"It seems we all have quite a bit to catch up on," Shana said in a no-nonsense tone, even though she kept her hand in slow, lazy motion along Rick's cock. His young manhood felt so ripe and hard it was making it hard for his mother to concentrate on what she wanted to say.
"You're not mad, are you, Mom?" Lauren asked. Even though she was such a daddy's girl she still didn't like displeasing her mother, though obviously not enough to keep her from fucking her father.
"Do I look mad, sweetie?" her mother replied.
"Mmmm, not really, I guess. Just kind of serious, even though you can't keep your hand off Ricky," she added with a giggle.
Shana couldn't help sharing a naughty giggle with her daughter. Lauren had such a naughty kind of innocence about her that it was hard to stay mad at her for very long. Her mother loved her. She was the baby of the family, of course, but there was a part of Shana that saw her as the younger woman who stole her husband.
"I have to admit I didn't know what to think at first." Shana kept the truth of her intense, first reaction to herself. "But you obviously know that your brother and I had a serious...talk."
Lauren giggled and her father's hand slipped back onto one of her boobs half exposed by the parting of her robe.
"Honey," Ben began, calling his wife by the endearing name he'd used for years out of habit. "I'm happy to see you're taking the right step with Rick. We never wanted to hurt you, or deceive you, but we couldn't help the way things worked out."
"I understand, and now that everything is out in the open, it seems we all have what we've always really wanted and no one has to sneak around anymore." She cast a quick but meaningful look at her husband, but then she smiled and cast a loving glance at the big, hard shaft under her hand.
"Mom? Don't you think it's really cool that both of us have fucked Dad and Ricky and they fucked both us too?" Lauren said enthusiastically, making her father look even guiltier.
Shana didn't miss the way Lauren was gently grinding her ass into her father's lap. The young, blonde minx must have been driving him crazy.
"I guess it is, sweetie," Shana reluctantly agreed with her daughter. "But your father and I really need to have a talk just between ourselves."
"Sure, honey, anytime you want," Ben said with a slight groan as he squeezed Lauren's boob flesh. Her soft, young orb was overflowing his large hand.
"Well, whenever you can pry your hands off our daughter's tits," Shana said.
There was an awkward moment of silence, and the look on Ben's face was guiltier than ever. Then Lauren started giggling, which soon turned into peals of hysterical laughter. Everyone else started laughing along with her. Shana noticed her husband never stopped fondling their daughter's perky melons the entire time.
"How about after breakfast we go out for a ride? Just the two of us," Ben suggested when the laughter died down.
"That would be fine," his wife said. Shana then looked hungrily at her son, whose cock was raging with stiffness under her patient hand. As Rick looked back at her, the love and desire in his face told her everything was going to be just fine. She felt her nipples swell with excitement as she remembered she was actually fondling his cock right in front of his father and sister. It made her love him even more as she realized if it hadn't been for him she would've been in a much different state of mind that morning.
It was Lauren who finally couldn't help herself any more. She was obviously very happy not to have to hide anything from her mother now, and she was gradually increasing the little gyrations of her ass on her father's lap. If anything, the girl seemed to enjoy the fact that her mother and brother were watching her tease the man who'd conceived her. Her mother couldn't help admiring her sexy audacity. It reminded Shana of herself at the same age. But now, with her hand on Rick's cock in front of her husband and daughter, the still hot blonde mother felt like she was reclaiming something that had been cut off from her for years.
Ben couldn't help muttering a soft groan. Shana knew her husband well, and she could tell he didn't mean to be getting so turned on by their daughter in front of his wife, but he couldn't help it, either. No more than Rick could help the throbbing of that huge, young cock under his mother's stroking hand.
With a coy smile, Shana slipped her hand up inside the leg of Rick's boxer briefs and curled her hand around his ready shaft. Rick groaned louder than his father, and the others were looking on in amazement as they watched Shana's hand moving along his thick shaft, only covered by the tautly stretched fabric. Lauren was probably the most fascinated of all, though her father was most definitely amazed by the sight of his wife stroking their son under his briefs. But now the younger blonde's robe was hanging completely open, leaving the full orbs of her tits completely exposed. Her father was now holding her by her hips while she openly rubbed her ass along his excited cock.
With Rick's virile, young cock in her hand, Shana had a completely different reaction to the overly intimate sight of her husband and daughter. She just felt even more aroused knowing the younger girl was making her father's organ throb for her forbidden pussy. To Shana, they were just as twisted and perverse as she'd first thought the night before when she discovered them, but instead of being shocked she thought it was incredibly hot. She was beginning to love the idea that she herself was just as twisted and perverse as they were. Even more, she was enraptured by the fact that love and desire she shared with her son was not only an act of ultimate affection, but one of purely forbidden sin.
Shana's pussy was beginning to soak a wet slick of maternal fuck honey into her panties. She suddenly pulled her hand out of Rick's briefs and stood up, pulling off her top nearly in the same motion.
"You have nice tits, Mommy," Lauren said with a giggle. "They're so big."
"They're practically the same as yours, sweetheart," her mother replied, hefting the big, round orbs with her hands.
"Daddy likes pretty blonde girls with big tits," the younger girl replied with another giggle.
"He sure does, doesn't he, darling? And so does your handsome brother."
On that, Shana leaned over and presented her naked tits to her son's face.
"Suck on Mommy's tits, baby," Shana cooed sexily.
Rick made a growling sound low in his throat and cupped his mother's tits in both hands, bringing his mouth to her swollen nipples. He lapped and suckled at the woman's reddened nubs, going back and forth from one to the other. Shana's pussy was growing even wetter and hotter as her son feasted on her tits in front of Ben and Lauren.



"Fuck, that's so hot," Lauren cooed. "Isn't it hot, Daddy?"
"Yes, baby," Ben replied, pulling the girl's robe off her shoulders and bringing his hands to her big, proud tits once again while she ground steadily down on his cock.
"Mommy's giving you your favorite breakfast, baby. Your father hasn't sucked Mommy's tits in ages, but he has your little sister for that now. Mommy's tits are all for you my precious man."
Shana felt like she was on fire, both physically and mentally. With part of her still feeling angry with Ben, it made her feel strong and desirable to flaunt her relationship with Rick in front of him. Meanwhile, her son's groping hands and teasing lips were sending currents of pleasure straight from her nipples to her quivering, hot pussy.
"Mommy wants breakfast too," the blonde finally said, lowering herself onto her knees in front of Rick's chair. She then pulled his briefs down his legs, exposing his big, swollen dick in front of the whole family. She took his impressive pole in her hand and started stroking him, slowly leaning forward.
"Oh my god, Mommy's gonna suck him off right here," Lauren said in a voice oozing with lust.
"Do you like watching Mommy suck on Ricky's big dick, baby girl?" her father asked.
"Is it bad if I say yes, Daddy?"
Ben chuckled. "Yes, baby. It's very bad."
Shana almost chuckled, too, but she was busy taking Rick's cock deeply into mouth, making the younger man groan with pleasure. She heard Lauren gasp and looked over without taking her son's cock out of her mouth. Ben's briefs were on the floor and their daughter was driving her pussy onto her father's cock as he sat on his chair. She was straddling his hips and facing her mother and brother. Her smooth, bald pussy was brazenly stretched open around the shaft of her father's cock as she rocked her slit up and down his hard flesh.
With the resemblance between mother and daughter, Shana couldn't help thinking that must have been what she herself had looked like while fucking her husband. And then, with the resemblance between father and son being almost as close, Shana also thought that the lewd pairing of father and daughter gave her a close idea of what the mother and son looked like while joined in the most intimate and forbidden union of all.
"Ohhh, Daddy," Lauren cooed, "you feel so hard. You like watching Mommy suck off Ricky, too, don't you?"
Ben just grunted in response and pumped his cock hard and deep into the swirly wet gyrations of his daughter's tight pussy. Shana was fascinated by the sight of her husband's cock slipping in and out of the girl's dripping hole. Yet she was even more aroused knowing that the two of them were watching her proudly make love to her son's fabulous cock. Rick's pole was so hot now. So hard. So fucking delicious. And his mother had him squirming in his chair, groaning and huffing for air as she caressed his shaven balls with one hand and used the other to work over his thick stalk along with her lips.
"Ohhh fuck!" Lauren cried, riding her daddy's cock even faster, causing her heavy, young tits to bounce wildly as she rocked up and down. "I wanna suck cock as good as Mommy!"
Ben grunted even more deeply and reached around to catch his daughter's heavily bouncing tits in each of his hands.
Shana felt a surge of pride and arousal shoot through her all at once. Her pussy was oozing heavily and begging for attention. If it weren't for her audience of two she would've been fingering herself by now, but she didn't want to take her hands away from her son's cock and balls. Not now. Not with dad and daughter watching. She knew Lauren looked up to her enough to make her mother a role model in many ways, but Shana was beside herself with excitement to think of being a sexual role model to her equally hot daughter. With her greater knowledge and experience, she could mold her daughter into the sexual dynamo she herself had been at the same age.
Rick could barely draw breath now that his mother was sucking and stroking his cock like never before. She was going to make the glorious young man explode in her thirsty mouth, and she wanted her husband and daughter to see it all. She wanted Lauren to know her mother still had so much to offer, and for Ben to get a good look at what he'd given up. Yet now she was sucking off her son with a hunger she'd never once shown her husband.
"Mom! Ohhhh, Mom, fuck!" wailed Rick. "I'm gonna...fuck...I'm gonna cum!"
"Oh fuck, ohmygod that's so hot!" cried the young man's little sister. "I'm gonna cum too, Ricky!"
Rick's enormous shaft pulsed wildly within his mother's sucking lips. She felt like she was being transported to another realm as his frothy cum burst into her mouth. As heavy as Rick's load was, Shana knew she could swallow down every spurt with ease, but she let some of his creamy seed spill over onto her lips and down his solid shaft. Meanwhile, his sister was squealing like a little porn starlet while her father grunted hard and deep as he exploded inside her tight, young pussy.
Shana nearly orgasmed too as she watched her husband's cock pulsing his jets of cum up into their mewling daughter's eager pussy. The fact that her son was filling her mouth at the same time made it one of the most intense moments of her life. But if Shana was anything, she was patient. She knew she would have plenty of chances to cum. She had the love of her hot, young son, and she knew he would devote himself to making his mother feel that love as much as she needed him too.
While the other three members of her family recovered from a nearly mutual, three-way orgasm, Shana's pussy was still sodden and hot. But she stood back up proudly, smiling as a thick drabble of her son's cum ran over lip onto her chin. The stunned look on her husband's face was worth every second. She could barely believe the way showing off the result of sucking her son's cock made the ache in her clit even worse.
"Now that was the most delicious breakfast I've had in years," Shana announced.
Her daughter giggled gleefully. Her mother felt pleased to see the look of admiration in the young blonde's pretty eyes. She then reminded Ben about his promise to take a ride so they could talk things over. Not that she had the first clue as to what she was going to say. She supposed she was just hoping her husband could explain how things had gotten to this point. But with the taste of Rick's cum so fresh in her mouth she wasn't about to complain.
IV
Ben waited for his wife to take the first shower. After their first family breakfast under their drastically altered lifestyle, every member of the household was covered with sweat and cum. Lauren and Rick would take turns using the bathroom in the hallway while Ben and Shana shared the bathroom adjacent to their bedroom. And having fucked his daughter twice in the past nine or ten hours, her scent was all over him.
The only thing Ben really felt bad about was the way his wife discovered him with their daughter. It wasn't as if there was much left to their marriage. Not over the past few months anyway. Besides, he loved Lauren so much, and she loved him the way no other woman ever had, including Shana. She looked up to him for so much, and he admired her sweetness and intensely sexual beauty. No one could blame a man for wanting a girl like Lauren, even if she was his daughter. He still loved Shana, but things had simply changed through no one's fault.
On the other hand, Ben couldn't help thinking back on the way Shana had looked stripping down to her soaking wet panties in front of her entire family and then kneeling down on the kitchen floor to suck their son's cock. She was amazing, and he could think of very few things through their whole marriage when she'd gotten him so aroused. The fact that his daughter was riding his cock at the same time had made him cum as hard as he ever had.
Shana came out of the bathroom sooner than expected. She came out naked, with her large, firm tits wobbling enticingly. Her husband looked at her hungrily for the first time in a long time, but Ben realized she had to be very anxious to get away from the kids so they could have their talk. He went in next and showered quickly. He put on a pair of shorts and a short sleeved button-down shirt. When he went downstairs to meet Shana, he found her waiting for him in a daringly short sun dress that left her tits exposed almost to edges of her areolas.
"You look really beautiful," Ben told his wife when they got into the family minivan and drove onto the street.
"Thank you, honey," she said calmly. "You look very nice, too."
With Ben driving, they decided to head out of town to the next city where there was a large park with a duck pond. Pulling into a secluded area of the parking lot, they were able to sit in the car and talk without being disturbed. He shut off the engine, and both husband and wife took off their seatbelts and turned to face each other. Shana brought one leg up on the seat as she sat sideways, bringing the hem of her dress high enough on her thighs to expose the gusset of the turquoise panties she was wearing.
Ben realized it had been a long time since he'd last tried looking under his wife's dress, but she looked especially good. Her legs were as fit and smooth as their daughter's, and the panties hugged and framed her pussy perfectly. As he gazed at his wife's mound, it was impossible to keep from thinking of the fact that their son's cock had been deeply pumping into that slit just the night before. An aching twitch rumbled through the man's cock flesh as he looked at his wife with a completely new feeling of admiration.
When he brought his eyes up to meet Shana's he knew she'd caught him looking. Her expression was proud and defiant, like she was teasing him with something sweet he'd never taste again.
"So ..." he started awkwardly, glancing back at her exposed strip of panties, not caring if he got caught this time.
"Yeah. So," his wife replied, just as awkward.
Shana let her thighs drift a little further apart while she let one of her hands rest on her leg while pushing the hem of her dress just a little bit higher. More of her snug panties were now revealed, and her fingers were resting within an inch or two of her mound. Ben took a deep breath. His wife was actively teasing him, and after what happened in the kitchen earlier he couldn't help looking at her like he was only meeting her for the first time. This version of his wife was someone he'd never seen. Someone hot and arousing. Yet he knew her so well.
Ben knew exactly why his wife wanted to get away from the house so they could talk. It was only natural she'd want some explanations, but all of that seemed to be fading into the background right now. He was still thinking of her prancing topless in the kitchen in front of her whole family, and the way she'd sucked off Rick while she watched their daughter ride his cock.
"How long have you been cheating on me with our daughter?" Shana asked point blank as she raked her fingertips over her panty clad pussy mound.
The combination of the question and gesture gave Ben an intense ache in his cock. He was starting to get hard and his wife could see the bulge forming in his shorts. She was looking at the progress of his cock bulge more than his face, so Ben stopped trying to be subtle about the way he was watching his wife rake her fingers over the gusset of her panties. It wasn't long before the first tell-tale wet spot began to form between Shana's thighs. Ben smiled silently. He and Shana hadn't looked at each other this way in ages. She was just as turned on by their new situation as he was.
"About three months," he finally answered, lightly rubbing his cock through his shorts.
Shana sighed. "Have there been others before Lauren?"
"No, honey. Never. And with Lauren ... well, it didn't really feel like cheating. I mean, she's our daughter."
Shana laughed sarcastically, but didn't stop rubbing the growing wet spot in her panties.
Ben stiffened for a moment. Then he brought it back around to her. "Did it feel like cheating when you let our son fuck you?"
The blonde looked up at her husband's face, looking a little sheepish. "Well, okay. I guess I see your point."
They both laughed briefly, then paid more attention to the way they were each touching themselves.
"You were so hot this morning," Ben told her, his cock beginning to throb as he flashed back on his wife sucking their son's cock at the breakfast table. "I don't know when I've ever seen you like that. You were ... amazing."
Shana actually blushed quickly, something Ben hadn't seen her do in years. He also realized he hadn't paid her a compliment like that in years, either.
"Did you like watching your wife suck your son's cock?" she asked between a couple of deep breaths.
"I've never seen anything so hot," Ben said, nearly groaning. "You were sucking him like a sex goddess. Like his dick was made of sugar."
"Mmm, well ... our son does have a delicious cock," Shana admitted boldly. "And I plan to be sucking it as often as possible from now on."
"Fuck," Ben muttered, giving his fully aroused cock a firm squeeze.
"Too bad you couldn't see us in his bed last," she added. "He fucked me like a young god. Oh, darling, he made me cum the way you used to."
Ben knew Shana was getting herself more and more aroused just from teasing him. He knew part of it was because she was enjoying a little bit of revenge, but he didn't mind in the least. Every moment was making his cock throb harder and harder. She was a whole different woman. At the same time, he couldn't forget the intense look in her eyes when she watched Lauren ride his cock.
"And you liked watching me make Lauren cum all over my cock this morning, too, didn't you, my darling wife?" Ben slowly unzipped his shorts as he spoke.
With her eyes expectantly on her husband's hand as he reached into his shorts, Shana pulled her panties to the side to expose her damp slit. "Fuck, yes, I loved it. I know it sounds so wrong but I did. It was like watching you fuck me twenty years ago. I couldn't believe the way our little girl was milking her daddy's big cock. Don't ask me why but it made me wet like never before."
"Fuck," groaned Ben. He then pulled his fully swollen cock free of his shorts and started stroking as he watched his wife stroke her pussy lips.
"You were so good," she confessed, moaning softly as her fingers played and massaged her wet folds. "I've never seen you like that. The way you were pumping that big dick up inside her tiny little hole."
"I fucked her so hard because it was driving me crazy watching you suck Rick's cock at the same time," Ben said on the verge of being breathless. His hand was pumping faster along his throbbing shaft while Shana slipped two fingers into her hole. "I wanna watch him fuck you, baby. Is that bad?"
Shana moaned at the thought. She pulled in a deep breath of excitement and opened her legs even wider to her stroking husband. "OH fuck, no!" she cried. "I want you to see his big, fat cock pumping deep in this pussy. His mother's pussy. Your wife's pussy. This pussy that used to be yours but now it belongs to our boy."
Ben had never seen his wife get this worked up this fast. Her fingers were sliding in and out of her hole almost as fast as he was pounding his cock with his fist. Her clit was swollen and standing up as if begging to be sucked. As her husband watched her drive herself closer to the edge, he got out of the minivan, carefully covering his cock as he went around to Shana's side of the vehicle and opened her door. Fortunately, there was no one else close enough to see what was going on between them, and the passenger's side was facing a deserted stand of trees.
When Ben opened Shana's door, her panties were already on the floor in front of her seat. She turned around to face him with her thighs open and her dress pulled up around her hips. Her husband ran his hand up her smooth, bare thigh to her equally smooth pussy and fingered her aroused sex lips for the first time in ages. Just knowing his fingers were slipping over the very same hole his son had been fucking only the night before made Ben's cock ragingly hard.
Shana moaned as her husband fingered her pussy, then uttered a gasp when he thrust two of his fingers into her wet hole. She reached for his cock, squeezing and stroking his shaft.
"This is for our son now," Ben told her in a raspy tone, sluicing his fingers in and out of his wife's hole.
"And this cock is for our daughter," Shana moaned, steadily stroking Ben's shaft.
"It's all hers now," he groaned.
"Then what are you doing here with me? Letting me touch the cock that belongs to our little girl?"
Ben uttered a gravelly laugh. "You wanted to talk, right? Work out our family problems?"
Shana tried to laugh, too, but her lustful moans were taking over. "I don't see any problem," she cooed. "You get to fuck Lauren and I get to fuck Rick. Everyone's happy."
"Happy and horny," groaned her husband. Then he stepped in closer, standing between Shana's parted knees. He pulled his fingers out of her pussy while she brought his cock toward her pussy, rubbing his blunt knob up and down her dripping lips.
"Go ahead, baby," Shana moaned, calling him baby for the first time in at least a year. "I know you wanna fuck that pussy your son was fucking last night. Do it! Give Mommy that Daddy cock!"
Ben growled and pushed his throbbing shaft hard and deep into his wife's sodden fuck hole. He nearly made a full stroke on the first thrust, but he pulled back and shoved forward again, sinking his entire rod.
"Fuck yes!" he growled, grasping to feel his wife's big tits through her dress while he slipped his hard rod through her pussy lips with hot force.
Within a few moments, Ben was fucking his wife like he'd never fucked her before. The wildly surprised look in her eyes made it obvious she was feeling the difference, and loving every stroke of his thick cock. She braced herself and ground her pussy greedily against his pumping cock shaft.
"That's right, baby, fuck it," she cried. "Fuck that pussy your son is gonna be fucking again tonight."
That only drove Ben to pump harder and faster into his wife's slick hole. What Shana didn't know about her husband was that he was no stranger to incestuous love. She never knew anything about the intense relationship Ben had with his sister during his college years. And after their mother saw them, unbeknownst to Ben's sister, his mother started fucking him, too. She used the fact that she didn't think it was right that Ben and his sister were that close, even though Ben continued fucking his sister and his mother as well, but once he was out of college his mother urged him to look for girls outside the family.
Ben had always loved his sister, and his mother, too. But the excitement he experienced from fucking them was greater than he could ever find with anyone else, including Shana. Until now, after he'd started fucking their daughter and she fucked their son.
"Fuck," Shana moaned. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
The blonde's heavily flowing juices were running down her husband's balls. Meanwhile, Ben pulled the top of Shana's dress below her large, heaving tits. Her luscious orbs overflowed his hands as he kneaded her flesh, then took her nipples between his fingers and twisted them roughly while he kissed her for the first time in months. She kissed him back like never before.
When the kiss broke, Ben looked at his wife with a wildly lust-filled expression. "You're cheating on our son," he growled, giving her a hard series of cock thrusts that nearly took her breath away.
"And you're cheating on our daughter," the blonde snarled back. "Our poor, sweet, innocent little girl. That dirty little daddy's slut!"



Ben and Shana were driving each other closer and closer to an explosive climax. When she started cumming on her husband's thrusting cock, the hot, wet clamping sensation of her inner sheath was more than Ben could take. He pounded his wife's cunt harder and harder. When he finally erupted, filling the depths of her motherly womb with cum, his pleasure soared like never before as he reminded himself she was taking her second load of cum in the course of one night and morning. She had a cocktail of spunk inside her, a mixture of her husband's and son's cum.
The couple were both breathless after their shared orgasm. Ben pulled his organ free of Shana's pussy and put it back in his shorts. She pulled the top of her dress back up over her tits but didn't bother covering her freshly cum-filled pussy. She turned back around in her seat while Ben went back to the driver's side. Fortunately, no one had come close enough to catch them in the act.
"That was fucking hot," Shana sighed. "Maybe we should've started fucking the kids sooner."
Ben chuckled, agreeing with her. "It turns you on to think we're cheating on them, doesn't it?"
"Oh fuck, yes. Is that bad?"
"Very bad. But I guess that makes me just as bad because I don't know when I've ever cum that hard."
Shana leaned over and kissed her husband deep and long. "Should we tell the kids that Mommy and Daddy are fucking again?" she asked.
"No baby, we shouldn't. This can just be our little secret."
Shana laughed the way she used to, and Ben started the car. Once they got home, they'd reassure Lauren and Rick that everything was fine.
V
Not long after Ben and Shana left the house for their private "talk", Rick went upstairs to take a shower. Lauren was showering in the hallway bathroom, so her brother went in to use their parents' bathroom. He came out from his shower with a towel wrapped around his waist. He hadn't felt that good since the first time he'd fucked his sister. He was happy with the way things turned out with his mother, but watching his little sister ride their father's cock in the kitchen reminded him how amazing it always was to get his own cock deep in his luscious, younger sibling. Like her mother, Lauren was one of the most beautiful girls her brother had ever seen, and he loved her as much as ever.
When he got back to his room, Rick didn't bother closing the door. Lauren was just across the hall in her room, and he hadn't even had a chance to drop his towel before he discovered his baby sister standing in his doorway, just wearing a scant, cropped tank top and panties.
"Hey, big bro," she cooed sweetly. "You sure put a smile on Mom's face."
Rick couldn't help smiling. The way his mother had come to his bed the night before, then even sucked his cock in front of his sister and dad was still making his mind spin.
"She put a smile on your face, too," the barely dressed young blonde added before her brother had a response.
"I noticed Dad was putting a smile on your pretty face, too," he said.
Lauren giggled. "I can't believe we all did that! It was so hot."
The young blonde then went into her brother's room and flopped back on his bed. They had always been open about their bodies around each other even before they had sex. And now that they'd crossed that bridge with each other, even though they'd both moved on to being with their respective parents, the practice of dressing or undressing in front of each other was still a common occurrence.
While Rick stood within a few feet of his bed, he couldn't help taking a good long look at his younger sister's gorgeous body. The panties she was wearing were cut high on her hips, and the V shaped front was barely wider than the pouty shape of her pussy mound. Despite the world class blow job his mother had given him just a little while before, Rick's cock began to tingle and thicken in response to the sight of his little sister. And the way she was lying on his bed didn't help. Her little crop top was riding high enough to reveal more than a hint of her delectable under boobs.
"Are you as happy as me now, Ricky?" Lauren asked. "We all have what we want now. Like, um, everybody's dream came true, right?"
"I guess you're right, sis. You always really wanted Dad, and I always wanted Mom. And even though Mom was upset at first I really think she's happy now."
Lauren giggled, making her big, upturned tits quiver. Rick noticed her catch the way he was looking at her tits and insanely inviting legs and pussy. By now his cock was getting thick enough to make a lump in the front of his towel, and his baby sister was looking at him just as much as he was looking at her.
"Mom looked really happy when she had your dick in her mouth," Lauren snickered. "Not that I blame her. I would be too."
"I seem to remember you had Dad's cock in your pussy at the time, and you looked perfectly happy about it."
"Mmmm, he did make me cum extra hard this morning. But I think you and Mom had a lot to do with that, too."
"I still can't believe it happened," Rick said, sitting down on the edge of his bed next to his sister.
Lauren let her legs open a little wider, revealing the slim crotch of her tiny panties. She brought one hand to her upper thigh, her fingers lightly rubbing her supple flesh within a scant inch of her pussy. Rick's cock grew at least another inch as he caught the gesture. It made him think of all the times he'd watched his sister finger herself. That was something he could spend the rest of his life watching, and Lauren had always put on a good show for her big brother.
"Ricky?" she said after a long silence.
"Yeah?"
"Did you like watching me fuck Daddy?"
"I liked it a lot, baby sis. You looked so amazing. I could tell you were driving Dad crazy. Did you like watching Mom suck my cock?"
"Yeah. Like really a lot. Buuuut..."
"What is it, Lauren?"
"Ooohhh, don't you ever feel jealous?"
"You mean of you being with Dad now?"
"Yeah."
"Well. Yeah. Sure. But that's what you wanted, right? And I wanted to be with Mom."
"I know. But...did you feel jealous when you saw me fucking Daddy? I mean it's one thing when you know about it, but seeing it is another."
"Yeah, for sure. It was really hot to watch, but...if I'm really being honest, I did feel a little jealous."
Lauren face lit up with a smile. "Ricky," she cooed his name. "Do you miss your baby sister's pussy even though now you can bang Mommy's whenever you want?"
The kittenish young blonde then pulled the crotch of her panties aside to reveal her bald slit, as if her brother needed to see it to decide. Rick's cock pulsed with heat as he looked at that sweet little pussy he hadn't enjoyed in over three months.
"I do miss my beautiful sister's pussy," he replied, pulling the towel open. He wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked it as he gazed up and down the girl's glorious body. "I love you, Lauren, and you're my baby sis. You'll always be special to me."
"Oh, Ricky, you know I love you, too. I mean, I love Daddy, but I love you too. I'm such a bad girl. I love you both."
"You're my bad girl," he said, his dick now fully swollen and pulsing with need for the hot, young girl lying half naked on his bed.
"Well, yours and Daddy's," she giggled. "If I have to share you with Mommy then you have to share me with Daddy."
Lauren started rubbing her finger up and down her slit. Her lips were flushed and swollen, and her juices were already oozing over her fingers. She knew perfectly well her brother couldn't resist if she teased him enough, and the rock hard cock shaft in his hand was undeniable proof.
"I guess it's okay sharing you with Dad, but if it was anyone else, like outside the family, I don't know if I could deal with that."
"Awww, my big brother really loves me," she sighed.
Tossing the towel on the floor, Rick lay down on the bed beside his sister, letting the tip of his long cock rub against her side. Then he started pushing her panties down and she helped him get them all the way off.
"I do love you, baby. And it's been too long since I've had that beautiful pussy."
Rick reached between his sister's perfect legs and took over massaging her pussy lips. She moaned and cooed softly at his touch.
"You missed this, didn't you, baby sister?" he said with a coy grin.
"Just like you missed my pussy, big brother." She took hold of his cock and started stroking his rigid meat. "You wanna get back inside me, don't you?"
"How can you tell?" he chuckled.
"Maybe from this hot, rock hard dick in my hand?"
"Ohhh, fuck," Rick moaned as his sister stroked his cock.
"Mmmm, you still need your baby sis," she said, shifting out of her position so she could lean close to her brother's enormous rod.
With a sultry look at Rick's face, Lauren held his cock and began running her tongue all over his shaft and head. Her brother groaned with pleasure, realizing he missed the way his hot, beautiful sister sucked cock more than he thought. Her agile tongue flickered all over his shaft and balls until she paused and looked up at him again.
"I love you, Ricky. Wanna see how much?"
"Oh yes, baby sis. Show your big brother how much you love him."
Lauren then took her brother's cock into her mouth and started to suck and stroke him at the same time.
"Ohhhh, baby sister, yesssss," he moaned. "Big brother loves you so much."
Lauren took a moment to peel off her top, which was not doing much to cover her big, delectable tits anyway. Then she straddled her brother's head, lowering her already wet pussy to his face while she took his cock back into her mouth. The way she was working his shaft with her hand and mouth drove her brother crazy from the start, but he lapped hungrily at her dripping pussy hole. He always loved the way Lauren sucked his cock, but he loved eating her pussy almost as much. The girl was irresistible the way her body would squirm and writhe in response to his eager tongue, and the way her delectable slit oozed the sweetest girl cream over his lips and into his mouth.
Rick knew every time his sister was cumming when she released his cock from her mouth and moaned while her body shuddered with pleasure from her hips all the way up. He didn't mind the brief interruptions in her enthusiastic cock sucking, though. Rick always loved making his sweet sister cum, and it had been too long that this pleasure had belonged only to their father. And the breaks she took from sucking gave her brother a chance to calm down enough to keep his cock hard longer. This time, Lauren shuddered through three, excited orgasms on her brother's face before she rose off him and moved to the side.
The gorgeous young blonde quickly moved close to her brother so she could kiss him. Rick kissed his sister back just as hungrily, knowing she could taste her own love sauce all over his lips. The two loving siblings kissed hungrily and deeply for a long time. Rick's hands were moving over his sister's amazing body the whole time, fondling and caressing her legs, her firm, round ass cheeks, and especially her warm, heavy tits. As they kissed, the more Rick played with his sister's swollen nipples the more intensely she moaned into his mouth. At the same time, she kept her hand wrapped around his big, sturdy cock.
"Ohhh, Ricky," the girl sighed as they finally broke the kiss. "Nobody eats my pussy like you do."
"Not even Dad?" he said with a teasing smirk.
Lauren wrinkled her forehead for a moment and thought about it. "Well, Daddy's really good at it. But I dunno, you just do it so special."
"That's because my sister's pussy is so special."
"Aww, Ricky, you're the best brother any girl ever had."
"Are you sure you're not just saying that because I just made you cum like three times with my tongue?"
"Maaaaaybe," she giggled. Then she turned serious, but her hand kept moving up and down her brother's thick stalk. "Ricky? Do you think I suck dick as good as Mommy?"
Rick was surprised by his sister's question. He didn't know what to say. Lauren was amazing at sucking cock, especially because she loved her brother and she loved having a hot dick in her mouth. Yet their mother was older and much more experienced. He liked the way they both made him feel by sucking him, but each in their own, individual way.
"The two of you are just different," he finally said. "But you're definitely just as good a cocksucker as Mom."
Lauren beamed with love and pride and then laid a huge, loving kiss on her brother. While they were kissing, she arched one leg over his body until she was straddling him. They kept kissing for a long time while Rick felt his little sister's firm, curvy body. She was soon rubbing her wet pussy slit along his rock solid cock.
"Ohhh, Ricky, I want that beautiful cock back inside me again. I missed it so much," she cooed.
"Are you sure about that, little sis? Aren't you afraid you'd be cheating on Dad?"
She giggled wickedly. "Yeah, kind of a little. Buuuuut...you were the one who started fucking me first. Besides, you'd be cheating on Mom. We could keep fucking each other when they're not around."
Rick grinned at his devious little sister. "You're a wicked little girl," he snickered. "But I've missed your pussy just as much as you've missed big brother's cock."
With her quivering tits hovering in her brother's face, Lauren lifted her hips enough to reach below and take hold of his cock again. She held him steady while she pushed her gooey slit onto the crown of his shaft, taking the head the inside her snatch with a deep, throaty moan of pleasure. She slid down about halfway onto his cock.
"This is just for us, right, Ricky? Mom and Dad never have to know."
"I promise, baby sis. I was crazy to think I could ever live without my beautiful sister's sweet pussy."
"Awww, Ricky, that's why I love you so much."
The next sound out of Rick's mouth was a groan of pleasure as his sister squeezed her tight, wet pussy the rest of the way onto his cock. She began rocking her hips, milking his shaft with the creamy inner sheath of her pussy. Rick barely had to do anything, but he did bring his own hips into motion to give his sister as much thrusting action as he could from his position underneath her. He took her spectacular tits into his hands and went back and forth from side to side, suckling each of her throbbing nipples.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh, Ricky, that dick feels soooooo good in me. I wanna fuck you forever."
"I'll always fuck you, baby," her brother groaned. "I'll always love you and fuck you and make you cum as much as you want. I love you so much!"
"Fuck!" Lauren cried. "I'm already cumming, Ricky! God, your cock is so fucking good!"
The beautiful young blonde shivered and shuddered as she ground her sodden cunt along the sturdy length of her brother's cock. She didn't often cum this soon after starting to ride Rick's pole, but after being without him for months had the girl's every nerve ending on edge. After she recovered from her orgasm, she started riding him even harder and faster, with her brother's big, strong hands kneading the flesh of her glorious ass. She was like a girl on a mission to squeeze the cum from her brother's cock with her whole body.
Rick had to strain to keep from cumming before he wanted to. He had missed Lauren's incredibly hot, tight pussy more than he knew. He soon worked one hand between her cheeks and teased her puckered asshole with the tip of one finger.
"Oooohhhhh, that's so nasty, big brother," she mewled. "You like touching your baby sister's asshole?"
"I like touching everything you have," he growled back, using the flowing juices from his sister's fuckhole to lube his finger as he pushed it deeper into her anus. As his finger slipped deeper and deeper, Lauren looked at her brother with wide, pleasure-filled eyes.
"Yes, fuck yes!" she cried. "Finger fuck that ass, darling brother. Fuck both your baby sister's holes!"
Lauren kept riding Rick's cock for all she was worth while he pumped his finger in and out of her asshole. He watched her beautiful face twist into a mask of intense pleasure as she had two more orgasms on his cock. By the second one, he couldn't hold back anymore.
"Do it inside me, Ricky," his sister cried. "You know I always want that hot, creamy brother cum all up inside my cunt!"
The more turned on Lauren became, the dirtier her mouth became, and Rick loved hearing the way she talked and begged for his cum. It was her filthy words that finally put him over the edge while he gripped her hard by the hips and mashed his dick deep into her pussy while his cum was pulsing jets of his cream deep into her hole.
Brother and sister were breathless as they came down from the high of their mutual orgasm. Lauren relaxed on top of her brother's body, crushing her large, firm tits against his skin while he held on to the cheeks of her ass. His cock remained inside her pussy until it relaxed enough that her body pushed it back out with a slick sounding plop.
"We can never be without each other, can we?" Lauren asked rhetorically. "Even if we still have Mom and Dad."
"You're right, sis. But they should never know."
"Never," she promised.
Rick then kissed his beautiful sister. He loved kissing girls as beautiful as his sister and mother, but the girls in his own family were the hottest and most beautiful he'd ever seen. Maybe he was biased because he loved them both so much, but he didn't care. Between the two of them, he would never need another girl. The two siblings kissed each other with deep passion for a long time. But soon, Lauren was pulling away and moving back down to her brother's cock.
"I need to clean you up while I can still taste my pussy on you," she giggled playfully.
Rick was happy to see that his hot baby sister hadn't lost her eagerness to suck and lick up the cock that had just been inside her. He had no doubt in his mind she was also doing this for their father now, and the thought turned him on as much as it made him jealous. He was never one who wanted to share his girl, but he was going to have to get used to sharing his sister with their father. Lauren would have to get used to sharing Rick with their mother as well, but he was sure the precocious young vixen would probably adjust to that more easily than he would.
With all of that in mind, it was natural that Rick started to wonder what all the latest changes in the family would do to their parents' relationship. Would father and daughter move into the same bedroom while mother and son did the same thing? Would they even stay married now? He was dying to know what they were talking about while they were out together. Maybe they'd decide everyone should keep their present sleeping arrangements just for show.
On the other hand, it didn't seem so useful to speculate now. Things would work out one way or the other. As long as everyone was getting what they wanted what difference did it make? He wished he didn't have to keep his relationship with Lauren a secret, but that was the best thing to do.
Meanwhile, despite the number of loads Rick's young cock had produced between the night before and this morning, he started getting hard again while Lauren thoroughly bathed his cock with her lips and tongue.
"Oh fuck, you're even getting hard again," the young blonde remarked with gleaming eyes. "Now I can make you fuck me again before Mom and Dad get home."
"You'll never have to make me," Rick told his luscious sister with a wide grin.
He watched the beautiful young girl patiently suck his cock until he was fully aroused all over again. She took his dome into her mouth and started stroking her supple, wet lips up and down his sturdy shaft. He moaned contentedly as she worked over his cock with her mouth and hand, but then the sound of their parents' minivan pulling back into the driveway out front interrupted the siblings' pleasure.



"Oh fuck! They're home!" Lauren shrieked, letting go of her brother's cock and jumping off his bed.
She dashed out of Rick's room and off to the other side of the second floor to her own bedroom. Rick sighed in frustration. He was looking forward to having his cock back in Lauren's mouth for a while, and then getting back in that tight, wet pussy that he'd been missing for months. On the other hand, now his mother was back home, and that put the smile right back on his face.
VI
Over the next couple of weeks, things took on a drastic but very exciting change in Shana's household. She had all but forgotten about her shocked reaction to first discovering Ben fucking their daughter. She was now having more sex than even when she was younger. And it was by far the hottest sex she'd ever had. She'd never imagined she would end up having one of the hottest and most loving sex relationships of her life with her own son, but Rick loved her so much and fucked her like a champion breeding stud. She'd never felt the same pleasure with Ben. Never. Not until the husband and wife started "cheating" on their kids, ultimately turning their long-standing marital relationship into something almost as taboo as fucking their own son and daughter.
The hot, maturing blonde had many treasured memories of the days she was around her daughter's age. She fell in love with cock from the first time she sucked one at the age of eighteen. By the time she met her husband, she'd sucked or fucked at least twenty-five different cocks, most of them just once. She had strayed only a few times during the earliest part of their marriage. She hadn't meant to, but resigning herself to the same cock for the rest of her life was more than she could handle. Ben was a perfectly fine lover, but Shana's hunger for sex had always been enormous.
That all changed when she became pregnant with Rick. That was when she really decided to be a good mother and faithful wife. Her fine looks and body continued to earn her plenty of interest from men who didn't care that she was married or had kids, but she never strayed from the straight and narrow path ever again. She convinced herself she was the classic "hot" soccer mom, even though deep down she was never wired that way. That was probably why she'd been so shocked by her first discovery of Ben and Lauren. After years of trying to mold herself into something she wasn't, it felt like a slap in the face to see that her husband and daughter were more like the real Shana deep down inside. Now that realization had fully set into her mindset, the still hot mother of two had never felt so hot and wet so much in her life.
Even though she wasn't fucking as many guys as in the past, the fact that she was fucking her own son more than made up for it. His love and devotion to her made her feel whole in a way she'd never known, yet the taboo nature of their relationship kept her clit throbbing constantly. She'd never imagined fucking and sucking in front of other people, either, let alone in front of her family. She almost felt like this new version of herself made the younger version of her look almost prudish in comparison.
After that morning in the kitchen, there was no point anymore in father and daughter or mother and son having to conceal their illicit affections. If anything, everyone seemed to enjoy it that much more if they were having sex in the same room. Both watching and showing off seemed to be a happily shared family trait.
Morning blow jobs or pussy eating at the breakfast table became a common occurrence, always with mother and son or father and daughter couples. The same was true in the evenings when the family was gathered around the living room to watch television, although the TV was all but forgotten. With either couple using the couch or Ben's big, overstuffed easy chair, or sometimes right on the floor, Rick would fuck his mother and Ben would fuck his daughter while each of the couples watched each other.
It was also more and more common that Shana and Rick or Ben and Lauren would each go out as couples. They had to keep to places where no one knew them, but each of the incestuous couples were happier than ever.
The one thing that didn't change was that Ben and Shana kept sleeping together in the master bedroom. Neither Rick nor Lauren ever questioned the arrangement. It was normal to them, after all. Their parents had always slept in the same room. So whenever Ben had visited Lauren in her room or Shana went to see Rick in his, the two parents always returned back to the room they'd shared for years.
What their son and daughter didn't know was that as soon as their parents left their beds, they went back to their own room and joined each other in their own bed. What Shana never expected was to end up having sex with her husband more than ever in addition to all the cock she was now getting from her son. But when she and Ben would find each other back in bed after fucking the kids, the fact that Shana's pussy would be full of Rick's cum and Ben's cock would be fresh from Lauren's hole had them both turned on in a way they'd never shared before.
One night about three weeks after Shana first caught Ben and Lauren in bed, she came back to her bedroom after taking a satisfying load of cum in her pussy from Rick. Ben was still in Lauren's room, and Shana knew her husband was having just as much fun with their daughter as she'd been having with their son. As the blonde lay there alone, her fingers strayed to her hairless, cum-filled pussy. She loved slipping her fingers into her hole to feel all that extra, creamy wetness left behind by her virile son. And it never failed to make her cum when her husband couldn't wait to plunge his cock into his own son's sloppy seconds. She couldn't criticize, though, not when tasting their daughter's fuck honey on her husband's cock made her just as horny.
But even though there had not been any sexual contact between mother and daughter. Shana realized she was already getting to know the taste of her daughter's pussy very intimately. She'd been sucking that taste from her husband's cock almost daily for weeks now. But earlier she'd noticed a trace of the same taste on Rick's cock. It had surprised her, but she didn't say anything about it to her son. She realized he was still fucking his sister behind her and Ben's backs, and before she knew what was happening her pussy was dripping down her legs as she gave her man-boy the cock sucking of a lifetime.
Shana lay in bed that night with her fingers embedded in her cum-filled pussy thinking of her husband in their daughter's room, filling up the girl's pussy just like Rick had filled hers. The thought of Lauren and Rick still fucking behind their parents' backs made her snicker deviously. After all, she and Ben were doing the same thing to them. She wondered if either of the kids suspected their parents had started fucking again.
When Ben came quietly back into the bedroom, Shana kept her fingers in her cream-oozing pussy. She was waiting for him with her legs open wide, two of her fingers deep in her slit, and he grinned eagerly the moment he saw her. He was naked, having walked back from Lauren's room that way, and his cock was still partially swollen from fucking her.
"Mmmm, looks like our daughter left Daddy with a messy cock," the blonde purred seductively.
"That's so Mommy can clean it up," Ben replied, his dick already swelling up harder. Ever since this whole new family sex situation began, Ben's cock had been rising up for attention just as much as their son's.
"C'mon over here, darling. Just slip that thing right in Mommy's mouth."
Ben knelt on the bed next to his wife's head. She instantly turned toward him and took his cock into her mouth. His meat was fresh with the taste of their daughter's fuck honey. Shana knew what it was. She was now more convinced than ever that was what she'd been tasting on Rick's cock just a little earlier. Ben sighed with pleasure as his wife's lips and tongue savored the girl cream from his flesh. Shana's heart raced as she thought of him fucking their daughter so recently that his cock still tasted of the girl's cunt. If only she'd known a few weeks ago that they were really more like each other than she ever imagined.
Shana sucked her husband's cock until he was fully hard and throbbing in her mouth. The taste of Lauren's snatch was long since sucked away, so she took the time to lick whatever remained on his smoothly shaven balls. He reached between her open legs and replaced her fingers in her pussy with a couple of his own.
"Ohh, fuck, baby, Rick really gave you a big load," he half growled, his cock surging even harder back in her mouth.
The fact that her husband became so aroused by his wife fucking their son never failed to make Shana's clit throb for more. She released his fully hardened tool from her mouth.
"Then come fuck me, you horny pervert," she purred. "Come get your son's sloppy seconds."
"God, you're such a filthy slut," her husband growled.
"That's why you love me, baby."
"You know me too well," he chuckled as he got into position between her open legs.
Shana eagerly reached down and took hold of Ben's cock, pulling him straight to her wet, waiting pussy. Ben shoved his hips forward and sank his full length easily into her syrupy sheath. She gasped in response to the hard, fast invasion of his cock into her body.
Ben began pumping into his wife's pussy immediately. He kissed her for a while before moving down to suck on her nipples while they fucked.
"Your tits taste like precum," he told his wife.
"Mmmm, our son's, and you love it."
That just made Ben start fucking his wife even harder. Her clit was burning with excitement, and she decided this was the perfect time to let him know what she discovered.
"Did you know our son started fucking his sister again? Your daughter. You're new little whore?"
Ben stopped moving a moment and stared at his wife's beautiful face. She could feel his cock pulsing with excitement even though he'd stopped thrusting for the moment.
"Are you sure?"
"I'm positive. They're sneaking around behind our backs fucking each other like a pair of little incest freaks."
Ben chuckled. "So much like their horny parents."
Then he started thrusting again. The couple became so desperate to make each other cum they could barely speak. Shana could hardly breathe as her husband fucked her with long, hard thrusts that battered her clit with every stroke. When she started to cum it was hard and explosive. She cried out at the top of her voice without caring if Rick and Lauren could hear their parents fucking and cumming. It wasn't long before Ben cried out just as loud as his wife and pumped another hot load of cum into the blonde's bald pussy, letting his spurting spunk mingle inside her with their son's.
Ben and Shana lay in bed together talking quietly for a while. The rest of the house seemed perfectly silent until they fell asleep. It wasn't until morning that everything going on under their roof was exposed to the light of day.
The scene around the breakfast table that next morning revealed the gradual evolution the whole family had been going through since that first, fateful night and morning. By now, no one in the house bothered with robes or underwear, everyone appearing naked in the morning for coffee or fresh fruit, whatever was there for breakfast. Shana especially enjoyed this part of the family's new reality. She loved going nude, even aside from the sexual aspect of it, though it always felt like sex was there at the root of everything. Something about group nudity just made her feel alive and free, and she often wondered about finding one of those places where the whole family could go together and be nude among other families like them.
Shana walked naked into the kitchen to find all three of the others already there, and just as naked as she was. She exchanged a knowing look with Ben, since they'd lain up talking about revealing to their son and daughter what they knew. And when she saw the looks on Lauren and Rick's faces she could tell they'd heard her and Ben fucking the night before. Lauren was standing at the counter while her father and brother were both sitting at the table. Their cocks were both standing up hard and proud, revealing the never-failing morning wood of both men in the house. The blonde smiled. She loved the casual, carefree swagger of her men's big, boldly exposed cocks.
"Well, well," Shana said, "it looks like Mommy's the last one up this morning."
"Daddy and Ricky were the first," Lauren giggled, letting her gaze drift over the exposed hard ons of her father and brother.
"We do have a pair of constantly horny men on our hands, don't we, sweetie?" Shana winked at her daughter.
The younger blonde giggled again, her default response to almost everything. "And they both have really nice dicks," the girl snickered deviously. "It's hard to know which one to want more."
"Hmmm," Shana pretended to be thinking. "I think, just like your mother, you like them both, sweetie."
Lauren blushed. Her mother approached her at the counter and cupped her hand over her bare pussy. The younger girl looked slightly stunned as her mother began rubbing her damp slit, but she automatically widened her legs so Shana could rub the girl's pussy more easily.
"Ohhhh, Mommy," Lauren sighed.
"You had both our men's cocks deep inside your hot, horny little pussy last night, didn't you, baby? Just like Mommy did."
"Yes, Mommy. I couldn't help it. Me and Ricky started fucking again, but so did you and Daddy."
"I know, baby. And it's okay. Your father and I are completely okay with it."
Ben got up from his seat and joined his wife and daughter by the counter. He kissed his daughter lovingly, then began fondling her beautiful, bare tits while he explained how every aspect of the torrid, incestuous life they'd all begun together had revitalized their parents' sex life.
Rick was stroking his impressive young cock as he sat watching his mother finger his little sister's pussy while his father was feeling her glorious tits. When Lauren saw how her beloved brother was so turned on watching both their parents play with her, she broke into a happy smile parted her legs even wider.
Shana hadn't touched another pussy for years. She'd almost forgotten how good another girl could feel, and the fact that this was her own daughter, practically a carbon copy of herself, made her own pussy drip with heat. She fingered the girl's increasingly wet slit while her father suckled her big, naked tits. But she backed off on her fingering before the dazed girl had a chance to cum. Shana just exchanged a look with her husband, and they did what they'd talked about the night before.
Ben followed his wife to where Rick was sitting, still stroking his cock with an amazed look on his handsome, young face. Now he was looking at both of his parents, wondering what his amazing mother was going to do next. Shana knelt down on the floor and took her son's cock in one hand while she grasped Ben's with the other. She quickly leaned toward Ben and took his hard rod into her mouth while she began stroking her son's cock at the same time.
"Ohh, Mommy, holy fuck," her daughter cheered her on from the other side of the room.
Ben moaned and proudly let his kneeling wife suck his cock in front of their naked son and daughter. But after a minute or two, Shana released her husband's dick from her mouth and turned to suck Rick's. The younger man groaned in deep approval.
After Shana had a chance to go back and forth from her son's to her husband's cock a few times, Lauren came over to kneel down beside her.
"I want some, too, Mommy," she cooed sweetly.
Shana held her husband's cock while their daughter leaned in to suck it just as hungrily as her mother just had. Now the daughter was going back and forth between her father's and brother's cocks while her mother started fingering her pussy again from behind.
"Ahhh, fuck yes, this is so good," Ben groaned as his daughter came back for more of his cock after sucking her brother's.
Shana then took another turn going back and forth from sucking one cock to the other. But this time, while she was sucking Rick's meat, her daughter was sucking Ben. Then mother and daughter switched cocks back and forth so both father and son were being orally serviced all the time.
"You girls are both such fantastic cock suckers," Ben announced with a pleasurable moan, "but I need some pussy. How about you, son?"
"Fuck yes, Dad," Rick agreed immediately.
Rick was on his feet with his enormously hard cock swaggering proudly in front of him. His mother and sister then both bent over the side of the table, side by side, offering both of their wet pussies to the men in the family. Shana could tell from the size of the cock pushing deeply into her ready pussy that her husband was taking the first turn on her hole. The long, hot moan that Lauren uttered made it clear that her brother was already pushing his dick into his sister's pussy.
Mother and daughter turned to look at each other in awe as father and son began fucking them. Ben and Rick took turns swapping pussies every few minutes. Both Shana and Lauren were soon moaning and gasping with need as they took their men's cocks each in turn. Between mother and daughter, the girls started cumming multiple times with each pussy being fucked by both cocks.
Father and son were grunting and heaving for breath as they almost got into a competitive mode of each trying to fuck harder and faster than the other. Mother and daughter were gladly on the receiving end of their ever increasing thrusts.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Ben growled as he was plowing into his daughter's pussy.
"Me, too, Dad," Rick added. "It's too good."
Shana and Lauren got back on the floor on their knees, close together, while Ben and Rick stroked their gooey wet boners in front of the girls. Before much longer, both father and son began spurting cum all over the kneeling mother and daughter. Both loads of spurting cum spattered the faces and tits of both girls, until Rick and Ben spent their morning hard ons all over Lauren and Shana.
After, Shana and Lauren looked at each other with their faces decorated with their men's cum and broke into girlish giggles.
"Oh my god, you look like such a cum slut," Shana snickered.
"You, too, Mommy. I wanna be just like you."
"You'll always be Mommy and Daddy's sweet girl."
Shana then kissed her daughter, their tongues playing between their cum covered lips. They began rubbing the combined loads of cum all over each other's tits.
Ben and Rick were sitting down again, and both of them were getting hard again as they watched mother and daughter kiss and play with the cum on each other's bodies.
"Somebody's getting hard again," Lauren giggled when she and her mother broke up their kissing for a breath of air.
"Mmmm, lucky us," her mother said. "Who do you want to fuck this time, sweetie?"
"I don't like having to choose between Daddy's and Ricky's boners," the girl said. "I like when they both fuck both of us."
"Like mother, like daughter," Shana said proudly.
As the whole family got up to go to the master bedroom together, Shana thought of how everyone in the house had everything they ever wanted ... whenever they wanted it. Not only did she now have a hot, hard young lover in her son, but the improvement in her marriage was immense. Nothing would ever be the same again, and never better than it was right now.
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"Just get back to Dad," Angie muttered under her breath. "And see if you can manage to get there without spilling these drinks on any sunbathers!"
Thick, humid air and the strong, tropical sun caressed her skin until every pore felt alive. After three days, she was already half as bronze as the local girls sprawled across the expansive beach in every imaginable shape and size, every shade of complexion between butter and midnight. Thongs were so common they almost looked normal to her by now, and the girls down here wore them proudly no matter how thick their legs and butts were.
Two weeks ago, in a shopping mall thousands of miles north in the Windy City, Angie had thought the bikini she bought for this trip were daringly scant. Especially considering that Max, her father, was her travel companion. But the sunbathers here practically made her feel overdressed.
Angie had never felt so acutely aware of feminine butts and thighs. Thick, rounded cheeks seemed to cobble the beach in every direction, and these ladies, young and mature alike, oozed with a naturally sensuous pride in their bodies. Despite the sleek tone of her athletic curves and the firm bounce of her prominent D-cup tits, she felt envious of the comfort in their own skin these girls seemed to have. It seemed as if she'd spent half her life compensating for what she felt were her flaws -- boobs too big for her body, and definitely thighs and ass that were thicker than she wanted. But down here she almost felt underfed.
It felt like her head had been spinning non-stop since before they even boarded their flight. No one had ever taken her on a vacation like this before, and the last time she'd gone on a trip with her father was before she went to college and he was still married to her mother. Everything might have been fine, except she'd always felt a little weak and giddy around her dad. She knew other girls thought he was handsome, but to her he was the best and most gorgeous man alive. Probably even more unsettling than the feelings themselves was the fact that at twenty she still hadn't outgrown them. At this point, she'd given up on that idea.
Angie trod carefully around a cluster of younger men and women sunning themselves, their bodies shimmering with sweat and lotion. The cocktails were sweet and stronger than she thought they'd be. Sharing them under the hot sun with her own father was beginning to seem like a very bad idea.
She found Max lying peacefully on his chaise, in the same position as when she left on another cocktail run, except that he'd moved the chair out from the shade of their umbrella to lie in the direct sun.
"Here you go, stud." Angie handed him the plastic cup, affecting a light tone. She regretted calling him stud the second the word came out of her mouth. Not that it wasn't true, only that she felt like a complete idiot in front of the one man who could ever make her knees wobble.
"Thanks, babe," he said, with a satisfied smirk. He let his fingers brush over hers as he took the cup out of her hand.
"Babe?" She gave him a mock sneer. "Since when did you start calling me that?" She couldn't suppress the grin that crossed her face.
"If the shoe fits," he replied, cracking that prize-winning grin that always made her blush.
His eyes were unreadable behind his dark sunglasses, but she would have sworn he was taking another good look at her body. She'd felt it countless times in the few days since they'd arrived. He had always been quick with compliments, telling her how good she looked whenever she bought a new outfit. But that was just normal, everyday behavior, she supposed. Didn't all handsome daddies like Max tell their daughters they're beautiful?
"I think the sun is cooking your brain." She forced a light-hearted giggle and ducked under the umbrella. She might as well have been talking about herself.
She leaned over to set her drink on the little plastic stand beside her lounge chair, and became acutely aware of the fact that her firm, round ass was thrust directly at her father. She didn't have to guess if he was looking. She knew he had to be. Her heart fluttered as she took a little extra time to arrange things on the stand - her drink, lotion bottle, a sexy paperback - stalling to give him a better look.
She finally settled into the best imitation of a relaxed position she could manage. The first drink was supposed to have settled her erotically addled nerves, but Angie decided it wasn't enough. The second would probably just make it worse, but at least the buzz of the strong concoction felt good. If she was going crazy, at least she'd have a little fun along the way.
She let the sweet, chilled drink moisten her lips and throat while her eyes skimmed the contours of her father's body. He was in his early forties, and easily in the best shape of his life, with just a few flecks of grey beginning to speckle his short, dark hair. She took a long, slow sip as her eyes meandered to the inevitable final stop, the thick, tubular shape defined in the crotch of his suit.
Heat and alcohol worked on her brain as she wondered what something that size would be like when it was hard. She resisted the urge to chew her lower lip as she felt a persistent tingling in her pussy.
Was he grinning back at her? It was hard to tell through those dark glasses. He looked smug. Proud of himself. Proud of having such a prize cock. I should be locked up, she told herself, forcing her attention on a point about a thousand miles out to sea. She took another long sip on her drink.
Max got up to move his beach recliner back under the shade. He angled it in the opposite direction of Angie's, so they were facing each other. Now there was only the umbrella pole and the little plastic table with their drinks between them. He sat sideways at the end of his chair, leaning onto his knees. Then he took off his shades and set them aside.
"Um, Mom..."
"Ah, so now it's back to Angie," she chided lightly. "No more 'hey babe', 'thanks for the drink, babe'? I feel like I've been demoted."
Max laughed. "I knew it! You love it when I call you 'babe'."
"Ha!" she brushed him off with a wave of her hand. "You just like embarrassing me. Nice way for a guy to treat his own flesh and blood."
Angie brought her drink up, surprised to discover it was already empty. Max shared his. There was that grin again.
"I just like teasing you," he said. "Besides, you are one."
She felt herself flush. When guys on campus said things like that to her it usually just made her roll her eyes, but coming from her father the compliment made her nipples vibrate.
"Well," she said, "I guess I don't mind you calling me that while we're on vacation, even though I know you don't think of your own daughter as a babe."
Max smiled again. "You have no idea what I really think of you."
"Oh really?" She forced an amused expression while all her nerves felt like they were suddenly misfiring.
"Really," he quickly rose to her challenge. "First of all, you're beautiful...obviously. I mean, like, fucking gorgeous. Second, you've got an amazing body, and in the interest of full disclosure, I think you should get one of those thong suits you were checking out in the gift shop last night. You'd look unreal. Third, I really wish you weren't my daughter."
"Ummm, full disclosure, huh?" she replied, completely flustered. She attempted a casual laugh, but it got caught in her throat and it came out more like a strangled croak. Her growing nipples were buzzing with sensation.
She snatched the cup out of his hand and drained off most of what was left. Anything to avoid admitting that she'd been thinking the same kinds of things. If she couldn't admit it to herself, she certainly couldn't admit it to him. What an idiotic, sexually tortuous disaster this trip was turning out to be. And there were five more weeks to go. It was impossible to imagine surviving it with her sanity intact.
"I shouldn't be drinking in the hot sun," she hastily added. "You wouldn't say things like that if you weren't drunk."
"How am I supposed to get drunk if you keep drinking it for me?" he chuckled. "Now I need another one so I can catch up with you. Besides, they say people only speak the truth when they drink."
Angie couldn't think straight enough to argue. At this point, she couldn't even keep track of what was really causing her buzz. She felt like he'd just planted a huge land mine between them, and she was glad to have any excuse to walk around it.
"Oh, all right," she surrendered. "Let's have another round. But it's your turn to make the run."
"Let's both go. It'll be funny," he said, grabbing his daughter's hand to drag her along.
"I don't see what's so funny about buying a couple of drinks," she said, as she let him lead her toward the shady little beach bar.
"The bartender thinks you're my girlfriend," he said with offhand pride.
"That's ridiculous!" Angie nearly shrieked. "Why in the world would he think something like that?"
"Well, no one knows us here," he explained. "Remember when you went to the ladies' room when we got the first round? He told me I was lucky to have such a beautiful girlfriend while you were gone."
"Oh my god," Angie quipped, unable to keep her grin from reaching ear to ear. The idea of being mistaken for a couple made her blush all over again. "So what did you say?"
"I said thanks," he replied. "What else?"
Angie felt a wicked, self-conscious pride as they entered the shady bar. The bartender greeted them with a smile. He remembered what they were drinking and went right to work on a fresh round.
Angie perched on a stool while her stood beside her and casually placed his hand on her warm, bare thigh. Her first instinct was to push it away. This was too far to go just to play a little charade in front of a total stranger, but she was almost trembling with excitement. Her father's big hand was so close to her pussy it made her head spin even faster. Her nipples were throbbing, and the tingling in her slit was rapidly turning into a hot pulse.
She was on the verge of running right back to the ladies' room just to have the privacy to finger herself. Maybe it would calm her down enough to clear her mind. This wasn't supposed to feel so good. But it did.
Instead of leaving him there on to wait, she pressed her thighs together, trapping her father's hand between them with a naughty smile.
Max returned his daughter's grin and just grazed against her with his amazing body, brashly pressing the bulge of his cock against the outer side of her leg. Angie's heart actually skipped at the sheer boldness of it. She was getting wet, and just knowing he could slide his hand a few scant inches and feel her excitement was almost enough to make her moan aloud right there on her stool. She was dying to just stroke him to a mind-blowing erection. That would be totally insane, she knew, but she at least allowed herself to put her arm around him and let her hand rest on his amazingly firm ass.
"You look so beautiful today," he told her softly, but obviously allowing the bartender to overhear. "You look gorgeous every day, but today you just look...I don't know...special."
On the surface, he was only playing a little game of fool-the-bartender, but she knew he meant every word.
"You make me feel special," she admitted, squeezing his strong hand even tighter between her thighs. The hand squeezed back, and she felt wet enough to soak the stool she was sitting on. She squeezed his firm ass in response.
Then he leaned in and kissed her mouth. Without thinking, Angie just opened her lips and let her father's tongue probe her mouth. He tasted of alcohol and tropical fruit. She could feel the bartender watching them in the mirror while her own tongue danced with her his. It was taking a lot longer this time. He's stalling. He likes watching, she thought. She cooed softly into her father's mouth. His kiss was so deep and sure. Oh, if he would only touch her simmering pussy, even just through her bikini, she'd go off like a firecracker.
"You're a very bad man," she whispered in his ear.
"Yeah, I am," he whispered back. "And I've been wanting to kiss you like that for the longest time."
His little confession made her clit swell. She thought about admitting the same thing to him, but then the drinks were suddenly on the bar. When the bartender took Max's credit card to swipe it, he slid his hand closer to his daughter's burning pussy, close enough that his fingers slipped in the juicy nectar smearing the smooth skin of her upper thighs.
"Oh, naughty, naughty girl," he whispered.
He pushed his fingers up against her aching mound and she nearly screamed.
By the time they settled back under their umbrella, Angie was hopelessly aware of the stain smeared across the pert cameltoe in her little off-white bikini. Her heart was racing with excitement, not to mention the wild spectrum of thoughts and emotions flashing through her mind. Meanwhile, the satisfied smile on her father's handsome face seemed to have plastered itself on.
Ignoring the second chaise, he sat on the edge of Angie's. She readjusted the back up another notch so she could face him more easily. Her aching nipples made conspicuous dents in her brief top and her father's gaze was giving equal time to her eyes and tits. She took a deep breath, forcing her firm round orbs to heave under his eager gaze.
"That was the most insane thing either one of us has ever done."
"Probably," he replied with a devious grin. "But there are even crazier things we could do."
My god he's so beautiful, and I love him so much, Angie thought. The mixture of love and desire in his eyes was strong enough to reach out and touch. It was even more intoxicating than the drinks.
Angie blew a long sigh, placing her hand on Max's warm thigh. Her fingers raked over the firm flesh of his strong leg.
Then he leaned forward and kissed her again. Her lips parted automatically, accepting his probing tongue. He touched her waist, and slid his hand upward. His palm grazed slowly over her breast, pushing across her throbbing nipple, until he was holding the back of her neck, pulling her as deeply into the kiss. She moaned into his mouth and clutched his muscular thigh.
She wouldn't have known the difference if they'd been kissing for a minute or an hour. Her father's hand slipped down from her neck to her tits again to fondle the firm warm flesh bulging out around the scant top covering her. Her nipples burned and throbbed while her pussy broiled in its own nectar.
Max pulled away and looked around. His hand remained on her boob, gently kneading as he scanned the area. Angie scanned, too, but put her hand over his to keep it there. Despite the overtly sensual atmosphere they were in, it was still a public place. There were other people nearby, but not all that close, and they weren't paying attention to just another couple under a beach umbrella. The closest was about twenty-five feet away, a very dark skinned young woman sunning on her stomach in a red thong with her top untied. Her head was turned the other way, hopefully dozing.
Angie was the only one who seemed to be concerned about what they were doing, but she was the only one within thousands of miles who knew there was a father kissing and feeling up his own daughter on an open beach. She looked back at him, breathless. Her heart felt like it wanted to explode out of her heaving chest.
"Dad, I...I..."
"It's okay, baby," he cut in. "This is just for us. I can always stop if you want me to, but I'll never apologize for loving you as much as I do."
"Oh god," she sighed. "I love you so fucking much."
His hand felt so good and there wasn't a man alive she'd rather have touching her like she belonged to him. Her pussy felt like it was going to ignite, and she suddenly realized that her hand was still resting on his thigh. She struck a mischievous grin and slid her hand the few scant inches until she was cupping the bulge of his cock and balls in her palm.
His cock was rapidly getting bigger. She stroked him through the thin material of his trunks, her fingertips raking the shape of his organ as it started to grow even faster. Max uttered a low groan as she fondled him. It didn't seem entirely real. It almost felt as if her hand belonged to someone else, but the last thing she wanted to do was let go.
Angie shifted, moving one leg across him so she was sitting with her feet planted on each side of the lounge chair. Her thighs were wide open, exposing the soaking wet crotch of her bikini.
He slipped his fingers over her scantly covered pussy, feeling the slick nectar soaking the fabric. "Mmm, so wet, baby girl."
"Ohhh...fuck, Daddy," she groaned.
Max pushed his fingers past the material covering Angie's aching slit and started stroking her slick pussy lips. He rolled his thumb over her distended clit, sending shivers of delicious sensation throughout her entire body. She groaned again, arching against his hand.
Max reached for one of the drinks with his free hand, passing it to Angie, who could barely hold onto the cup without spilling it. Then he reached for a towel, which he draped over the arm of the chaise, providing the barest illusion of privacy in case anyone bothered to look their way. He then picked up his own drink, and with the fingers of his free hand continued exploring his daughter's sodden pussy. He raised his cup to toast.
"Here's to seeing how gorgeous you're gonna look when you cum," he said. He tapped his cup against hers and took a healthy pull on his drink.
Angie drank, too, but she was already reaching for his cock with the other hand. He was poking down the leg of his suit now, and her heart nearly burst when her fingers brushed across his hot, rigid flesh.
"I don't believe this is really happening," she whispered as her hand circled around the shaft of her father's hard cock. His suit was loose enough to allow her hand room to reach as far as his full balls.
"I wouldn't either, except it feels so good," he told her.
His dome was slick as his clear pre-lube seeped in a steady, generous flow. Angie stroked the viscous moisture all along the length of his throbbing stalk.
She reached for the lotion bottle and squirted a line of cream along his thick shaft. The she gripped him firmly, her hand easily sliding along his hot flesh under his suit leg. He groaned and slipped a finger up inside her pussy, forcing his beautiful, horny daughter to stifle a pleasurable shriek. She bit her lower lip as he pushed a second finger inside. He began to pump his fingers in and out of her slippery sheath, managing to keep the pad of his thumb rolling back and forth over her clit.
"Oh Dad...ohhh fuck," she cooed, grinding back against his fingers. She kept a firm grip on his huge cock as she milked it with steady strokes. His muscular chest looked magnificent as it heaved with his deep breaths. She began pumping his shaft a little faster while he matched the rhythm with his fingers. It felt like everything was covered with her pussy froth, her thighs, Daddy's hand, even the seat of the chaise felt slick.
"You wouldn't believe how much I want to just fuck you right here," Max said, half groaning.
"Oh yes I would, baby," his delirious daughter replied.
The mutual pumping and stroking was constant and electrifying. Angie felt like she was flying. She loved seeing the cloying, needful lust in the way her father was looking at her.
"I'm gonna cum for you now, baby," she moaned. "Oh darling, it feels so good."
Angie's hips began grinding and rocking as she started to cum.
"Ohhh, baby girl," Max groaned. His overheated cock spasmed and pulsed as the first spurts of cum spattered along his thigh and daughter's hand from his knob.



Angie felt an overpowering sensation of hot pleasure tear through her while her father's sure fingers drove against her pussy. She wildly jacked the hot stalk of cockflesh in her fist as thick, plentiful wads of cum sprayed onto her hand and wrist.
"God, Daddy, you have so much cum for me," Angie cooed as they slowly came back down from the high. She kept stroking his cock as it gradually relaxed.
Max pulled his fingers from the warmth of his daughter's wet pussy and sucked the juice off each one.
That was when they discovered that the dark-skinned girl had turned her head. She was watching! There was a dreamy smile on her face as she looked right at them. The strong looking spheres of her ass were flexing. Her hand was thrust down beneath her, and it was clear she was rubbing her pussy. Her broad, beautiful smile widened as she saw Max and Angie looking at her. Then her eyes closed and her hips rocked as she made it clear she was cumming. When she opened her eyes again, Max made an obvious display of stuffing his big cock back in place under his swimsuit. She smiled and calmly turned her head the other way.
Angie and Max looked at each other in amazement, and after a moment they both started giggling. Angie picked up her drink and downed what was left. Max followed suit.
"Um...I...," she was stuttering. "Did that really just happen?"
"Yes, baby, it did," her father nodded.
"We must be drunk," Angie concluded.
"I hope that doesn't mean you're sorry."
"No fucking way," she grinned.
She felt so high. Her body so alive. Her orgasm had been so strong. So much of the tension she'd been feeling was relieved now, and yet she already knew her body needed more. It certainly wasn't how she envisioned her release, but it happened. She let it happen, and all she could feel for the gorgeous man gazing into her eyes was a mixture of love and lust that made her feel good to be alive. She touched his chest, rubbing his nipple with her cum-spattered fingers.
"Should we talk about it? We probably should," she added with a deep sigh.
"I'd rather just do it again," he replied easily. "But not here. Back at the bungalow so I can put my tongue inside you, too. I can't get enough just sucking you off my fingers. And knowing that girl was watching drives me crazy."
Angie laughed and started gathering up her things. They walked back to the bungalow in silence, but there was no way to mistake what was on both of their minds. It was amazing beyond her imagination, but at the same time, it seemed like so much to take in all at once. As much as she needed more of her father's hot love, she needed a little time to catch her breath, too.
***
Angie's palms were planted firmly against the tiled wall as she lowered her head into the tepid spray of the shower. The last few hours ran through her mind like a movie trailer. With her eyes closed, she just smiled at herself, feeling giddy. She made a half-hearted promise to drink something weaker tomorrow.
She touched her swollen nipples, rolling them in gentle twists. She felt weightless, like she was made of pure sensation. The delicious warmth in her pussy seemed to radiate throughout her body. Now her hand moved down to cup her smooth mound. She raked the damp furrow with a long finger. The lips parted easily as she teased herself, feeling a new flush of nectar. The pulse in her clit was already growing so strong again.
"Oh Daddy, my darling Daddy," she sighed. It was a barely audible whisper as the fingertip circled her sensitive nub.
Where was he? What was he doing? Was he showering in his own bathroom now? Was he thinking of her while he stroked a spectacular hard on? When they got in from the beach, she convinced him it was a good idea to go their separate ways and let the afternoon's events sink in. After a calming shower and a little time to think about what had happened, they could sit in the salon and talk about it. But the most logical thought she could seem to conjure was how badly she wanted more of what they'd only tasted on the beach...in front of an eager witness.
Angie forced herself to stop massaging her clit. She'd just go to his room. Everything would be fine. Deliciously, wickedly fine. He'd probably even be expecting her.
She hastily wrapped one towel around her body and her wet hair up with another. She already knew exactly which set of bra and panties to wear to make an impressive entrance to her father's room. It wouldn't be such a big deal. He'd seen her in a bra and panties countless times, and the bikini she'd been wearing all day didn't cover any more. But when she stepped back into the bedroom, she discovered a slight change in plan.
Max was lying on her bed, naked as they day he was born. He'd piled up all the pillows to prop himself up, allowing his legs to splay forward across the bed. His big, ripe erection was jutting up against his firm abs while he casually fondled his heavy balls with his left hand. In his right, he was holding his daughter's balled up bikini bottom to his face, the same one she'd creamed in on the beach. She'd tossed it on the floor when she stripped for her shower. It had to be terribly pungent, and Max was making it perfectly obvious how much he relished her scent.
Angie froze in her tracks for a few seconds. Max just chuckled.
"You usually take a lot longer in the bathroom," he teased. "Everything okay?"
"Hmm," she smiled. "Just come right in and make yourself comfortable." She forced herself to walk calmly to the vanity and sit, even though she was dying to jump on that beautiful cock and ride it until she forgot her own name.
"Thank you, I feel very comfortable," Max sighed. His hand shifted away from his balls to grasp his thick rod. He held it up straight, slowly stroking.
"Looks to me like you're feeling something else," she replied coyly. She pulled the towel loose from her long, damp hair. The harder she worked at appearing calm, the harder her pussy throbbed.
"Ahh, yeah, feeling my cock," he drawled with a strong hint of arrogance.
"Feel good? Touching your own...cock?" Angie had never spoken that way to any man before. The fact that she crossed such a line with her own father only inflamed the yearning ache in her slit.
"Yeah, baby girl, it feels really good. But not half as good as when you were touching it. Imagine my surprise to discover my own daughter knows how to give an amazing handjob. Remind me not to ask where you learned how." The grin was plastered across his face as he continued his stroking.
Angie stared at her grinning father while she considered whether or not to tell him she'd given at least a dozen handjobs to guys she didn't like enough to fuck. He just kept grinning at her with a smoldering look in his eyes as he kept on stroking his cock. Her broiling pussy felt like it was oozing all over the seat.
"So," she stated, trying to sound calm, "you think one handjob on the beach allows you to come into my room and jerk off while you sniff my dirty panties?"
She could barely believe she said it, and her eyes watered with her nervous excitement.
"It wouldn't be the first time," he admitted, still smiling proudly.
Angie was shocked. It took a moment to find her voice, and when she did, it seemed to come from somewhere deeper in her throat.
"Did it ... make you cum, doing that?" she asked.
"Oh yeah," he replied. "Every time. All over myself. But sometimes I just shot off right in your panties. It makes me really hard to think about you putting them on with a big load of my cum soaking them."
He was still stroking slowly, but his grip on his cock was firmer. Angie peeled off the towel and sat with her long, smooth thighs apart. Her heart raced as she spread her slippery pussy lips with her fingers, massaging her slit while her father openly watched. He groaned, his sculpted chest heaving. Angie thought she might explode, letting him see her finger dip inside her sheath. She drew it back out slowly, and sent two fingers back in on the next stroke.
"That's really filthy, Daddy," she said in a matronly tone. "I can't believe you're such a freak."
Her fingers were soaked, sliding so easily in and out of her hole now.
"Like father, like daughter," he said.
"I'm hardly in the same league as you."
He laughed. His cock looked even bigger now, if that was possible. "You just jerked off your own father in a public place ... even knowing a total stranger was watching you. Trust me, baby girl. We are definitely in the same league. We were made for each other."
"Oh god," the trembling brunette mewled. The thought of them being made for each other made her pussy drip harder than anything else that had happened.
He muttered a soft groan of pleasure and gave his cock a tight squeeze. "It's all your fault, young lady."
Angie's fingers kept in motion. She was keenly aware of her father's stare. "My fault?"
"Yes. For being exactly the kind of girl I've always wanted in my life. And for being so fucking beautiful. And having that amazing body that drives me insane. I want to lick that girlhole of yours so bad right now I could explode."
Angie stood up, finding herself shocked once again. Her long legs were shaky as she approached the bed. "Well, um, we can't have you exploding."
She joined her horny father on the bed and spread her thighs. Her body trembled as she watched him move into position. Within seconds, he brought his face so close to her open, throbbing pussy that she could feel the heat of each breath hitting her.
"Fuck," he growled. "You've got the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen. I can't believe how fucking wet you are."
He planted a hungry kiss on her gaping slit. His tongue teased quickly into the aperture of her channel and then back out. Angie uttered a hot yelp.
"Oh my god, I can't believe this is really happening," she gasped. "What a nasty, nasty man, licking your own daughter's hot pussy that way."
His tongue moved slowly up her slit, finally drawing in on the aching swell of her clit. He slipped a thumb inside her sheath and started rolling the tip of his tongue around the hyper-sensitive nub.
The strange stutters of sound rising from Angie's throat were a combination of gasps for air and incredulous laughter. It had been a long time since she'd had a good, thorough pussy licking. Now, her own precious father was giving it to her the best she'd ever had.
She'd always told herself she'd do anything for him, so she supposed this fell into that category. Of course, at the moment, she really wasn't doing a thing for him except grinding against his mouth and fingers as they lit a bright hot fire at the core of her being. This just made her want to laugh even harder, but his tongue and thumb deftly switched places, and she suddenly lost the power to think about anything but the amazing pleasure coursing through her beautiful body.
Max served his daughter's pussy tirelessly. Hungrily. Angie grew delirious with pleasure. She lost track of time. At some point, she realized she was lying back against the piled up pillows at the head of her bed, her legs pulled up high while Max kept on with his delicious onslaught. He was sucking her swollen clit while two of his fingers were gliding in and out of her pussy. Then one of the fingers changed course, and rolled against her puckered rim.
Angie cried out when Max touched her asshole. His finger was slippery with her dew, and he massaged the taut ring while the moist suction he put on her clit was enough to make her see sparks. Then he worked the tip of his finger just inside the tight hole, barely to the first knuckle. It was enough to force his daughter to whimper. She felt like she was growing weaker as her pleasure grew stronger.
"Oh baby...oh Daddy...oh fuck!" she gasped.
Max's finger slowly pushed inward, opening the aperture and gently blazing a hot trail into her ass. Then his thumb slipped back inside her pussy. He rocked his hand in a sort of see-saw motion, the finger sliding up her ass while the thumb drew back, thumb sliding in while the finger drew back. All the while, his lips were closed around her clit, and his tongue lashed around the burning little nub until Angie wanted to faint.
She gasped deeply and started to cum. Her entire body trembled as shockwaves of pleasure ripped through her from her heels to her temples. She clutched at Max's head, trying to grasp up handfuls of his hair as she gave in to the powerful sensations.
She was instantly aware of the fact that she'd never experienced such an overpowering orgasm. She was afraid she might never catch her breath. But she did, of course, and she found herself staring into her father's dark, gleaming eyes as he looked up at her from between her thighs. His lips and chin were shiny with sex honey.
"Daddy, fuck..." she mewled weakly. "So good."
Max propped himself back up and leaned over her. She felt as if his eyes held her captive.
"I love you so much. From the first day you were born," he told her, his voice ringing with certainty.
"I love you, too, Daddy. From the day I was born."
Angie realized they could never truthfully speak those words to anyone but each other. They felt like rare, special words only for them to ever say, and she was breathless over the realization of how deeply she meant them.
Max leaned in and kissed her. He kissed her as if he needed her mouth to live. His lips and tongue held the strong flavor of her pussy. It made her dizzy to taste herself on her father's mouth.
His engorged cock bobbed between their sweating bodies. Angie reached for the aching hot stalk with both hands. She cupped his balls in one hand while the other encircled the thick shaft. She felt his big, flaring dome, and found it was creamy-wet with pre-cum.
"I need to fuck you now, baby girl," Max managed to gasp without entirely breaking off their kiss.
Angie whimpered into his mouth and guided his amazing cock to her slit. She was still feeling the high from her orgasm, and yet she was dazed with the desire to feel him inside her. Each of them moaned weakly into the other's mouth as Max's full, round knob pressed into her dripping slit. She clutched at his muscular ass while he pushed deeper inside her. He was so long and thick. And so impossibly hard. Angie felt her eyes water as he gradually forged in to the hilt.
She felt him hold still a moment. He was letting her feel the heat and pulse of his rock-solid shank. They just looked at each other, sharing their forbidden, mutual lust. And yet there was so much love between them, too. How could it not feel so perfect?
Max drew his cock backward and then pushed back inside. Angie moaned and whimpered, "Yes, Daddy. Yes...please fuck me."
Max readily complied with his daughter's urgent plea. He began stroking into her with steady thrusts. The rhythm was even and patient at first, the strong slip-sliding of his cock seeming to open new avenues of pleasure within her body on every stroke. She cooed and whimpered and groaned while her pussy swallowed up every inch of him with greed.
Oh my god, she thought, my handsome father is such a hot fuck! She couldn't decide if it was the best or worst thing that could possibly happen. Her pussy was telling her it was the best. Every tingling nerve in her body said it, too. When he started sucking her nipples, pumping harder and faster into her channel, she gave up the debate and dug her nails into his flexing ass cheeks, just shy of breaking the skin. He was soon pounding into her with forceful thrusts, slamming her whole body against the mattress. She almost began to feel like she was being fucked on a trampoline.
"Oh fuck," Max growled, "your pussy is fucking exquisite."
"Oh my baby," Angie cried back, "fuck me as hard you want, Daddy. I love that cock. Every big, hard inch of you. Ooohhh, you're gonna make me cum all over you."
She cried out as another orgasm seemed to take over her entire existence. "Oh god, now, baby! Now! Cum with me, Daddy. Let it go right inside ... fill your loving daughter with everything you got!"
Max half grunted and half wailed as his overheated cock began to leap with deep surges of pleasure. Angie could feel the intense pulsing of the engorged flesh filling her. She could see moisture well up in his eyes until they seemed to be gleaming with unrivaled pleasure. She could tell how good she must have felt to him. It was a shockingly new sensation to her that only seemed to intensify the edges of an already overpowering orgasm.
She ran her hands along his strong, muscular arms, amazed how they could be so beautifully solid, yet still tremble so much as he spent his forceful spasms inside her. There was so much cum spilling out of him that it started spilling back out of her. She could feel it seeping out, down, pooling against her tingling rim.
Even after their mutual peak, they kept grinding against one another through the aftermath, wringing every grain of pleasure from their stolen joy. But they simply didn't want to break the delicious contact.
They lay together with only the sound of their heavy breathing between them. Their naked, sweaty flesh heaved together with the effort. Max's cock slowly relaxed, softening, and slipped out from his daughter's satisfied pussy. Angie uttered a soft coo of disappointment.
She felt a raw warmth all through her body. Everything was perfect, down to the sticky trickle of her father's spunk from her pussy slit. He spooned up to her with his wet cock pressing against her ass.
"I love you so much, Daddy," she sighed.
"I love you too, angel girl," he replied, cupping one of her full tits in his large hand.
He hadn't called her angel girl in years, and hearing it gave Angie a warm, cozy feeling. There was nowhere she'd rather be than wrapped up in her father's loving arms.
"Dad..." she started and then hesitated.
"Yes, baby girl?"
"I can't believe there's so much cum in me now." Merely saying so made her skin tingle.
"Oh, yeah, um ... sorry, baby. Guess I better pick up some condoms ASAP."
"No, Daddy. I guess you better not." She smiled to herself and let out a soft giggle.
"Fuck," he whispered, his lips right next to hear ear. Then he lightly kissed her neck.
The last thing she remembered before losing consciousness was the feel of Max's lips and breath against the hollow at the base of her neck.
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For the purpose of relating these events, I'll say my name is Pam and leave it at that. For reasons that should soon be clear, I can't risk any of this being discovered by someone who knows me. I was thirty-two when all of this started, a time when many people consider a woman to be at her sexual prime. I don't really know about that. I think I've been in my sexual prime ever since college. Some people are just wired that way and I guess I'm one of them, for better or worse.
Be that as it may, I've become more selective about men as I've matured. I've learned it's better to rely on my modest collection of toys instead of getting involved with the wrong guy just to relieve my needs in a dry spell. I'd been in the midst of a brief dry spell when I met Blake, a fit, handsome man of forty-four. He was far from the oldest man I'd ever been with, but older than my usual average.
It's not like I ever had trouble attracting men. My blonde hair may not be natural, but it looks good on me, if I do say so myself. I'm not what you'd call a gym bunny, but I do get some exercise and my body may be slightly thick but it's firm and supple, including the full D cups I had done a couple of years after college.
Anyway, Blake ticked off all the boxes for me. He was charming, funny, and intelligent. And most importantly of all, respectful. Being around him made me feel safe as well as appreciated. He was a good listener and made me feel like my thoughts and opinions mattered. He also appealed easily to my shallower side, being hot, muscular and beautifully hung with a long lasting cock I could taste and play with for days. With him it was a few weeks, longer than usual for me before our relationship started turning sexual. Then we started to have long, satisfying sessions in bed.
Blake turned out to be one of the most talented pussy eaters I've ever known. We made a good match because I happen to be equally skilled and enthusiastic when it comes to sucking cock. I pride myself on my well-earned oral skills and this wonderful new man in my life seemed to love every second of being on the receiving end.
The funny thing was that our evolving sex life always culminated in oral pleasure. That was how we got each other off. Always. Weeks turned into months and we still hadn't had a regular fuck. He'd cum on my pussy dozens of times, but never inside it, never entering any of my holes except my mouth.
This never became an issue, though. We were both extremely good at making each other cum and cum hard. We were satisfied, and if I ever felt the need to be filled there were always my toys. Sometimes Blake would use them on me and he was quite good at that, too.
Meanwhile, Blake and I started getting closer and I met his daughter, Hadley. He had never been married or even lived with the girl's mother and had raised her as a single father. When I first met her, Hadley was twenty and going to college.
It was pretty intimidating meeting Hadley, if I'm being honest. She's obviously younger and slimmer than me, with long, lightish brown hair and a tightly solid dancer's body. Her tits aren't as big as mine, but they have that magical kind of conical shape with puffy areolas. At home, she was usually braless in snug tops so it didn't take much to imagine what they looked like naked. Now I know it's out of the ordinary to feel intimidated by the hotness level of the daughter of a man I'm going out with, but being a girl with more than a few daddy issues myself I'm pretty sensitive to the vibe.
Hadley never did or said anything to make me feel unwelcome, but from the first time I went there it was clear who the woman of the house was. It shouldn't have been a surprise. After all, a gorgeous girl raised by a charming, handsome single dad. She'd been the queen of her daddy's roost all her life. What else would you expect?
At home they were almost like a couple. They were much more physical with each other than any other dad and daughter I'd ever seen, except for me and my own dad. For Blake and Hadley, though, it just seemed like they were expressing their love through affectionate touch. Long, tight hugs. Blake putting his arm around her waist when they were going somewhere. Hadley wiping crumbs off his face with her while gazing at him with a bemused look. There was nothing taboo about it, just sweet love and daughterly affection. On the other hand it was nothing I knew I should get in the middle of. Getting in the way of a man's relationship with his daughter is sure disaster for a new relationship. Besides, I thought it was sweet even if Hadley sometimes acted like I didn't exist. She was never overtly rude. It was just that she had her world with her dad and she was the center of it.
So whenever I was at their house, which was more and more as time went by, I resigned myself to playing second fiddle. The thing I didn't tell Blake was that his relationship with Hadley reminded me a lot of mine with my dad. At least in the past. Except for one, important part. I had actually given my father a few dozen hand jobs back in my college days, and more than a few blow jobs. I had always loved my daddy the most. I was his baby girl and I felt like a queen whenever I had the chance to please his cock like a wife or lover. I was perfectly happy to let it go further, but after graduation my father insisted he didn't want to be selfish and hold me back in life. I tried to explain he wasn't holding me back. If anything, he was making it possible for me to be the woman I was meant to be.
Fast forward back to Blake and Hadley and I felt like I was viewing me and my father years before, except without the hand jobs and blow jobs.
The first time Blake took us both out to dinner, Hadley and I both ended up wearing short, low cut dresses. I was showing more cleavage even though hers still looked nice, but she has those amazing dancer's legs that won't quit. It almost looked like we were competing for Blake's attention. But he was a gentleman and made us both feel beautiful and important.
We had wine with dinner, so when we got back to their house none of us were feeling any pain. Hadley suggested streaming a movie or two and Blake wasn't about to refuse his precious daughter the attention she craved. I didn't mind too much. They have a love seat and full sized couch in the living room and I sat on the love seat, keeping to one side so Blake could sit beside me.
I was still wearing the dress I had on for dinner, but Blake and Hadley both said they wanted to change. Hadley came back first. All she was wearing was a T shirt that ended around her hips. It didn't cover her panties which obviously left her ass exposed. She gave me a nervous smile when I looked at her with a raised brow. Then she sat on the couch and started scrolling through movie selections.
Blake came out a couple of minutes later. He was wearing a tight T shirt that showed off his physique and clingy boxer briefs that showed his impressive bulge. I expected him to join me on the love seat but he sat on the couch close to his daughter.
"Daddy, I wanna snuggle," the girl said without so much as a glance at me.
Blake lay down along the couch while Hadley scootched in front of him. She wiggled her barely covered ass right up against the bulge in his briefs while he dropped his arm over her middle and held her close. She was practically purring out loud.
The movie started and we all pretended to be watching. Blake and Hadley's eyes were facing the TV, but he was lightly stroking his daughter's arm. It was so intimate and loving. I tried to look like I was facing the TV but I really couldn't help watching my boyfriend touch his lusciously beautiful daughter. It wasn't that much over the top, but it was pretty inappropriate for a father and daughter. It was like the two were in their own little world and I barely existed.
I became the proverbial fly on the wall, a very uncharacteristic mode for me, but for some reason my presence was being tolerated. I won't pretend I didn't understand it also had a lot to do with a girl asserting her territorial rights. It wasn't like I never showed the same kind of possessive behavior over my own dad in times past.
As the movie went on, Blake's hand moved to stroke other areas of his daughter's body. He stroked the top of her leg the way he'd been stroking her arm. Hadley snuggled tighter to him and cooed softly. I wasn't sure if that was for her benefit or mine, but I played my wallflower role as well as anyone could've.
After a while, Blake moved his hand upward and started caressing Hadley's face and neck with the backs of his fingers. He even spent some time tracing his fingertips over her lips and she briefly sucked one of his fingers into her mouth. He started whispering to her at this point and his whispers were punctuated with loving kisses along her neck and the side of her face. She cooed and smiled through all of this.
If I hadn't had similar experience of my own father I would've been shocked. There was still a pretty unbelievable aspect to it. It felt like something I wasn't supposed to be seeing yet they could just as easily have kept all of that out of my sight. When I thought back on the way my own father's loving caresses used to make me feel my pussy flushed with heat and moisture. It only got worse when Hadley purred her approval of her daddy's kisses.
My pussy was raging with heat and I'll admit to more than a little jealousy. I wasn't even sure if my jealous feelings were for Blake or if I was just missing my own dad so much. I didn't know where all that affection was leading, but I was almost disappointed when Hadley got up, claiming to be tired. She stretched while standing right in front of her father, causing her tits to stand out in her shirt. At the same time her shirt lifted up to fully expose her panties and I could swear there was a wet stain in the crotch. I suspected her yawn was fake. Then she turned and went upstairs to her room.
Blake shifted around so his feet were on the floor. The enormous erection in his briefs couldn't have been more obvious. He didn't show the slightest bit of shame or embarrassment when he made eye contact with me, knowing I was looking at the rock hard cock stretching his underwear.
"Daddy looks so hard," I said.
"Because he is," Blake replied. Then he pushed his briefs over his rigid man flesh. It was like he was taunting me with the fact his cock had gotten so painfully hard up against his daughter's body for the last hour or more.
"Do you need your good little girl to take care of that, Daddy?" I whispered hoarsely, my hands trembling.
He wrapped his hand around his thick shaft and started stroking it. There was already precum oozing heavily out his flared dome, making the stalk slippery as his hand moved up and down.
"Yes. Daddy needs his sweet little baby girl," he said huskily.
My legs were trembling too as I stood up. I reached under my short dress and slid my sodden panties down my legs. I handed them to Blake as I stood between his widely planted feet. He held the pungent little garment to his face and inhaled my scent as I sank to my knees. I pulled the bottom of my dress around my hips and used one hand to stroke my pussy while I took over stroking my boyfriend's cock. It was the hardest I'd ever felt him.
Then he spoke words I hadn't heard in years. Words that made my dripping hot cunt ache and throb from the inside out.
"Suck Daddy's cock."
I was suddenly the most obedient and loving daughter ever born to man. I leaned forward and started licking his cock while I held it from the base. He sighed with pleasure as I explored his solid flesh with my lips and tongue. There was no moment at any point that I wasn't totally aware of the fact it was Hadley, his own daughter, who'd gotten that cock so hard. I thought of the way it had been pressed up against her body for so long.
As I began sucking and stroking Blake's cock in tandem, I pushed a pair of fingers into my dripping snatch, pumping them in and out. My head and other hand were moving at a steady pace, not too fast, but just fast enough to keep him throbbing. His deep, guttural moans and sighs of pleasure were more intense than I'd ever heard before. He kept calling me his good little girl and saying how good I could "suck Daddy's cock". This made me moan even with his substantial amount of man flesh filling my mouth.
The whole situation was so hot and bizarre that we were both quickly getting close to cumming. It was only a couple more minutes before he started to warn me.
"That's it, baby," he groaned deeply. "Daddy's gonna cum. Fuck, I love your mouth so much. Fuck, fuck...here it comes, baby girl!"
Blake's body tensed and he started spurting into my mouth, squirting more cum than I'd seen him shoot before. He grabbed both fists full of my hair and fucked into my mouth until his delicious cock was drained. I was so close to cumming myself, but I backed off as he spent the last of his paternal seed into my face.
When I released his cock and looked up at him I saw Hadley standing by the entrance to the room. She had removed her shirt and was only wearing those skimpy panties. She was holding them aside and fingering her smoothly shaven pussy as she watched us. Blake took in the look on my face and realized she was there. He looked over to see her. Though her tits were smaller than mine, they looked stunning naked and her father obviously loved seeing them. But then a serious look crossed his face.
"I thought you said you were tired, young lady."
"I -- I -- I was, Daddy. But I heard noises ..."
"Go back to bed," he told her.
She suddenly looked sad and put her head down. "Okay, Daddy. Sorry."
"No, it's okay," I said without thinking.
I stood up in front of the couch and pulled the hem of my dress up around my hips, exposing my needy pussy to my boyfriend and his daughter.
"Please, Daddy," I said. "I wanna cum too. I don't mind if Hadley stays."
I placed a foot on the couch so Blake could get at my slit more easily. He cast a long look at his basically naked daughter. She was watching us intently.
"Is it okay, Dad?" she asked, already touching her pussy again.
"If you really want to," he said.
"I do," she replied quietly.
Blake leaned close and angled his head so he could lick my clit while he pushed a couple of fingers into my pussy hole. I don't remember ever being as wet as I was at that moment. I don't know how long Hadley had been there, but she turned out to be as close to cumming as I was. The girl and I looked at each other and I swear we bonded more in that moment than we had in the whole time since we first met. With her father pumping his fingers in and out of my pussy while he sucked my clit, I watched Hadley furiously batter her snatch with her fingers.
There was no need to try being quiet now. Blake was slurping loudly on my pussy while his pumping fingers made an audible schlick schlick schlick. Hadley and I were both moaning aloud. She whimpered and cooed as her gaze was now trained on her father's face while he buried himself into my cunt. She started to make these high pitched squeals broken up by desperate gasps and I knew she was cumming. Watching her cum while her father ate and fingered me sent me flying high over the edge. My own orgasm struck before Hadley's was finished. For a moment we were cumming at the same time. My body was quivering but felt stiff. I have no idea how I could cum so hard the way I was standing and still stay on my feet.
After a minute or so to recover, I put my foot on the floor. Hadley was leaning against the wall.
"Goodnight, Daddy," she finally said.
"Hadley? Say goodnight to Pam, too," Blake instructed.
"Goodnight Pam."
"Goodnight Hadley."
Staying over that night, I wondered if Blake might try to finally fuck my pussy for the first time, but he didn't. We just slept in a safe, comforting spoon position.
I think Hadley might've been avoiding me the next morning. I had breakfast with Blake and left around ten o'clock, but she never came out of her room.
Then I didn't see them for a few days. Blake and I sent each other texts but we never mentioned what happened. My mind was full of speculations as to whether or not they were talking about it, but it was all just guess-work on my part. Some of my speculation was about why Blake had yet to fuck my pussy. It wasn't like neither of us were enjoying the oral and mutual masturbation, but there was no way he could doubt that my pussy was more than available to his big, juicy cock. But after what happened with Hadley, I started to wonder if he thought it would be too much like cheating on his daughter -- if he wasn't giving the girl her daddy's cock, then he shouldn't be giving it to anyone else.
On the other hand, as hard as he was able to make me cum, I still missed having a cock pumping into my empty core. I missed the weight of a man's body on top of me while he fucked me like I was the only woman in the world. Yet I knew for Blake, no woman would ever be more important than Hadley. My feelings of jealousy toward her started to resurface, but the hot arousal I felt at seeing their physical affection was just as persistent.
I started texting my own father more than I had in a long time. He was a good ten years older than Blake and still married to his third wife. It had been his decision to end our physical relationship after I finished college. He said he didn't want to hold me back in life. He felt he was being selfish. But no matter how hard I tried to make him understand he was the most important man for me he wouldn't relent. I was heartbroken for a long time after that. I had plenty of relationships with men both long and short term, but I never came close enough to marry any of them. I now knew I'd never get that far with Blake, either. Whether he was fucking her or not, it was Hadley who owned his heart and soul. His cock would be the last piece of their forbidden puzzle.
My own father was happy to be hearing from me more. Our texts didn't take long to become flirty and I started sending him selfies where I was wearing skimpy outfits. I soon learned his latest marriage was on the rocks and that he missed the way things used to be between us. He said his marriages always ended up failing because he never stopped thinking about the way it used to be between us. I instantly told him I never stopped thinking about it, either, how I could never love anyone the same way, how no one ever loved me the way he did.
We started talking too, as often as we could. However, he never talked on the phone if his wife was around. It wasn't the most convenient thing in the world, but I loved feeling like something more than a daughter to him. We also started talking about seeing each other in person. We were living on opposite coasts and talked about meeting somewhere in between. We set a date a couple of weeks ahead. I was beside myself with excitement, feeling butterflies in my stomach like a teenaged girl over her first love.
I couldn't wait to see my beloved Daddy again. It had been much too long. And just the thought of being in his arms and feeling his manly need made me happier than I'd felt in years. Instinctively, I also knew this would mean the end of my relationship with Blake. But I knew just the way to tell him. It was like I had one, final task to accomplish before giving myself completely to my dad after so long.
I sent a message to Blake to say I wanted to have another dinner out with him and Hadley. He said it sounded nice. Neither of us mentioned what happened the last time but it was impossible not to think about.
The next night, I drove to Blake's house and met them there. He looked as handsome as usual while Hadley looked more sensuous and stunning than I'd ever seen. I was wearing a short, lowcut sundress, but she was wearing a little black dress that put the one I'd been wearing the last time to shame. It plunged well past her tits in front, showing the entire inner curves of her firm, young bust. The hem was scandalously short. It was the kind of dress a girl had to be careful sitting down in. She looked pleased when I told her how gorgeous she looked and she blushed when I said her dad must be proud of having such a beautiful daughter.



Dinner was fine, though it seemed like the food was the last thing any of us were paying attention to. We had what anyone else would've thought was a normal conversation, but it didn't take a psychic to know we were all thinking about our previous night together. All of Blake's physical affection was for his daughter. She was the one he put his arm around walking to and from the car. She was the one he sat closest to in the restaurant. And while I could see he admired how I looked that night, again it was Hadley that earned his intent stares of love and affection.
I never felt the slightest bit of jealousy. I had a secret of my own and a good idea of what the promising future had in store for me. But being with Blake and Hadley was like a foreshadowing of it. And the thought of what I had in mind for the two of them started making my pussy damp before we even left the table.
After dinner, Blake suggested stopping at a lounge for a nightcap, but I said I thought it would be nicer to go home and watch movies like last time. This brought a gleam of recognition from both father and daughter. Hadley looked like she wanted to explode and Blake wanted to do whatever made his baby girl happy.
Back at Blake's house, he and Hadley said they wanted to change into something more comfortable before turning on the TV. As Blake started to leave the room I caught Hadley by the wrist and stopped her from leaving.
"You look so gorgeous in that dress, why don't you keep it on," I suggested. "Your dad loves the way you look in it. But ... are you wearing panties?"
The younger girl just nodded in reply.
I smiled a bit deviously. "Why don't you take them off before he gets back?"
Hadley giggled wickedly, getting a good idea of what I had in mind for the evening. She slipped off her heels and then deftly slid one of the tiniest pair of black panties I'd ever seen down her long, firm, silky legs. I took them from her hand and briefly sniffed them. I could feel how damp the nearly non-existent gusset was.
"You're already wet, aren't you, you naughty girl?" I teased.
She nodded and blushed.
"And you're wet for Daddy, aren't you?"
"Oh god, yes," she sighed. Being a daughter in love myself, I knew how relieved she felt to be able to say that out loud to someone she knew she could trust.
"We're so much alike," I told her in a caring tone. "We're the same kind of girl. We could almost be sisters."
We giggled at that, and then Blake came back down in his usual late evening attire: snug boxer briefs and a T shirt. He stopped to take in the sight of Hadley still wearing her dress. He smiled in approval and then took his usual position on the couch. Hadley snuggled up along his front while I took the same place on the love seat. Lying on the couch, Hadley's dress rode up to her hips. I could see that her smooth pussy was partially exposed but her father couldn't see that from his angle.
Blake was entranced. He stroked his daughter's hair and neck. "Did I tell you how beautiful you look tonight, sweetheart?"
Hadley giggled happily. "Yes, Daddy, a few times. But I never get sick of you saying that."
"Mmmm, good girl," he said, planting a soft kiss on her neck.
I noticed Hadley's nipple was poking out of her dress. It was swollen but I don't think Blake spotted it yet. He put his hand down on her well exposed upper leg and gently stroked her silky looking skin.
"That feels nice, Daddy," she said at a normal volume, not trying to hide anything from me.
I turned on the TV just for the sake of form, but none of us were aware of what was on. Hadley was smiling and purring like a cozy kitten as her father caressed her bare leg. Her ass was up against his cock and I knew he'd be hard soon if he wasn't already. He spent some time kissing her neck and the side of her face while she purred and cooed contentedly. Then he whispered things to her I couldn't hear but made her smile.
"I love you, Daddy," she said, sounding more kittenish than ever.
"I love you, too, baby."
Hadley then wiggled and squirmed her uncovered ass right into her father's cock. She let out a wicked giggle.
"Tell us what's funny, little sister," I said, already knowing what pleased her so much.
"Daddy's thing is getting big," she cooed.
"It feels nice against your firm bum, doesn't it, sweetie?" I asked.
"Ohhhh yessssss," she purred, grinding back against him.
"Do you like knowing your daddy has such a big cock, baby?" I said.
More giggles. "I do."
"I bet you want that cock all for yourself and never have to share it with someone like me, right?" I went on.
"Wellllll," the girl drawled, then hesitated, unsure what to say next but still making it clear she wished she could have her dad to herself.
"It's okay to admit it, sweetie," I told her. Then I started to tell them about my relationship with my father. They both listened with expressions of surprise yet I could tell it was arousing them both even more. Blake shot me a wide-eyed look as he slid his hand between his daughter's thighs and started massaging her tender, young slit while I went on with my story. I told them everything, all about how the last encounter we had together had caused me to rekindle my relationship with my father.
Hadley was doing her best to listen, but she kept moaning and pulling in sudden gasps as her dad carefully caressed her red hot snatch with his mature, experienced fingers.
"He said his latest marriage is on the rocks," I told them. "When I see him in two more weeks I'm going to make sure to put an end to it. We both know he doesn't need another wife besides me. I love him the way you love your dad, Hadley. Girls like us were meant for men like our dads."
The younger girl's eyes went wide and then narrowed as she smiled coyly, acknowledging we were kindred spirits. She sighed and lifted her upper leg. Her father's hand moved down as he slid a finger into her slippery hole. I pulled my dress up my legs and slid my panties off. Then I spread my legs and started rubbing my exposed slit while I watched Blake finger fuck his sexy little girl's pussy. Hadley became a moaning mess with her dad's finger inside her. We might've been kindred spirits, but she still had a devious look in her eye as she glanced over to see me stroking my pussy.
She was proudly being claimed as her daddy's woman. She was even more aroused with me there to watch him replace me with her. Blake slid a second finger into his daughter's wet snatch and she uttered a weak yelp. I stood up and took off my dress and panties, then went to the couch and found a wide enough sliver along the edge to sit down. I put my hand on Hadley's hip and stroked her fine skin while her dad continued to finger her.
"That hole belongs to your daddy now," I told her. "Are you willing to let him take it whenever his need arises?"
"Mmmm, arrggghhh, yessssssss," she crooned.
My hand slipped behind her until I was cupping a bare ass cheek in my hand. She felt so smooth and firm. So warm to touch. Blake's rigid cock was against the back of my hand. I was rubbing them both with the same hand as I fondled the girl's ass. But after a while I moved my hand to her pussy and started to rub her clit while her father continued to pump his fingers in and out of her hole. I loved being part of their incestuous pleasure. It was a vivid preview of what was in store for me and my own father. I couldn't wait.
But in the meantime, Hadley's gasps became deep and uncontrollable. She was obviously racing toward an orgasm. I kept massaging her hotly swollen clit while Blake's fingers fucked her faster. Her eyes suddenly went wide in an expression that looked like shock and ecstasy all at once.
"Oh, Daddy, oh fuck! What's that? What are you doing to me?!"
"That's your G spot, little girl. Now Daddy knows right where to reach it and make you cum like a good girl."
"Fuck!" the younger girl cried as she went into the longest, loudest, most spastic looking orgasm I'd ever seen.
Hadley fell limp for a couple of minutes when it was over, dazed by the force of her own pleasure. Her father pulled his wet fingers from her snatch and lovingly stroked her face with them. I almost started to cry when he softly told her how beautiful she was and how much he loved her. I couldn't wait to hear the same words from my own father. Hadley murmured she loved him too.
Giving them a moment to express their love, I finally stood up naked in front of them. I took Hadley's hand and guided her onto her feet, which still seemed a little unsteady. She stood there demurely as I took her dress off her in front of her dad. Standing behind her, I reached in front and fondled her bare tits while her father stared at my groping hands.
"Daddy's gonna love these firm tits," I purred sexily beside her face. Her nipples were hard and throbbing.
"I never had a girl touch 'em before," she announced.
"Do you like how it feels?" I asked.
She nodded silently. I spent a couple of minutes just playing with the younger girl's tits, enjoying the look of admiration and lust on her father's face.
"Who do your pretty tits belong to, Hadley?" I asked.
"Daddy," she whispered. "Always Daddy."
"Mmmm, your Dad's a lucky man having a girl with such a gorgeous pair of titties."
Hadley giggled weakly. Blake looked at me with an approving glance, letting me know he liked the way I was guiding his daughter.
"It's time to take Daddy's shirt and boxers off, Hadley. That's up to you now," I said.
She looked at her father for a sign of approval and he gave her a nod. He sat up with his aroused cock forming a huge tent in his boxer briefs. Blake raised his arms, allowing Hadley to pull his T shirt over his head. Then he stood up, letting the colossal bulge in the front of his brief stand out boldly in front of his little girl. She tentatively reached for the bulge and started to feel her father's cock through the fabric.
"Hadley," I said, reminding her she had a job to do.
"Oh, yeah," she said with a snicker.
Then she pulled her father's briefs down, working them over the long, girthy shaft of his cock and finally down his legs.
"There, there now," I said. "Isn't that much better? Daddy's cock is gonna feel so much nicer without that silly underwear in the way."
Still behind her with my tits pushed against her back, I guided the younger girl's hand to her father's cock. She didn't need any guiding after that as she began to explore his swollen man flesh, running her hand over his length and around the head.
"That's right, baby sister," I said. "Feel Daddy's big, hard cock. Doesn't it feel good?"
"Oh yes, so good," she cooed.
She continued exploring Blake's head and shaft while I reached under to caress his balls.
"It feels so hot, doesn't it, baby?" I asked.
"Mmmm, so hot," she said weakly.
"And so hard," I added.
"Oh god, it's so hard."
A low rumble of approval came out of Blake's throat. His daughter was soon exploring his cock with both hands while I continued fondling his balls. "Mmmm, those balls feel so good too," I said. "I can practically feel them fill up with cum just for you, little sister."
Hadley made a purring sound while Blake and I locked eyes. I'd never seen such a gleam of lust in them before. I gave him a sly smile and all he did was groan in reply, savoring the silky touch of his daughter's hands on his cock. I think I was just as aroused watching her play as he was. Then he finally kissed her the way I know they'd both wanted for so long. He kissed her intently, eagerly, and within moments their tongues were swirling and slipping into the other's mouth.
Hadley made muffled purring noises while her father reached for her tits. He felt them firmly while I moved my other hand onto her ass, firmly massaging her cheeks.
Their kiss went on forever, as if they were making up for lost time. I couldn't help rubbing my tits back and forth across Hadley's back, enjoying the friction of her soft skin on my rigid nipples. I let go of Blake's nutsac and put that hand between my legs to finger my pussy.
Father and daughter finally broke for air. They looked at each other in awe until Hadley turned to me and said, "Thank you." Then she kissed me almost as deeply as she just kissed her dad. I was taken by surprise but I loved kissing such a hot, younger girl. Blake started feeling both of us, running his eager hands all over our naked female flesh.
Hadley looked surprised at herself when she broke off the kiss, but not as if she hadn't liked it.
"It's time to show Daddy how much you love him," I said.
She looked at me questioningly, but then she knew exactly what to do when I pushed her downward. She sank down to the carpet on her knees. I went down with her and we were both facing her father's huge, stiff cock. I smiled at her and took hold of Blake's shaft, holding him steady.
"Taste your father, sweetie. He's waiting to feel your wet mouth on his big cock."
Hadley's face showed her excitement. I held her dad's cock while she started to lick his pulsing flesh. I couldn't resist leaning in and licking Blake's rod along with his daughter. He moaned in approval so we just kept going. Our tongues kept colliding as we swept them over his throbbing flesh and a few times we paused and kissed each other while I stroked him. His pole was soaked with the saliva of two girls so my hand slid easily along his length.
Hadley started sucking on the tip of his cock, gradually taking more of his shaft between her lips. I leaned in and lapped wetly at his balls until the younger girl's movements weren't leaving me much room to work with. I moved around behind him and pulled his ass cheeks apart. I leaned down and lapped at the man's puckered asshole while his daughter dutifully sucked his delicious cock.
"Argggggg, fuck, yesssss," Blake groaned.
I realized I'd never rimmed my own father and made a mental note to pleasure my daddy's asshole with my tongue when we saw each other. I knew Hadley was entranced by the taste and feel of her father's cock in her mouth. As a loving daughter just like her, I knew from experience just how she felt. We worked together to please her loving man, but I finally backed away from his ass when I sensed him getting close to blowing his load. There was no doubt in my mind she would've been overjoyed to feel that dad spunk gushing into her mouth, but this was their first time together and I wanted Hadley to feel something that much more special for the occasion.
Moving again, I pushed Hadley away from her dad's big prick. She looked confused and not too happy. I looked at Blake for approval. I think he only had a vague idea of what I was going to do but he gave me the nod. With the way his beefy cock was pulsing with need I'd say he was up for anything.
I told him to sit back down but keep his feet extended out with his ass at the very edge of the couch. This allowed me to straddle him, my back to him but facing Hadley.
"Here's what you're going to do next for the father you love so much," I told her.
She looked a bit jealous, but her eyes were gleaming with lust. She watched closely as I held her father's cock in place and lowered my dripping pussy onto his shaft. I slowly sank down all the way, moaning as his stiff meat finally filled my snatch for the first time. I knew Hadley didn't really need me to show her how to fuck, or even to show her what a reverse cowgirl was like. I just wanted to get the man's luscious cock up my cunt at least once before I was out of their lives and back in my own daddy's arms. At this point I guess it was just a matter of pride, but Blake's cock was so big and solid it felt so good filling my hole.
At the same time, Hadley was fascinated as she watched my pussy grip her daddy's fleshy prong and begin riding him up and down. His fat stalk was soaked with my juices and I could feel my sex lips stretching around his throbbing girth. God, it felt so good. I rode him steadily, letting Hadley see the way my tits heaved and bobbed as I fucked him. It wasn't long before he was reaching up to feel them while I bounced on his rod.
"Just stroke him up and down with your tight little cunt, baby," I moaned. "Just like this. Pretend you're sucking Daddy's cock with your pussy. He's gonna love your tight little hole even more than mine."
Hadley got over her fascination all too soon. She announced it was her turn before I had a chance to cum on her father's dick. I reluctantly got off him and made room for her. She straddled him but facing him.
"I wanna see your face when you cum in me, Daddy."
Blake gave his girl a loving a smile and stroked her pretty face with one hand. "I want that, too, princess," he told her. "You're such a beautiful girl, even more beautiful when you cum."
Leaning over, Hadley started to grind her pussy along her father's shank while he rocked his hips to thrust back at her. She started wailing right away. Finally getting stuffed full of daddy cock had her in the kind of trance a girl only feels when her most precious dream comes true.
The father/daughter couple practically forgot I was there, even when I reached down to fondle Blake's balls and tease Hadley's tight little asshole with my finger. Most of the time they were kissing each other except when the motion of their bodies or the need for air broke them apart. Blake was feeling Hadley's tits a lot of that time, too, but there were a couple of times he moved his hands to her ass and even gave her a few playful spanks that made her yelp in surprise.
Hadley soon started grinding harder and faster. It almost looked like she wasn't even in control of her body movements.
"Gonna cum, Daddy. Ohhhhh fuck, I'm gonna cum so hard!"
Blake started gasping at the same.
"Cuming with you, angel. Daddy's gonna fill you right up with love!"
They nearly slammed into each other as their mutual pleasure crested. I was spellbound watching Hadley's slick cunt slam up and down on her father's cock. His shaft was pulsing as he filled her with a volley of cum spurts. I furiously rubbed my clit while they shared a glorious orgasm. My own climax was right behind theirs, coming over me before theirs was finished.
After, Hadley snugged against her naked dad with his cock still embedded in her pussy. I had to admit they looked beautiful together. When they were able to breathe again, Blake stroked his daughter's hair and whispered things to her that made her purr and coo with happiness.
They were barely aware of me as I picked up my dress and put it back on. My part in their lives was finished. I might've felt sad or left out if it weren't for the fact that I'd be renewing my relationship with my own father within a couple more weeks. It even made me smile to see how close they were, how much they loved each other. I couldn't wait to feel that same kind of love again.
One look at them and anyone could see they didn't need anyone but each other. As for me, I treasured the beautiful gift they had given me. I pulled my panties and shoes back on and quietly let myself out of the house, smiling to myself as I thought of what the future had in store.
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"Is this weird?" Jenna asked once she and Joey were settled together in the extra bed set up in their grandparents' attic.
The twenty year old brunette was lying beside her eighteen year old brother and the sides of their bodies were touching. Joey was wearing a T shirt and boxer briefs while his sister was wearing an oversized T shirt and panties. It was too warm for much more than that, and they were lying on top of the mattress with no sheets covering them.
"Yeah, I guess a little," Joey said. "But not in a bad way."
The thick, heavily curved girl took her little brother at his word. The two had shared a bed before, but not since Jenna became so thick and busty or since Joey had turned into a young hottie with a slim, solid body.
"Sorry if I take up so much room," the girl apologized. Their bare legs were touching all the way down as they lay there side by side. It might've been weird for most brothers and sisters, but neither one of them moved away to make any space between them.
"Jenna, you know how I feel about you saying things like that," the younger one said in a paternal tone beyond his age. As it was, Joey was the physical opposite of his sister. He was on the tall side for his age, and tightly built as any athlete. He also had a very prominent looking bulge in the crotch of his boxer briefs, something his sister had noticed plenty of other times in their own house.
"Like what?" Jenna pretended not to know what he meant. "I was just checking if you're comfortable."
Jenna was always vexed by her weight. It didn't matter that she had the most beautiful face in their school, with her chocolaty brown hair and ice blue eyes. She was considered fat by a lot of standards, even though there was a noticeable hourglass shape to her curvy figure. With DD tits that looked proportionate to her body, some people deeply appreciated her sensuous beauty and her younger brother happened to be one of them.
Jenna knew Joey hated it when she criticized herself. He'd asked her not to do it in front of him and insisted she was just as good looking as any girl in their school. He always made her feel better, even if she didn't always believe him.
"I'm perfectly comfortable," he retorted, sounding a little irritated.
"Okay, I just wanna make sure. I'm sorry you got stuck having to share a bed with me."
"I don't mind. Besides, it's not like the first time we had to."
"Yeah, but this one's pretty small."
They were at their grandparents' house because of a family wedding the next day. It was too far to drive back and forth on the same day for the ceremony and reception all together, so their mother planned for them to spend two nights at her parents. Joey and Jenny lived with their mother while their father had been absent from their lives the past ten years. Between their mother and grandparents, the siblings were given no choice but to share the bed their grandfather had set up for them in the attic. Neither said a word about sharing a bed until now. As far as their mother and grandparents were concerned, it was like they were still little kids.
Jenna sighed, her misgivings finally put to rest. At least for now.
It was mostly dark in the attic, except for the open dormers that were letting in some air and moonlight. It kept the attic from getting too stuffy, but it was still pretty warm for sleeping. Jenna wished she could've been sleeping naked, which she usually did at home. She knew Joey often did too since she'd seen him a few times in the morning with the sheets halfway off his body. And some of those times, Joey had a long, thick erection that made his sister gasp the first time she saw it. Her little brother's cock was impressive by any standards, and she couldn't help feeling like it was beautiful to look at. He looked so hard, with the slightest hint of an upward curve to his shaft and a deeply ridged dome that looked like a piece of sculpture.
Jenna wished her brother was sleeping naked now. In the semi-dark, she could see the bulging lump in the crotch of his briefs and it made her crave the sight of his actual flesh. She knew it probably made her a freak to have thoughts like that about her own brother, but she already felt like an outcast most of the time because of her body. Joey didn't have the same problem. He was so good looking that even girls her age and older treated him like a prince. He had his father's jet black hair and dark-eyed looks. Jenna had even overheard some of their mother's friends flirting with him when their mother wasn't nearby.
By now, the curvy girl's pussy was tingling with warmth. It was frustrating not to have the privacy to finger her smoothly waxed slit and make herself cum to her shameful thoughts of her brother. This was the only thing that made her wish she didn't have to share the bed with him. But having Joey right beside her made her feel good even if her pussy was begging for more attention than she could give it.
"You know what, Jen?" Joey said, startling his sister out of her reverie.
"Uhh, yeah?"
"I'm glad we get to share a bed while we're here. I wish we could sleep like this more often."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"How come?"
"I dunno. It just feels nice. You're my best friend. I love you. I guess I just feel better with you here and knowing you're okay and not getting all worried about stuff."
"Aww, Joey, that's the nicest thing anybody ever said to me," Jenna said, turning onto her side to face him. She pressed the fleshy front of her body against his side. The push of her hefty tits against his arm gave her a sizzling feeling all over her skin. Overcome with love, she touched his face like she would a real boyfriend and smiled at him. "You always treated me the best," she added.
"I love you, dummy," he retorted.
Jenna chuckled quietly. "I love you too, dork."
After a minute of staring at each other, the brother and sister tentatively brought their lips together in a kiss. They were both unsure of what they were doing at first, just kissing lightly and exploring the taste and feel of each other's lips. But this went on for a couple of minutes until they started to grow bolder and more at ease with kissing in a way they were never meant to. It was their first time kissing in a sexual way, but neither of them seemed surprised. It felt perfectly natural, like the normal extension of their feelings for each other.
Jenna knew she should be shocked at kissing her brother, but she was dizzy from the searching touch of his lips. She was dying to slip her tongue into his mouth but she was afraid of breaking the spell. Then Joey's tongue started to probe at her lips and she parted them. She cooed dreamily as their tongues explored each other's mouth. Joey was not only a great kisser but also the best looking guy Jenna had ever kissed. It was also the first time she'd ever kissed anyone she in love with and that made it feel like a whole different thing. All the kissing she'd done before this was just for sport with guys who wanted to feel her outsized tits.
Joey rolled halfway toward his sister. They were facing now and hugging each other as they kissed. Jenna could tell he was purposely pushing his chest up against her tits and she wished they were both topless so she could feel his skin touching her melons. She hoped he could feel how hard her nipples were.
The two siblings kept kissing for a long time. Neither sibling wanted to ever stop. Jenna didn't even realize her brother's cock had gotten hard until she felt him mash his rod up against her full figured body. She whimpered into his mouth and mashed back against him. This went on for a couple of minutes when they finally pulled out of the kiss suddenly, almost like they were shocked to find themselves doing what they were doing.
"Oh my god, Jen, I'm so sorry," Joey sputtered. "I can't believe I did that."
"Umm, uhhh, it's okay. I mean, it was both of us, right? Not just your fault or mine," she replied, feeling dizzy.
"Sure, right," the younger brother agreed. "But still, I hope it didn't gross you out or anything."
"Umm ... oh god, no, it was so nice, Joey. In fact, maybe we could do it again sometime."
"Yeah," he agreed. "I wouldn't mind. Long as you don't, either."
"Definitely don't mind."
Jenna knew her brother was at least as freaked out as she was about them suddenly kissing like that, so they just lay on their backs again, side by side. Jenna definitely wanted more, but she was feeling breathless and needed to let what happened settle in. Did she really kiss her own brother? Was it really the best kissing she'd ever had? And when she chanced a look down toward their feet, she saw that Joey's cock was still hard as a rock and tenting up his briefs. She was dying to see it more than ever. And for that matter, she was dying to touch it and see if felt as hard as it looked.
The girl's pussy was aching and needing to be touched. And it sure looked like Joey's cock needed to be touched just as badly. Jenna wasn't thinking about how the next thing she did was about to change their lives forever. All she was thinking about was what she needed right now, and what her gorgeously erect little brother needed too. He just needed his big sister's love, just like she needed her brother's love. At the moment, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.
As if moving on its own, her hand reached over to Joey and came to rest right on top of his rock hard erection. To Jenna, it felt wondrous, even through the material of Joey's briefs. She ran her fingers lightly over the length of his swollen fuck pole, exploring the shape.
For the moment, the two didn't look at each other, except for the way Jenna was watching her hand move over Joey's cock. She was amazed, watching the motion of her hand as if it belonged to someone else. He let out a long, deep sigh and she knew he liked feeling his sister touch his cock.
"Oh Jen," he said, barely above a whisper. "That feels so good."
Jenna was relieved her little brother wasn't freaking out over having his chubby big sister feel up his man flesh. It felt so good to know he liked the way she was touching him. She started massaging his solid pole with more confidence, making him moan and sigh more deeply. She rolled to her side to face him and kept massaging his swollen meat. It made her happy to see the look of sheer pleasure on his face.
"I can't even tell you how many times I've thought about doing this," she admitted.
"Really?" Joey said in a strained voice his sister was pleased to hear.
"Is that weird?" Her fingers reached down to rub over his balls and then back over his shaft.
"I -- guess not," he croaked. "You're not the only one."
"You better not be joking about that."
"I wouldn't do that. Not ever," he vowed.
Jenna was pleased, and she wasn't going to wait any longer to get his briefs off. She pulled on the waistband and Joey lifted up so she could pull them down. His cock stood up thick and long against the bottom of his T shirt while his sister pulled his briefs all the way off.
"Oh god, Joey, it's so beautiful," she sighed as she started to explore the feel of her brother's swollen prick in the flesh. He felt red hot and rock hard. The solid pole of flesh throbbed in Jenna's hand as she wrapped her fingers around it. Joey's breath just kept getting deeper and louder as his sister let her hand go up and down his shaft, exploring and caressing every inch he had at the same time. She loved running her fingertips around the head and then feeling the ooze of precum that came out when she touched him that way.
Joey rolled to his side to face his beautiful sister and kissed her again while she fondled his cock. She started to feel breathless from the way he was kissing her. No one had ever kissed her the same way and she knew her brother's passion for her was a hundred per cent real. Precum was soon flowing from his rigid cock in a steady flow while she spread the fluid all over his hot flesh.
They paused in their intense kissing and groping while each of them sat up and pulled off their T shirt. Jenna felt nervous about letting her brother see her chubby body naked for the first time, but the wild look in his eyes as he gazed at her luscious curves quelled her fears. She then pulled off her panties, leaving brother and sister completely nude together.
"Fuck," Joey said in a husky whisper, his eyes glued to the sight of his sister's smooth sex mound. "Jen, I can't believe it. Your pussy is so perfect."
Jenna blushed happily and leaned back on her elbows while spreading her beautifully thick thighs for her little brother. "Do you really like it, Joey? 'Cuz you can have it if you want it. Like I mean all yours. Nobody else. You could have exclusive rights to your big sister's pussy."
Joey probably didn't even realize he was stroking his cock as he stared at Jenna's perfectly bald, wet pussy. Her hole was a luscious, coral pink and the folds of her lips were glittering with fuck honey. She reached between her plump thighs and spread her pussy even wider with her fingers, completely exposing the hole she was yearning for her beautiful brother to fill.
"Fuck," he whispered again. "Seriously? What happens when you meet your next boyfriend?"
Jenna giggled briefly. "You'd be my boyfriend, silly. I wouldn't need anyone else if I have you."
"But, Jen ... I'm your brother." His hand was still moving up and down his fleshy cock shaft.
"That only matters to some people, and what they don't know is none of their fuckin' business."
Joey grinned. He seemed to like his sister's reply almost as much as he liked seeing her naked, wide-open pussy. His cock looked harder than ever and Jenna couldn't have been more pleased by its impressive size.
"Sis, I can't believe you really want that."
"I do, but you have to want the same thing or it doesn't work."
"Yeah, well of course. Who wouldn't want a girl as amazing as you?"
Jenna smiled and blushed again. Her brother always knew how to make her feel good.
"I love you so much," the hefty beauty sighed.
"I love you too, Jen."
"You know what it means, though, right?"
Joey gave her a curious look. She took her hand away from her pussy and rolled to her side. Then she reached for his hand and pulled it away from his cock, replacing it with her own as she took over stroking his long, thick sex muscle. She could hardly believe how hot and hard her brother's meat felt in her hand. It felt like pure love to her.
"It means, my beautiful baby bro, that I, as your loving sister and girlfriend, would have exclusive rights to this gorgeous cock. Just like you'd have to my pussy."
Joey snickered and nodded his head. "Oh right, of course," he instantly agreed. "That goes without saying."
"I love you, Joey, but you're still a guy, and right now you're a guy with a really hard dick, so we have to be extra clear about things."
"In that case," he stretched his arm and felt the dripping hot slit between his sister's legs, stroking his fingers along her dewy sex lips, "I'm gonna have the best and hottest girlfriend of any guy in the world."
Jenna started to giggle playfully but the laugh was cut off by her moans as her younger brother massaged her slippery snatch. She opened her legs as wide as she could, giving him all the room he could want to rub and stroke her leaking love nest. Giving in to the pleasure of Joey's fingers, Jenna lay back all the way and indulged herself in the mesmerizing feeling. Most guys barely ever touched her pussy except when they were trying to jam their dicks into it. But Joey was taking his time to massage his sister's aching snatch to bring her as much hot pleasure as she'd ever felt before.
She knew he was in love with her pussy when he leaned over and started licking her clit while he slid a pair of fingers into her sheath. Alternately lapping and sucking her swollen pearl, Joey massaged the inner walls of his sister's cunt. He kept rubbing over her G spot and driving her closer and closer to an orgasm she already knew was going to leave her breathless. She could barely draw breath while she rocked her hefty hips into her brother's handsome face.
Joey looked so happy and so intent on pleasing his sister's pussy. Jenna had no idea where or when he'd gotten so good at eating and fingering a girl, but at the moment she didn't care. He was soon expertly massaging her G spot and suckling her clit like a milk squirting nipple at the same time. Jenna's whole body was twisting and writhing with pleasure she'd never felt before.
"Ohhh Joey, baby, fuck! You're gonna make your big sister cum!" she crooned.
Jenna tried to warn Joey about what was coming but she couldn't get the words out. With an orgasm as big as the one that was now making her shudder, her full, weighty tits heaving all over, Jenna's pussy exploded with sprays of her orgasmic juice. She'd known it would happen but she was afraid of giving her brother the wrong kind of surprise. But Joey was ecstatic. He rubbed and pumped his sister's snatch harder and faster, sucking and lapping at her like a thirsty mongrel. The way he was lapping and sucking up his sister's spray it might as well have been fine wine.
Jenna's orgasm took her up to the stratosphere and back, leaving her breathless just as she'd known it would.
"Oh, Joey," she uttered, huffing for breath. "That was amazing."
"God, sis, I can't believe you even squirted for me," he said, now moving in between her open legs.
"Oh, umm, sorry," she giggled, not feeling at all sorry.
"Mmmmmm, that was delicious. But we gotta make it official."
His sister smiled at him. She knew exactly what he meant and she'd never felt happier in her life.
"Do it, Joey," she whispered huskily. "Give your big sister that gorgeous cock. Fuck me, baby."
He held his cock up to Jenna's slit and pushed the big dome into her opening. Neither one of them could take their eyes off Joey's shaft as he gradually sank his throbbing prick into his sister's hot cunt for the first time. He finally sank in completely, his balls coming up against her ass.
The brother and sister looked each other in the eye, sharing their tacit amazement that little brother's big cock was finally deep in big sister's tight pussy. Jenna couldn't believe how wrong and right anything could feel at the same time. But there wasn't a shred of guilt on her mind as Joey reared back, drawing his fat cock shaft most of the way free of her hot snatch and then thrust back inside her. The siblings both gasped with pleasure at the same time.
Joey began pumping his pink piston into his succulent sister's fuck hole at a steady pace. "Jen, oh, ohhhh Jen, I can't believe how good you feel," he groaned, thrusting steadily.
Jenna just kept whimpering and moaning with pleasure. Her brother's cock felt better than all the times she'd only imagined him fucking her. She never thought it was possible to love him more than she had before feeling his rock hard cock in her pussy, but she knew she loved him more than anything else in the world. She loved the way he buried his face in her tits, moving back and forth to suck her swollen nipples while pumping his shaft deep inside her. Having nipples that were big and sensitive, Jenna felt the waves of pleasure from her tits straight to her core.
Joey's cock felt so good it was making his sister delirious. Then Joey started kissing her while they fucked. Jenna never felt so loved or wanted in all her life. She started to cum hard, needing to break off their kissing so she could breathe. Her pussy was rippling and clenching down on her brother's pumping pole, bringing him closer to his climax too. But Joey kept fucking his sister through her climax and right into another one. Her next orgasm hit her even harder and she started to squirt again. That's when Joey grunted and pounded into Jenna's squelching twat with all his might, filling her creamy channel with a mind numbing burst of steaming cum.



Jenna was so happy she actually started to cry. Joey kissed her and held her tight, crushing her lush tits against his sweaty chest. They kept kissing until they were both too sleepy to keep their eyes open. Naked and sticky with each other's juices, the loving brother and sister slept in each other's arms until morning.
It was no surprise the pair of well-fucked siblings overslept in the morning. They were rudely awakened by the voice of their mother calling up to them from the foot of the attic stairs. Jenna and Joey both looked momentarily panicked, but then relieved when they realized their mother wasn't going to come up.
"You're late," Marilyn, their mother yelled. "You both still need to take showers and get dressed before we can go!"
"Okay, okay, Mom," Jenna called back as she hurriedly yanked on her big T shirt. Joey pulled on his briefs and T shirt and figured it was good enough for breakfast. But he playfully squeezed his sister's ass when he realized she wasn't bothering with panties.
"That's mine now, remember?" he whispered.
Jenna giggled, trying to keep it low, and she happily kissed him, excited to think she really belonged to him now.
Marilyn was waiting none too patiently for her son and daughter when they got to the bottom of the stairs. She looked at them curiously for a moment, then her face went pale and her jaw dropped open. Jenna and Joey both knew their mother could tell what they'd done. It was like the woman had always had a sixth sense when it came to her kids, but this was the last thing the siblings would've expected their mother to figure out.
Meanwhile, the kids' grandparents were calling up from the ground floor. Then Marilyn looked panicked herself. The last thing she wanted was her parents coming upstairs to find their grandchildren looking like they'd each been fucked by a rock star. Marilyn looked completely freaked when her mother started coming upstairs. She looked like she didn't know what to do next, but then suddenly blurted out the first thing that came to mind.
"You two are just going to have to share the bathroom and shower to save time. You did it a million times when you were younger," she said loudly enough for her mother to hear.
"No problem, Mom," Joey said, earning a caustic look from Marilyn.
Jenna and Joey hurried into the bathroom before their grandmother got to the top of the stairs. They started the water running and stripped naked. They were both so amazed their mother actually helped them protect their secret despite looking shell shocked they didn't know what to say.
The pair got in the shower and started soaping each other's body. It wasn't long before they started kissing and Joey's very hard cock was trapped against his sister's wet body. This was exactly the moment their mother opened the door and called in.
"Don't take forever in there. Remember we have a wedding to get through today," she said, not daring to set foot inside the room.
Jenna smiled wickedly, knowing the best way to get rid of her horny little brother's hard on. She dropped to her knees in the tub and looked up at him while she took his cock in her hand. After a moment of stroking him, Jenna opened her mouth and took a few inches of his shaft inside. Looking up at him like he was the only guy in the world, she began sucking and stroking his shaft.
Joey's deep breath turned into gasps. "Jen, oh Jen, ohhhh Jen, fuck," he moaned. "Fuck, that feels so good."
Cupping his smooth, heavy balls in her free hand, Jenna worked the length of her brother's cock with her lips and hand. Joey's moans grew louder and suddenly the door opened up again.
"I told you two to hurry up!" their mother sputtered in a hissy tone.
Jenna realized their mother was actually guarding the door against any chance one of their grandparents might walk in. Figuring Marilyn already knew, Jenna felt a rare surge of defiance. For the first time in her life she had the cock of a boy she truly loved in her mouth and she wasn't about to leave him high and dry. Besides, even Marilyn wouldn't want her son rushing around to get dressed with a big, obvious hard on. So Jenna started sucking Joey's cock deeper and faster, caressing his balls and giving the tender head of his rod the most attention.
Joey finally groaned loud enough for their mother to hear if she was still standing by the door. With a series of desperate grunts and groans, his cock jettisoned burst after burst of spunk into his sister's mouth. Jenna took her brother's load with excited pleasure, eagerly swallowing up his precious man juice. She stood back up and kissed him while the last few bits of his cum were still in her mouth.
Neither of the siblings wanted to rush what they were doing, but they knew they had to. Just as Jenna expected, Marilyn was still by the bathroom door when they went out with only towels wrapped around their nakedness. Their mother stared at them as if she were still in shock. She looked upset, but both of her children would say they'd seen worse.
By the time Jenna and Joey were dressed and ready to go, their grandparents had already left. They'd been planning to all go together, but the older couple didn't want to wait any longer. Now it was brother and sister alone in the car with their mother.
Marilyn was uncomfortably silent on the ride to the church. Jenna rode in front and Joey in back with their mother driving. When they got to the church, Marilyn paused a moment before getting out of the car. It was clear she wanted to say something but then decided not to. This came as a temporary relief to her kids. They finally went into the church, greeting relatives and family friends with normal smiles.
It was more of the same at the reception, with Marilyn and her kids smiling and acting like everything was normal. But Jenna couldn't stop thinking about having her brother's cum in her pussy and the musky, creamy feel of him spurting into her mouth. She couldn't wait to get his amazing cock back inside her and she knew he wanted her just as much. She also knew she couldn't help looking at him like he was the only boy alive, and their mother caught her doing it at least a dozen times. The first few times Marilyn just sighed, but then she seemed to get used to it.
The two siblings barely left each other's side through the whole reception. Jenna was wearing a low cut dress and showing off her lush, impressive cleavage. The hem went just above her knees, making it look fairly conservative except for the titty display, but when she sat down it revealed more of her plump, smooth legs. She could tell she had her brother's eyes on her all day. The only thing that would've felt better than that would've been to have his rock hard dick inside her.
Marilyn and her daughter had a pretty close facial resemblance, but they were physical opposites except for their equally impressive bust size. The single mother had a more athletic body which she'd always maintained with a good diet and exercise.
The reception stretched on into the evening hours and Marilyn started drinking more than usual. Jenna figured it was her way of coping with discovering the hot and dirty secret their family now had. She felt bad about giving their mother a shock, but not about the way she felt for her brother. She didn't care about social incest taboos. If anything, they only made her love for Joey that much more exciting. Those dumbass rules didn't even make sense. If any girl had the right to love on a boy it should be his older sister. To Jenna, this made perfect sense.
Their mother apparently had a different view on the subject if the looks she kept giving her kids were any indication. Also, Marilyn hardly spoke to them all day, not knowing what to say. Jenna knew her mother, though, and it wouldn't be long before Marilyn got her thoughts together and gave her kids her unvarnished opinion.
On the other hand, as often as she looked mystified, Marilyn had also looked at her kids wistfully. Jenna even chanced smiling at her mom a few of those times, hoping the older woman might understand their love. Then again, the fact that Marilyn hadn't had an all-out meltdown was a good sign. And after what happened that morning, their mother was obviously keeping their wicked secret to herself. At least so far.
To the rest of the guests, Jenna and Joey were nothing more than they'd always been: a very close brother and sister.
As the lights dimmed and the remaining guests had more and more to drink, including Marilyn, Joey and Jenna chanced a trip to the dance floor when the band started playing some slow songs. They barely had a chance to be alone all day and they didn't care who saw the way they instantly fell into each other's arms and started swaying to the music.
"I've been thinking about feeling your body all day," Joey instantly told his sister as soon as they had some privacy. "You look so beautiful. I just wish I could kiss you right now."
Jenna giggled happily. "That would make quite an impression."
"Looks like we made an impression on Mom."
"Yeah, so we should be careful around other people."
"Sure. At least nobody else has radar like Mom, though."
"True," Jenna agreed. "And she's not freaking out, so that's good."
"Not yet anyway."
"At least we won't have to hide it from her." Then Jenna paused a moment as their bodies kept swaying together. "Joey? If she did freak out, or like if something happened, you'd stick by me, right?"
"Always, sis. I promise."
Jenna smiled and hugged her brother closer. Her full tits and curves squished against his slimmer, harder body and she could soon feel his cock getting big and hard against her.
"Joey," she giggled. "How in the world are we ever gonna hide that huge thing?"
He just grinned and ground his boner against her curvy body. "I can't wait to be inside you again," he told her softly. Disregarding the other people, Joey chanced running his hands over his sister's huge, rounded ass. Jenna giggled and called him naughty, but she didn't try to push his hands aways. When the song ended a minute later, her brother had conspicuous bulge in the front of his pants. She stayed close in front of him for cover as they went back to their table, but their ever vigilant mother spotted her son's erection as soon as he and Jenna separated to sit down.
Jenna and Joey both noticed the surprised look on their mother's face when she spotted the bulge in her son's pants. She blushed and seemed more lightheaded than the wine was already making her. In her tipsy state, Marilyn couldn't hide how impressed she was by the size of her son's erection. Jenna's girlfriend radar kicked in and she gave her mother a possessive glare, as if to remind her the boy was already spoken for. Marilyn raised her brow in surprise and then started laughing.
It wasn't much later they decided to leave and go back to Marilyn's parents' house. The older couple were having a good time and said they wanted to stay a little longer. So Jenna drove while Marilyn sat in front and Joey was in the back, but the ride wasn't silent and awkward like the one they made that morning. Marilyn had had all day to get used to the idea her son and daughter were fucking, and the drinks she'd had made it easier to talk about.
It was only about two minutes into the ride when the mother just came right to the point.
"So how long has this been going on?" she asked directly.
"Which part?" was Jenna's response. "The in love part or the sex part?" She was relieved to hear her mother's tone of voice was mainly curious, not upset or accusatory.
"Both," Marilyn wanted to know.
"The love part I guess forever. Last night was the first time for the sex part," Jenna admitted.
Marilyn nodded thoughtfully. She looked back at Joey questioningly. He instantly nodded in agreement. "So you thought you'd have your first sex together in your grandparents' house on the night before a family wedding?"
Everyone in the car chuckled.
"That part wasn't exactly planned," Jenna said.
"Hmm, I'm sure. But you're planning to do it again tonight, aren't you?"
Jenna blushed. She looked in the rearview mirror and caught her brother smiling. "Well..." she started.
"Hey, after that display on the dance floor, not to mention the, umm, condition Joey was in when you came back to the table, it's not exactly like you left me guessing."
Joey groaned in embarrassment, making his mother and sister both snicker deviously.
"Don't be embarrassed, Honey," Marilyn said, turning back to her son. "It looked to me like you've got something to be really proud of there. Your sister's a lucky girl."
"Oh god," Joey groaned.
"So Mom," Jenna said, changing the subject, "how did you know?"
"Oh please. It was all over your faces, both of you. That, and the fact that two of you smelled like a whorehouse."
"Oh," Jenna said sheepishly.
"Yeah. You need to be more careful if you're going to keep this up," Marilyn told them.
"Does that mean you don't mind us being a couple now?" Jenna asked.
"A couple?" their mother raised a curious brow.
Joey and Jenna both said yes at the same time.
Marilyn's tone grew more serious. "The last thing I should tell you is it's okay to have sex with your brother, but I don't want to drive either of you away. I'll admit I wasn't sure what to think this morning, but the best thing seems to be to just go with the flow. At least you're both have someone who loves you, and that I can trust."
Jenna and Joey couldn't have been happier with their mother's response, and when they got back to their grandparents' house they didn't waste a moment getting upstairs to bed. It wasn't until they got back to their own house the next day that the awkward part reared its head.
At their own house, Jenna and Joey each went to their separate rooms to unpack. Jenna was aware of their mother's watchful gaze, just waiting to see what was going to change now. Everything went in a pretty normal way through the afternoon and evening, except that the brother and sister were much more openly affectionate with each other. In the evening, as they all sat watching TV together, the siblings would turn to each and kiss romantically. There was no question these were deep lovers' kisses that went on for a long time. And they were aware their mother stopped to watch them every time, able to see the eager play of her kids' tongues as they expressed their love.
Jenna and Joey were equally aware of their mother watching them kiss. They seemed to acknowledge it when they looked at each other but neither said anything about it and neither did their mother. It was like they were testing her claim to "go with the flow" and so far she was doing what she said she would, though they didn't expect her to watch them with so much interest. But neither brother nor sister seemed to mind.
If anything, they liked being able to express themselves in front of someone else and that someone being their mother made it feel more intense. Jenna and Joey's secret was now a family secret.
But since everyone was in and relaxing for the night, they were all wearing T shirts and underwear as they usually would when they were catching some TV before bed. And with Jenna and Joey feeling a brand new sense of freedom to kiss and caress each other right in front of Marilyn, it wasn't long before nipple erections in Jenna's shirt and the bulge of a growing cock in Joey's briefs caught their mother's attention.
Jenna and Joey started kissing again and they were both well aware of their mother looking at the rigid tent in her son's briefs. Jenna was dying to touch it. Part of her wanted her mother to see just how far she was willing to go to make her brother feel good, and part of her was just excited at the idea of being that bold. But she found it hard to think with Joey's tongue sweeping into her mouth. Finally, it was her mother who solved the problem.
"Go ahead and touch your brother's cock, Jenna. I know you want to," Marilyn said from the chair she was in a few feet away from the couch where her son and daughter were making out.
Her mother was absolutely right, of course. Jenna was dying to feel that solid bulge in her brother's briefs. It was one thing to know Marilyn was aware of her forbidden love, but something else completely to see that intense look on her own mother's face as she invited Jenna to feel her eighteen year old brother's cock right in front of her. It was easy to see how excited Joey was by the idea. A big, wet precum stain started soaking into his briefs and spreading in size.
"You're torturing the poor boy," Marilyn pointed out as she also noticed her son's growing wet spot. "He obviously needs his big sister touching that big cock so badly. And I want to see you both show me how much you love each other. You didn't mind making out in your underwear in front of me. And you're going to be having sex under my roof with my blessing ... soooooo ... I want to see just how much the two of you really love each other. I wanna know my kids have both found their soulmate."
Jenna smiled wryly at her mother's logic, but she could also see the way Marilyn was squirming in her chair. The woman was getting turned on by her own son and daughter. Jenna had to admit the idea of feeling her brother's cock in front of their mother was exciting, but it was Joey who surprised them both by suddenly pushing his briefs off and revealing his fully swollen cock in all its glory. His sister chuckled at how eager he was to reveal his excited cock in front of their mom.
"Oh. My. God," Marilyn sputtered as she finally saw her son's impressive organ.
"You just want Mom to see how big your cock is, brat," Jenna teased her brother as she wrapped her hand around his pole and slowly started stroking it.
"You have to admit it's something to be proud of," Marilyn said as she lifted her sleep shirt up and slid her hand into her panties.
Joey moaned with pleasure as his sister stroked his cock in front of their mother. It surprised the brother and sister both to see Marilyn getting just as aroused as they were. The family matriarch's hand was moving vigorously inside her panties, obviously giving her excited pussy a hard rubbing as she stared at her son's cock and daughter's hand.
"He's mine, Mom. And this cock is mine. He promised me, so don't go getting any ideas," Jenna said possessively.
Marilyn snickered deviously. "Don't worry, sweetheart, I'd feel the same way if I had a man like that all for myself. I'd act like a possessive slut, too."
Jenna and her mother both laughed, and then Jenna looked back at her brother. "I love you, baby. So much."
"I love you too, Jen. Always."
Then the two siblings started kissing again, but now Joey's briefs were on the floor and she was caressing his naked cock and balls with her hand. At the same time, Joey was also feeling bold enough to reach under his sister's sleep shirt and fondle her hefty tits.
"Oh, ohhh god, that's so beautiful," their mother moaned as she sat aside watching, her hand steadily working over her pussy from inside her panties.
After a while, Jenna and Joey helped each other take their shirts off and Jenna slid her panties all the way off. She felt her heart race to be naked with Joey in front of their mom. When Joey started kissing her again and feeling her fully exposed tits she thought she'd explode with excitement. Eventually his kisses moved down her throat to her melons. He kissed the heavy flesh and noisily suckled each of her swollen nipples into his mouth, each in turn. Jenna moaned loudly as her little brother nursed on her prominent mounds while slipping a pair of fingers into her snug snatch.
By now, Jenna would've completely forgotten their mother was even in the room with them except for the growing sighs and moans she made as she steadily fingered herself to the sight of her naked son and daughter. Marilyn was obviously highly aroused by her kids' horny passion. Her mother's arousal sent Jenna's even higher. It wasn't the first time she'd played around sexually in front of other people. Having an audience turned Jenna on from the first time, and the audience being her own mother while her partner was her own brother was sending the girl to the highest peaks of her own pleasure.



And then there was the way Joey sucked her tits like they were pure candy. Jenna loved his hunger for her busty flesh and fed off his desire even more than their mother's. The sluicing squelch of his fingers going in and out of her pussy was bringing her so close to her peak. She suddenly realized if her brother made her climax then her mother would see her cum. The thought nearly made her giggle out loud.
The next thing Jenna knew, Joey was moving off the couch and getting into position between her plump thighs. She readily spread her legs wide open and moaned out louder than she expected when her brother started kissing her pussy slit while he pushed his fingers back inside her slick, wet hole. Joey might've been the younger sibling and supposedly less experienced, but he sure knew how to make his sister's pussy feel good. His tongue and fingers never let up, slurping and pumping to take her right to the edge.
"Fuck," their mother muttered from her chair. But then Marilyn got up and moved to the couch where she could watch her son make love to her daughter's hot pussy from a closer angle. No sooner was she seated again than her hand was back in her sodden panties to massage her slit. Her moans and grunts were louder than ever while Joey eagerly devoured his big sister's syrup-oozing love hole.
Jenna was well aware of her mother sitting close, watching everything, as she suddenly felt herself soaring over her peak into a climax that made her wail and soak her brother's face as she squirted.
The voluptuous sister barely had a chance to catch her breath when her brother rose up higher to rub his cock head up and down her tender pussy slit.
"Fuck," they could hear their mother whisper hoarsely. "Are you really gonna fuck your sister now?"
"Yes, Mom," Joey replied proudly, pushing the tip of his cock deeper into Jenna's slit. "I love her and we're never gonna stop fucking."
Jenna was stunned by her brother's statement. So was their mother, for that matter. Marilyn's hand was still covered by her panties but it was easy to tell she was now shoving at least one finger in and out of her highly aroused fuck hole.
"Oh god, oh fuck," the mother moaned hoarsely. "You really love your sister so much, don't you, baby?"
"I love her more than anything," he vowed.
"And you love that pussy, too, don't you?"
"Arggghhh, fuck, yes," Joey groaned as he slid his long prick swiftly into his sister's churning snatch. "I love it, I love it, I love my sister's tight, wet pussy," he growled.
Jenna was struck speechless by the exchange between her mother and brother. Joey was pumping his thick rod in and out of her hole with steady strokes now and Marilyn was staring at his glistening, wet piston like she was in a trance.
"If you love your sister then tell her," Marilyn said breathlessly. "You should tell her that every day."
"I love you, Jen," Joey said dutifully, never pausing in his thrusts into her pussy. "I love you so much. I love you forever."
"And you love your brother, too, right Jen? Tell him how much you love him and the way you love his cock inside you," Marilyn goaded her daughter.
It took Jenna a few seconds to get her voice, but then she proudly professed her feelings for Joey so their mother would know just how deep her love went. "Ohhhh, Joey, I love you so much!" she cried. "I need you and I need your big, beautiful cock fucking me every day forever! I love you forever!"
Marilyn whimpered and gasped with excitement as she finger pumped her pussy and gazed in awe at her desperately fucking daughter and son. The young couple almost forgot she was there as Joey leaned to his sister and started kissing her hungrily while his cock pumped and slipped and stroked hard and fast into her loving snatch. Joey was pumping her hard enough to make her whole, chubby body jiggle, especially her big, heaving tits.
For the next few minutes, there was nothing but the squelching sound of Joey's thick cock squishing forcefully into his beautifully plump sister's soaking twat. That, and the sound of flesh slapping flesh, the sound of all three of them gasping and moaning and the squish of their mother's fingers into her own excited pussy. The intense pleasure Jenna was feeling was infinitely heightened by the way her brother had sworn his love to her without a second's hesitation. She felt hot and beautiful and deeply loved and she was glad her mother knew. Not only that, she was glad her mother was there to see their passionate union. It kind of made her relationship with Joey that much more "official".
Joey broke off their hot kiss because he needed to breathe. He was vigorously slamming his throbbing pole into Jenna's cunt, and the intense grimace on his face revealed how close he was getting to pumping out a hot load of spunk. But Jenna was a step ahead and when their mother started telling Joey to cum inside his sister's pussy, she lost whatever shred of control she had left.
"Oh god, FUCK, I'm gonna cum!" she wailed as her body started to shake with overwhelming pleasure. Her squirting snatch sprayed a mist of juice all over her brother's body.
"Cum in your sister, Joey," Marilyn growled huskily. "Give her all that cum! She's not just your sister anymore. She's your girl, your woman, your wife! Let her feel that cum deep inside!"
"FUCK, YES!" Joey shouted, but then he couldn't speak while his naked body was rocking into his sister. His raspy groans and gasps were proof enough that his cock was spurting hard and deep into his big sister's fertile womb. This sent their mother over the edge too, and although she was just a close observer to her children's torrid love, she joined in the pleasure of a mutual, family orgasm that left all of them dazed and breathless.
Joey and Jenna spent a long time kissing and fondling each other while their mother sat barely two feet to the side. Marilyn finally leaned against the end of the couch and watched them. Brother and sister finally broke their kiss and snuggled together.
"I know this is so wrong," Marilyn said, "but I can't help feeling happy that each of you found someone to love as much as you obviously love each other. You'll never have to worry about me keeping your secret. I promise I always will. And, umm, I hope you don't mind having Mommy watch you fuck sometimes, but after the show you two just put on I don't think that's gonna be a problem."
They all laughed and then talked a while longer about the things that would certainly be changing around the house from then on. Neither Jenna nor Joey bothered to cover their nakedness as they talked. Jenna felt so free and happy to be naked in front of her brother and mother. She'd been embarrassed by her body for so long it was good to show herself completely and feel beautiful and desired. She knew her mother greatly admired Joey's incredible cock, but she also realized she'd never have to worry about Marilyn trying to do anything more than just watch. The woman had seen the depth of her kids' love and commitment to each other. Both women knew Joey would be loyal to his woman. He would be a great brother and husband all in one.
With a contented smile, Jenna stood up and reached for her brother's hand. They went upstairs together and straight to her bedroom where they got into bed together. Jenna knew in heart that she and Joey would never sleep apart again.
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It was late morning on New Year's Day and Mike decided to start the year off by making an extra strong cup of coffee and taking it to enjoy over a long soak in the hot tub. There was still some cleaning up to be done after the party they had last night, but that could wait. Mike had a lot to think about in regard to the challenges and changes of the coming year.
The forty-four year old wore a speedo to walk through the house and get the coffee started. Then, once he filled a steaming mug, he went out to the rear patio where the tub was, close to the back entrance. It was closed in on two sides but still had a view on the backyard and a row of trees and the neighbors' houses on the other side of the block. Living in a warm climate made it easy to use the tub just about any day of the year.
With the shape he kept himself in Mike could easily get away with a speedo, but once he sank down in the warm, churning water he slipped it off and set it on the bench he was sitting on. This way he could quickly grab it and slip it back on if his daughter, Liv, happened to come out. There was a slim chance she would since she wasn't awake yet, so Mike figured he had about an hour of private time to soak naked and think about making plans. And if things went well, he might even have a chance to jerk off before getting dressed and finishing up with the cleaning chores.
Michelle, Mike's wife, would probably be sleeping it off for a few more hours. It was close to sunrise by the time she got into bed. The night before, as the party was winding down, she offered to give a ride home to Mike's friend, David. David claimed he'd had too much to drink to drive himself and Michelle quickly volunteered. She was out for two and a half hours for what should've been a half hour round trip. Mike knew his wife had been fucking other men for a long time, but this was the first time it looked like she was fucking a friend of his. Make that a former friend.
He'd woken up when Michelle got back and tried to slip into bed without being noticed, but he pretended to keep sleeping and let her think she got away with another careless indiscretion.
Their relationship went cold as ice years ago, the only reason he let her keep getting away with her chronic cheating was for the sake of their daughter. Liv mattered more to Mike than anything in the world, and putting up with Michelle's extra-marital activities was a small price to pay to give his baby girl a stable home to grow up in. It probably would've been painful if he'd still loved Michelle, but that ship had sailed long ago. He no longer cared what she did.
Mostly, he just found her behavior aggravating. She was growing increasingly obvious about what she was doing and Mike didn't want Liv to figure it out. She wasn't close to her mother, being much more of a daddy's girl, but it was hardly the kind of example a mother should set for her daughter.
But Liv was nineteen and in her second year of college. Her father rationalized a divorce wouldn't upset her life so much now. She was an incredible girl, a gorgeous young woman and it was time to make some overdue changes. Liv would see through her mother's careless behavior sooner or later, if she hadn't figured it out already. Either way, she was already aware of the distance between her mother and father. Mike was sure she'd see the logic behind his divorcing Michelle.
Now, as Mike savored the feeling of the warm water swirling around his naked body, he sipped at his coffee and relaxed, actually feeling optimistic about the coming year. He could finally break free of his empty marriage and feel good about giving his daughter a good head start on her life. He even started thinking ahead about possible women he planned to ask out on dates. This even included a couple of Liv's friends who were almost as good looking as she was and had been flirting with him for the past few months. The thought of going out with one of his daughter's friends brought a coy smile to his face. His only hesitation was how Liv would feel about her father dating one of her friends.
Mike's mind started wandering and before he knew it he realized Liv was there getting into the tub with him. She was wearing a skimpy, white string bikini that took him by surprise as she startled him out of his daydream. Just on the heels of daydreaming about her friends, he never expected to be greeted by a girl the same age in a bikini as small as the one she was wearing. Maybe he was biased being her father, but he thought Liv was more beautiful with an even better body than any of her friends. With her long, sandy brown hair, Liv had a slender, almost dancer's body with a very conspicuous pair of round, wobbling, D cup tits.
In her tiny bikini top, those tits were more prominent than ever. Mike knew he shouldn't be paying attention to his own daughter's tits, but they were big and gorgeous by any standard. Also being proud of how sweet and smart she turned out to be, he realized how lucky he'd be to find a girl just like her. One of her friends would be the closest he'd probably get. Her friend, Chloe, was the one who always flirted with him the most. She was blonde and almost as busty as Liv. Mike was already thinking he should even text her later that day, but he quickly noticed the very unhappy look on his daughter's face.
"Hey, sweetheart, is everything okay?" he asked. He suddenly remembered he was naked and reached for his speedo. But it wasn't there. Even though he had the jets set low, the churning motion of the water had pushed his suit off the bench and it was now down by his foot. But at the moment, Liv seemed too preoccupied to notice his exposed cock.
"No, Dad. Everything is not okay," the frowning beauty replied.
"I'm sorry, Liv. Do you wanna talk about it?"
"I don't know if I can. I don't even know if I should," she said in frustration.
"Aww, sweetie, you know you can talk to the old man about anything, right?"
Now that her white bikini was wet, the shady circles of her areolas were showing through the fabric. Mike did his best to ignore them, which wasn't easy, and pay attention to her problems.
"Maybe not this time, Dad. I dunno. Argh! I'm just so ... mad!"
"I'm always here for you if wanna talk, baby girl. Problem with a boyfriend?"
"Ugh! Yeah, something like that. But not my boyfriend. Not that I have one."
Mike was surprised to hear she didn't have a boyfriend, but he was still concerned about whatever was upsetting her so he decided he wouldn't ask about that until later.
"Then what's the problem, honey? I don't know when I've seen you looking this upset."
Liv made an exaggerated frown as she stalled for time answering the question. Her father couldn't help sneaking another look at her tits. Her mouthwatering globes were half in and half out of the water. He realized his ideas about dating her friends were probably a reaction to the fact that he couldn't have her. This revelation took him by surprise, but he knew it was true. He had a deeper affection for his daughter than he ever allowed himself to admit. Until now. But it was the unholy sort of affection a man could never speak of.
Mike brought his eyes back to his daughter's face and instantly realized he'd been caught gazing at her tits. But Liv was suddenly smiling coyly. She was clearly proud of what she had and took satisfaction seeing her father indulge an appreciative look. Mike quickly turned back to his serious expression of concern while his daughter's smile didn't change. He was profoundly embarrassed, but at least Liv looked more relaxed.
"I really don't like seeing you so upset," Mike said, eager to deflect her attention away from his moment of bad judgement.
Liv lost her smile and took a deep breath. "I guess there's no good way to say it, Dad. But I can't stand it. You need to know."
"Know what?" he asked.
"It's about Mom," she said in a steely tone.
Here it comes, he thought. She knows about her mother's cheating. At the same time, he was hoping he was wrong. While there was no love lost between Mike and Michelle, he didn't want their daughter to have to go through the disappointment of finding out her mother wasn't who she thought.
"Okay. What about her?" Mike prodded cautiously.
Liv paused for a long moment. "She's cheating on you. I wouldn't believe it except I saw it with my own eyes."
The girl looked like she was going to cry. Mike just felt pissed off at his cheating wife. It sounded like she'd done something more careless than usual.
"Are you sure, sweetie? What do you mean you saw something?"
"Ugh. It was disgusting, Dad. I went into the kitchen and caught her with her hand in David's pants, and she was ... well, it was obvious what she was doing. What the fuck! He's supposed to be your friend! They didn't even stop. They just laughed and Mom asked him if he was ready for his ride home. They knew I saw them and they didn't even care!"
Mike felt his anger rise. He was past caring what his wife did anymore, but he was disgusted that she'd be careless enough to get caught by their daughter. He uttered an angry grunt but held himself back from reacting any worse.
"I'm sorry you had to see that, sweetheart," he told her with a concerned frown. "Your mother should've been more careful."
Then Liv's jaw dropped and she looked at her father in surprise. "You know?"
Taking a deep breath, Mike explained the whole situation. Liv listened attentively. She raised her brow in surprise a couple of times, but mostly she nodded as if everything she was hearing made sense. During their talk, Mike noticed his daughter's eyes drifting downward to where his exposed cock was visible even under the churning water. She went silent a few seconds the first time she noticed, but she did a reasonable job of taking it casually that her father was naked. But Mike could see she kept taking quick looks, trying not to be obvious. It was the same way he kept looking at her thinly covered tits in her wet, white bikini.
"So, I guess I'm not surprised," Liv finally said after Mike finished explaining about Michelle and including his plans to leave her and start a new life. She grew thoughtful for a moment and Mike caught her looking back down at his cock. It was probably just an absent-minded gaze, but after finally unburdening himself after waiting so long, he felt relieved and optimistic, and he couldn't help feeling excited by having a girl as young, sexy and pretty as Liv staring at his cock.
As much as Mike loved having his daughter looking at the meaty tool that had sparked the seed of her life, he was in danger of getting hard. But then she seemed to realize what she was doing and suddenly looked up.
"Well, umm, so what'll you do? Where will you go? Will you move out or Mom?" she asked, coming out of the mini-trance she was in.
"That's still a work in progress. Still have a lot to discuss with your mom. But after last night, it's time. Not that she's gonna be surprised."
"If you keep the house does that mean I can keep living with you?"
"Of course, baby! Geeze. You can stay here no matter who keeps the house. It's your home, sweetie," he reminded her.
"Yeah, okay, but I don't wanna live with Mom if you're not in the house. Besides, something tells me you're gonna keep the house if you want."
Mike looked at her curiously and the most wicked smile he'd ever seen appeared on his daughter's girl-next-door kind of face.
"I got pictures on my phone," she told him in a low, conspiratorial voice. "Last night in the kitchen before they knew I was there. I got some of them snogging and a few with Mom's hand down David's pants."
Mike was initially stunned and didn't know what to say. Then he started laughing and Liv joined him.
"What goes around, comes around," Liv said.
Mike felt so good to have his daughter's support, which made the battle against his tingling cock even worse.
"I can't believe you're gonna be single," Liv pointed out. "You're gonna have girlfriends coming out of your ears."
She couldn't hide a downcast expression.
"Aww, sweetie, you'll always be the number one girl in Daddy's life. That's forever," he reassured her.
Liv took a deep breath that pushed her wet tits forward. Mike couldn't say when it happened, but he noticed her nipples were now hard. She rested her arms up on the back of the tub, extending them out on either side, almost as if she were purposely offering up a beautiful view of her tits in her now translucent bikini. Mike couldn't help it. His cock started to grow despite his best efforts to keep it from happening. He caught his daughter's wide-eyed look as she saw his cock gradually swelling to an impressive size. It made his meat throb when he saw the smile that crossed her lips. Then she just pushed her tits even further forward, clearly inviting her father's illicit gaze.
"Daddy? Am I really your number one girl?"
"Of course, baby. I'm surprised you'd ever doubt that. You'll always be my princess even now that you're a fully grown woman."
Liv blushed, but she took another glance at her father's cock which was now fully engorged and sticking up almost to the surface of the water.
"Um, Dad, I think maybe you like me being fully grown," she said with a coy smile and a casual arch of her back and shoulders. She even nodded toward his conspicuously swollen cock.
"I'm sorry about that, sweetheart. It's just a natural reaction, I guess."
"Well, since we're the only ones here I guess it's a reaction to me."
"You may be my daughter, but you're still a beautiful girl," Mike confessed.
Liv smiled with satisfaction and reached behind her neck to untie the top of her bikini. Mike sat there speechless as he watched his daughter strip off her top and fully expose the most beautiful pair of tits he'd ever seen in person. He couldn't imagine anything more perfect and his cock ached more than ever. When Liv started fondling her tits and tweezing her hardened nipples he could barely breathe. He barely realized his hand was moving toward his cock to wrap around his pole and begin stroking. His daughter bit her lower lip as she watched his hand sliding up and down his shaft.
"Dad," she said, her tone growing more serious, "you're not gonna need a girlfriend when you have me."
Mike couldn't believe his ears. It was hard enough to believe his eyes as he kept watching Liv squeeze and fondle her full tits while her voice dropped to a husky tone. His cock was throbbing so hard now he couldn't bring himself to stop stroking it, even though he knew it was the last thing he should be doing in front of his hot, young daughter. He knew the best thing to do right now was to stop this line of conversation, find his speedo and put it back on, then make his daughter put her top back on and cover those gorgeous tits.
But he didn't say anything and kept stroking his rigid prick. Liv stood up and stepped over to the side of tub her father was sitting on. She sat back down beside him and put her hand on top of his, the one that was going up and down his cock shaft.
"Let me be the one that takes care of you, Daddy. The one that takes care of ALL your needs," she said, barely above a whisper.
She leaned her tits against him from the side. When he looked at her face, he could see how serious she was. She wasn't suggesting some temporary fling like he might've had with her friend, Chloe. It was perfectly clear she wanted something much more total and serious. She wanted his cock, sure, but she wanted his love just as much. She wanted her father to love her as a man. It was written all over her pretty face. That's when Mike started moving by pure instinct and moved his hand out from under hers so she was now the one stroking his overheated flesh.
"Ohh, Dad, your cock feels so good. You're so hard," she cooed.
"Girls aren't supposed to do things like this with their dads," he said as he reached to feel her beautifully bared tits. He ran his hand over the pliant flesh of her full orbs, massaging them and rolling her hard nipples between his fingers.
"But you like it, I can tell, and that's all I ever hoped for. I wanna be yours for real. I'll be better to you than Mom ever was." She kept stroking his solid cock but taking short breaks to run her hand lower to caress his balls, but always moving her slender hand back to his shaft.
"What are you saying? You've thought about this before?" Mike asked in disbelief.
"Oh my god, Dad, yes. So many times. I know you probably think it sounds crazy, but I really believe there's no one better for you than me. I'm your daughter. It's like I was made for you," she said with total confidence.
Mike studied his daughter's face and knew she meant every word. It was either the best or worst thing that could ever happen to him. But the way she knew how to stroke his cock, along with her hefty tits in his hand, he realized it was the best. They wanted each other and that was all that mattered. Fuck the rest of the world.
Mike put one arm around Liv's shoulders and let the other drop from her tits down under the water where he felt her felt her pussy through her scant bikini at first. He soon pulled the fabric aside and stroked the lips of her smoothly waxed slit, bringing out a loud moan of approval. She kept moaning and sighing while he massaged her sensitive twat and held her, finally confessing how he'd thought of her this way at least as much as she'd been thinking of him.
"There's no one more beautiful to me than you, baby. No one as hot or sexy. No one I could ever want or love more than I love you," he admitted, slipping a finger into her hole.
"Ohh, Daddy, I need this," she whined. "I love you so much." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "And I love this big, rock hard cock."
Mike kissed his beautiful daughter's supple mouth. Her lips opened immediately for his tongue and they kissed hard and deep while he slid another finger into her pussy and started to slide them both in and out. The kiss lasted a long time, long enough for father and daughter to lose themselves in each other. Mike kept pumping his fingers into his baby girl's snatch while she did her best to keep stroking his cock, but her rising arousal made her hand unpredictable as she went back and forth from slow to fast.
Mike could hardly believe what was happening. The most perfect woman he could ever want had her tongue in his mouth and his cock in her hand. Not to mention his fingers steadily stroking in and out of her slick pussy. The idea of trying to date or fuck any of her friends now just seemed pointless.
It was Mike who finally broke off their kissing and pulled back a little. He pulled his fingers out of his daughter's pussy and started pulling on her bikini bottom, letting her know he wanted to take them off her. Liv stood up and let her father pull the tiny swimsuit down her legs, leaving it underwater somewhere near his speedo. Then Mike stood up and held her close, his cock and her tits firmly trapped between their wet, naked bodies. Again, they kissed for a long time while Mike fondled the girl's firm ass. She reached in between them to fondle his cock and balls some more. He moved back enough to give her space to jack her hand up and down his cock.
After this went on for a while, Mike finally guided Liv back and got her to sit up on the side of the tub, using the shelf as a seat with her feet planted wide apart on the seat below. He took a seat on the bench between his daughter's wide open legs. It was wildly intoxicating to have his face just inches in front of his daughter's beautifully spread pussy. She was smooth as a plum everywhere and her swollen sex lips were saturated with her girl honey. This close up, the scent of his daughter's hot arousal was pungent and spicy. No flower on Earth could ever offer a more enticing fragrance than his loving daughter's simmering snatch.



Mike leaned in and kissed the girl's pussy, kissing it like he was kissing her mouth and just giving her opening a brief tease with his eager tongue. Liv responded with a guttural moan of desire. He kept the kiss passionate yet brief as he pulled back and looked up at her face. Everyone thought Liv was a pretty girl, but her father felt like he was looking up at the most beautiful girl in the history of girls. The thought made him smile as he realized no one could love any girl the way her own father could. Nor could he imagine any other man's cock throbbing with so much need for her as his was.
"Are you really sure about this, sweetie?" he asked, stroking her slit with his fingers as he saw the wicked smile come to her supple lips. "Because if we really do this, I don't see how there's any way I could ever settle for anyone but you."
"I hope you mean that, Daddy. I know you can tell how wet my pussy is for you. I can be everything for you if you only let me."
Mike's fingers were now soaked with his daughter's flowing cunt honey. Her luscious tits were rising and falling with her heavy breath as she gazed down at him, waiting for his response.
"I love you more than anything, baby," he told her quietly, then leaned close and licked her slit, bring another, deeper moan. He lapped and kissed her pussy hungrily but with patient care, letting her feel his lips and tongue explore her slick folds and opening. He soon had a pair of fingers sliding back into her hole, stroking in and out while he alternated between licking and sucking her hot little clit.
"Fuck, oh fuck, Daddy, fuuuuuuuck!" she cried as her father's mouth and fingers drove her over the edge of a delicious climax. Her hips started to shudder against his mouth and fingers, but he kept going until she made it past her crest and settled back down.
Mike stood up and kissed his daughter deeper than ever. After making her cum, he had no barriers left over thinking of her as completely his. His lust for her now was complete and deeper than any he'd ever known. He needed to feel his cock deep inside her more than his next breath.
Mike sat down on the bench so his girl could straddle his lap. She was every bit as eager as he was as she planted her knees on either side of his hips and brought her delectable pussy into contact with his cock. At first, she just trapped his cock against his body and ran her slit up and down his shaft while he fondled her ass and suckled on each of her swollen nipples. He was pleased to see how sensitive her delicious nipples were, listening to her moans deepen every time he sucked them.
"I can't believe how hard that cock feels, Dad," she said in a hoarse whisper. "I love that you want me so much."
"I need you, baby angel," her father practically growled back at her. "Lift up and slide down Daddy's cock. I need you now."
Liv half moaned and half giggled with excitement as she rose up a few inches and reached down with one hand to hold her father's cock in place while got the tip into the opening of her hot, tight snatch. The pair stared at each other in awe as she slowly ground her velvety sheath onto Mike's rigid stalk. There was a look of joyful disbelief on both their faces. Mike's hands were all over his daughter's luscious body as her pussy fully enveloped his throbbing daddy flesh. It was instantly the greatest feeling of his entire life to have his cock completely embedded in his baby girl's gripping snatch.
"Daddy ... ohhhhhhhhhhhh, Daaaaaddyyyyyy," the girl cooed as she started to rise and fall on his cock, milking his rod greedily with her inner muscles. She wanted to make sure it felt as good for him as it did for her.
Liv's eyes hooded over as she rode her father's dick at a steady, even pace. He sucked at her bouncing nipples and roughly squeezed the globes of her taut ass and soon started thrust up off the bench to drive his cock in counterpoint to the rhythm of her hips. At the same time, he slipped the fingers of one hand between her ass cheeks and started massaging her puckered rimhole with the tip of one finger. She gasped at first but then looked down at her father with a wicked smile.
"Put it inside me, Daddy," she cooed. "My ass wants you just as much as my pussy."
"Good girl," Mike groaned as he slid his finger into the girl's snug asshole.
She stopped moving for a moment to let him get his finger adjusted, but he kept his cock going in a casual pumping motion in her pussy. Through the thin membrane between her ass and cunt, Mike could feel his cock with his finger as it moved in and out of his daughter. They looked at each other like there were no other people in existence but the two of them. Liv started rocking her hips again, grinding back on her father's thrusting cock and finger.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck, that's so good," she cried.
The incestuous couple got lost in their own world of mutual pleasure. Liv's eyes glazed over with pleasure while her father feasted his gaze on her heavily bouncing tits as she rode his cock. He began pumping his finger into her ass with short strokes while they fucked, making her moans grow deeper and huskier with every breath. They felt completely in synch with each other as they both rose higher and higher on a wave of ecstasy, racing toward an explosion of pleasure they would both remember forever.
This was when they noticed Liv's mother standing in the open space of the enclosure around the tub. Mike and Liv were angled so they could both see her, but neither of them was about to stop fucking. If anything, Liv started riding her father's cock even harder and faster, as if she were proclaiming her new place in her daddy's life and affections.
But Michelle looked so bleary eyed it seemed like she was probably still drunk from the night before. She just stood there watching her husband and daughter perform like a pair of sexual superstars, her jaw slack and her eyes not seeming to focus on anything in particular. She was in a state where nothing she was looking at seemed real.
"Oh, I didn't know anyone else was up yet," Michelle said with a scratchy sounding voice.
Mike and Liv both groaned hard and loud. Their mutual excitement only peaked with Michelle's sudden appearance and it was only another minute or two before the pair exploded together.
"Daddy, you're gonna make me cum!" the girl cried.
"Me too, baby. Daddy's gotta cum so bad," the man growled.
"Inside me, Daddy, do it inside me!" Liv screamed as much for her mother's benefit as her dad's.
Father and daughter shared a mutual, body-shaking orgasm that sent water splashing over the edge of the tub. The pleasure was explosive, to say the least. Their bodies kept moving together throughout their moans and groans until they spent themselves, ending with Liv's fertile, young pussy being filled to overflowing with her father's ripe cum.
Liv and her dad spent some time kissing each other, until his cock softened enough to slip out of her snatch. Michelle just stood there, still, looking at them as if she were trying bring them into focus.
"I gotta have coffee," Michelle announced as if the spectacle she'd just seen was the kind of thing anyone would see on a normal day. She then turned and walked away.
Mike and his daughter looked at each other and couldn't help laughing.
"I love you so much, Dad," Liv finally said.
"I love you just as much, baby angel," her father replied.
They spent another ten or fifteen minutes making out in the jacuzzi, vowing to each other how finally expressing their true love for each other had changed their lives.
They finally got out of the tub and hastily toweled themselves dry. They went back in the house, still naked, and found Michelle already asleep again on the living room couch. They stood in front of the older woman with their arms around each other's body.
Michelle was sprawled on an angle across the couch with one foot on the floor. She was only wearing a light robe. Being naked underneath, her tits and pussy were fully exposed. Her slit still looked reddish and raw from being fucked not too long ago.
"Looks like Mom had a good time driving David home," Liv giggled.
Mike chuckled. "I hope so. From now on she can fuck whoever, whenever, and she won't have to pretend she isn't."
"Think she'll remember seeing you cum in me when she wakes up?"
"Maybe, but I think she was still drunk enough to think she was dreaming it," Mike said. "And I won't be the one to say otherwise."
Liv giggled. "I don't care if she knows or not," she said, remembering the incriminating pictures of her mother on her phone.
Mike hugged his naked girl and kissed her. "How about we take a shower and then finish cleaning up the mess around here.
"Anything for you, Daddy," Liv said. "And I do mean anything."
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Sherry had the wind knocked out of her by her divorce when she reached the age of forty-four, but by the time she was approaching her forty-fifth birthday, things had turned around. At first, Sherry didn't know what to do with herself or even where to go. With her mind in a haze of confusion, she ended up moving in with her son, Joel, who had an apartment not far from the center of their city. The apartment was good sized, with two bedrooms, one of which Joel had been using as an office. When his mother moved in, he set up his work station in his bedroom and let her have the spare.
"Oh, darling, I hate to put you out," Sherry had told him with a resigned sigh.
"You're not, Mom, trust me," he'd replied. "I'd rather have you here where I can take care of you instead of out on your own, who knows where."
"But sweetie, it's not like I don't have enough money to be comfortable," she explained.
"I know, Mom, but I'd worry about you being on your own."
Sherry smiled warmly at his protective attitude, feeling more relieved than she cared to admit. She didn't really want to live on her own and her son was the best company she could ask for. If only her ex had been half that devoted.
Joel was twenty-four at that point and doing well in his career. His mother was due to get a hefty settlement in the divorce, but in the meantime, her son had all the resources he needed to support them both. Sherry didn't want to be alone after all the anguish she'd been through, and Joel was the only one she really felt at ease with. She had a couple of close friends who were also divorced and understood her situation and they'd both offered to let her move into their houses until she collected on her settlement, but the idea of being near Joel again made it an easy decision.
Even though Joel's apartment was roomy by most standards, it was a lot different from having a large house and yard to take care of. Sherry took a while to figure out what to do with herself in her new living situation. She tried to busy herself with the domestic chores she'd been used to doing for years, cooking, cleaning, taking care of laundry, but in a smaller place that didn't occupy her time the way she was used to. Joel kept telling her she wasn't supposed to be his maid. He was used to cooking for himself and just ordering takeout half the time. He also explained he usually just sent his laundry out.
"Those things cost too much money!" she admonished him. "And as long as I'm here, no son of mine will be sending his laundry out for some stranger to wash. You have Mommy to take care of you. You just concentrate on your computer thingies and making your boss happy and I'll take care of the rest."
Joel grinned widely at her. "Mom, you know you're hot when you get all motherly like that?"
Sherry sputtered and blushed in surprise. She was taken aback as much by Joel's remark as she was by how much she liked hearing it. "Since when do boys talk to their mothers that way?" she forced a disapproving frown that didn't seem to be convincing her son.
"Most of them don't," Joel replied. "But most sons don't have mothers as hot as you."
"Oh. My. God." Sherry kept trying to come off as disapproving, but they both ended up laughing and went on with their daily routine. She knew he could tell she was pleased, but she didn't mind in the least. If it made him happy to lavish his mother with compliments, who was she to discourage him?
In fact, Sherry was incredibly flattered by her son's off-color compliment. It was the first time since finding out her ex was involved with a younger woman that she started to feel sexy again. Logically, she knew she was much prettier and sensual looking than most women her age, but the ordeal of her divorce had left her with deeply wounded pride. She loved her son for giving some of it back to her. She then started to put as much effort into her appearance as into keeping up her son's apartment.
The complex Joel lived in had a small but well equipped gym that was usually deserted during the day. Sherry started working out again for the first time in almost a year. She'd always been a beautiful blonde and that hadn't changed. Throughout her life, she was used to being one of the most noticeable women at parties. She didn't necessarily look a lot younger, but more like she was maturing beautifully. She had a definite cougar vibe about her that drew plenty of admiration from guys her son's age. And with her new regimen, her body was looking firmer and fitter than ever, which only enhanced the memorable jut of the perfectly shaped D cups her ex had paid for several years ago.
Sherry was also one of the few women she knew among her circle of friends that hadn't started coloring her hair. She was still a silky, natural blonde and she started making regular trips to her favorite salon for the first time in a year.
Joel noticed the subtle changes in his mother's looks and attitude and he loved giving her compliments she pretended were totally inappropriate. But deep down, she loved every second of her son's admiring attention, and it didn't take a genius to know he loved it too. He always made a big deal about how good she looked in her workout outfits. This caused Sherry to think about buying some more revealing ones. It was a crazy idea which made her nervous, but her love of Joel's comments overpowered her logic. And as much as she loved what he said, she loved the gleam in his eyes when he looked at her even more. Those were times when he looked at her like a man who wasn't her son. She knew it was wrong, but it still seemed pretty harmless, and it made her feel so good. And the more she got, the more she wanted.
Sherry ended up getting leotards that were much lower cut over her tits and much higher over her hips and ass. She got much smaller sports bras and the thinnest, most body-hugging leggings she could find, along with booty revealing gym shorts. Sherry was over the moon when her handsome son could barely keep his eyes off her when she came back in from a workout. It seemed the hotter and sweatier she looked the brighter the gleam in Joel's eye. This caused Sherry to preen and pose for him only to get him to pay even more attention to her tight body. His compliments started to get more personal and specific.
"Mom, your legs look amazing in that leotard," was one thing he told her every time she wore her new turquoise leo. It was cut daringly high on the sides and back and he even went so far as to say her ass looked perfect in it.
"Oh my god, Joel, please tell me you're not checking out your own mother's ass," she teased.
"Okay, Mom. I'm not looking. I'm staring. How could I not with you wearing that outfit?"
Sherry giggled like a schoolgirl. "I guess I'll have to forgive you since you've been taking such good care of me. You're going to make some girl a wonderful husband one of these days."
"Aww, Mom," Joel said, his tone suddenly growing tender. He then put his arms around her and hugged her while she was damp with sweat, with her ass and tits nearly falling out of her leotard. "I like taking care of you," he added as their faces were just inches apart. "You always took the best care of me. I'm glad I can do the same for you."
"Oh, Joel, you've always been the best son a mother could wish for. And you've become such an incredible man. So much better than your father ever dreamed of being."
"I guess I love you more than he does," he said with a wry grin.
"I love you too, baby."
Then the mother and son kissed. On the lips. It was soft and light, but there was a moment Sherry could feel like they were both trying to decide if they should go deeper and harder. It went on for too long and then they pulled apart awkwardly, still hugging, but laughing off the weird moment.
"That was so inappropriate," Sherry said with a sigh. "But amazingly nice," she added with a giggle.
"What can I say? I love kissing a beautiful woman."
"I guess this one time isn't hurting anything. It's only a kiss, right?"
They kissed again. It still didn't go too far over the line, just far enough, but it went on longer than the one before. Joel finally broke it off.
"I still say your ass looks perfect in that outfit," he suddenly retorted, grabbing his mother's half bared ass cheek and giving it a hard squeeze.
Sherry shrieked in surprise, but she found herself unable to move away from her devilish son. She just stood there still hugging him while he groped her ass cheek and grinned at her with a defiant smirk. Her pussy started heating up and getting moist faster than she ever felt before. She knew she should move away but by now it was almost like a contest to see who would chicken out and move away first.
"I can't believe I raised you to be such a naughty, naughty boy," she said.
"Mom, you're kinda raising me right now," he grinned wickedly.
Within mere seconds she could feel it. His cock was growing bigger and harder against her body. He was still playing with her ass, but now his touch was more of a caress than the playful grab he started with. Between the way her son was fondling her and the steady swelling of what felt like a huge cock up against her, Sherry's puss was melting like butter. Even Joel's haughty attitude was turning her on and she couldn't help feeling proud of her son for having such an impressive piece of manhood between his legs. Despite how wrong it was, she was dying to see it.
"I -- I can't believe you just said that," she answered quietly, feeling like the moment had a kind of reverence to it despite the playful way it started. She knew this was the right time to push away, but feeling that cock trapped between them was setting her nerve endings on fire. It was overwhelming to feel the rigid evidence of the way her precious boy had become a hung, rock hard, sexually capable man. It was like a validation. He was the best thing she'd ever done with her life, her greatest accomplishment.
Sherry also realized Joel hadn't been out with a woman in all the months since she moved in. She instantly felt elated and bad about it at the same time. Yet it was the most surreal feeling in the world to be hugging him tighter as he ever so lightly ground his huge, rigid pole against her body. Her pussy was beginning to drip onto her upper thighs, past the slim taper of her leotard. She felt like a slave to this overpowering feeling for her son yet she felt such shame over it too.
"I think you need to find a girlfriend," she said weakly.
"You're right, I do. I'm afraid I've been a little unmotivated after my last breakup got kind of unfriendly," he said.
"I'm sorry, baby."
"Meh. It wasn't meant to be. Besides, she wasn't really my type."
"Hmm, and what is your type?"
"Older," he said without hesitating. At the same time, he moved his other hand onto the other cheek of his mother's ass. "An older blonde. Hot looking and fit. Recently divorced might be okay. In fact, yeah, recently divorced would perfect."
Sherry could barely form words with Joel's cock mashed against her and both of this hands now boldly kneading her ass.
"I don't know anyone like that." She meant it to sound like a joke, but her voice was breaking up as the ache in her pussy spread through the rest of her body.
"I do," Joel came back. "And she's just perfect."
Sherry felt a wave of heat roll through her from head to toe. It brought a wave of dizziness along with it. The mother and son were now very clearly facing a moment of truth. She was dying to reach for his cock and feel it in the flesh while he forced his tongue into her mouth. She had never felt such overwhelming desire. It felt so powerful it scared her. All the teasing and flirting they'd been doing for months was one thing, but to actually take the only step forward that was now in front of them was more than she could comprehend. Was she really about to become like some trashy whore on a tabloid news show?
"Well," she tried to say diplomatically as she squirmed her way out of her son's forbidden hands, feeling overwhelmed by the intensity of everything she was feeling. "Who knows, maybe you'll meet someone like that closer to your age."
She hated the idea of Joel meeting someone else. She also hated that she couldn't keep from staring in awe at the enormous pole tenting the front of his pants. She could swear the lips of her wet snatch quivered at the sight. He looked like he was easily twice the size of his father. Sherry felt like her knees might buckle.
"I don't want someone like that," Joel said.
Then he actually gripped the shape of his cock through his pants, giving himself a boldly open squeeze. The gesture pulled the fabric of his pants more tightly around his organ. His mother could see the beautifully sculpted head of his stalk outlined in the fabric. She mumbled something unintelligible and finally beat a hasty retreat to the bathroom where she started the shower. As she pulled off her outfit she was relieved she didn't trip over her own feet getting away from Joel.
Sherry caught her reflection in the mirror as she waited for the water to heat up. She turned to face her image head on, taking a moment to watch as she squeezed her sumptuous tits, plumping her sensitive nipples. Then she slid one hand downward to her pussy, slipping her fingers into the slippery folds of her twat. A long breath of pleasure came out of her while she stroked her slit and thought about Joel's cock. Would she have the will to resist such an imposing piece of man flesh when she was living under the very same roof? Had she allowed her needy ego to cause her to push her relationship with Joel in the wrong direction?
Looking at the woman in the mirror, she didn't see the aging wife her ex had traded in for a younger version. She saw the hot, maturing cougar with a tight, vital body that could milk the creamy essence out of any man. Seeing herself in this light, it wasn't hard to understand why her own son had wanted her so much he got hard. And when she thought of him, she could only see the man she had raised from boyhood. And what a man he'd become! He had everything. He was handsome and fit, smart and successful ... and he had a cock that would make a porn star wither in shame. He was also a man who quite obviously wanted to fuck her. And a man who loved her more than any other ever did or ever would.
Of course, Sherry loved Joel the same way. But there were rules. There were supposedly even very good reasons for those rules, but she was at a loss to remember what they were as her fingers sank deeper into her slick, motherly fuckhole.
"Oh god, fuck, my babyyyyy," she moaned under her breath.
She finally got into the shower and immediately pushed her fingers back in her snatch while she ravaged her tits with the other hand. She was thinking about her baby-man's cock when she climaxed hard enough to make her entire body shake with release.
After she got out of the shower and got dressed, Sherry discovered Joel had gone out. He usually left a note to say where he was going, but not this time. It was impossible not to imagine that had something to do with her sudden rejection of his horny advance. She felt bad about that, but it was probably for the best. He would have to realize his own mother wasn't any kind of choice as a lover or sex partner. Hopefully, he'd gotten so horny he went out to fuck some girl he knew to relieve his pent-up needs. Then he'd be thinking more logically and things between them could go back the way they were before.
Sherry blamed herself for teasing him so badly. If only she hadn't been so starved for a man's love and attention. She knew she'd miss the fun of it, but it made sense to stop teasing him the way she had been for much longer than was wise. She hadn't missed the fact that he hadn't gone out on any dates since she moved in, a point she never even thought about until now.
But Joel was out for a long time. No call. No text to let his mother know where he was. Time went by and Sherry started to worry, but then she made it go away by assuming her son was out fucking his brains out. This was supposed to alleviate her worry, but it only made her jealous. She hated the idea of his cock going into the body of some airheaded slut she didn't even know. She was the one who cooked for him, cleaned his apartment, washed his clothes.
"Oh my god," she said to herself in the empty apartment. "Am I his mother or his wife?"
The question made her laugh, and she realized there was a very fine line between those two roles.
Sherry ended up having dinner alone. It was the first time she'd done this since moving in. After her ex left she got used to having dinner by herself. That had actually been peaceful for her, finally feeling free of the stress of her marriage. But this time she found herself missing Joel and wishing she hadn't been so foolish as to send him out on his own.
Later she went to her room and decided to change. Her mind kept going back to Joel and mostly flashing back on the man-sized bulge he'd had in his pants earlier.
Feeling lonely, she was in a mood to feel sexy so she put on a brightly colored thong and matching bra. The set was lacy enough so her areolas and smooth, hairless pussy were visible. She then spent a few minutes on her hair and reviewed the results in her mirror. She felt a powerful wish that Joel could see her. His reaction would've made her happy. He would've made her feel like a gorgeous queen.
Sherry ended up taking some selfies with her phone. Some were full length shots she took in her mirror. A few others were more typical where she held her phone at arm's length and took shots of her face, but these included her large tits bulging out of her lacy bra. She thought they looked good. Better than expected. She also took a few using the mirror again of her ass exposed in the thong. These actually surprised her as she hadn't realized how good her ass was starting to look from her exercise regimen.
The pictures were giving the newly divorced mother's ego a well needed boost in the absence of her son. Feeling inspired, she lay down on her bed and took some POV shots down the length of her body, showing the big, fleshy mounds of her tits and down her flat belly to her lace covered mound and firm legs. Giggling to herself, she pulled her panties aside to expose her mound and took a few shots that included her bare pussy. That moved her to sit up and put her feet on the floor as she pulled her panties aside again and held her phone between her legs. She took several shots of her fully exposed pussy slit.
Sherry couldn't help being impressed. Her pussy looked every bit as good as any porn actress she'd seen while her tits and legs were as good if not even better. It was fun taking sexy pictures of herself for the first time, but it would've been more fun to have someone to share them with. There was only one person she knew she could do that with, however. Joel. But sending him any of those shots would be sending the wrong message. She had to be very careful with him after what happened earlier. That made her feel sad, though. She'd been so happy with the way everything had been going ever since she moved in. It was such a shame to have to think about changing anything.
She finally decided to put on a short robe and go out to the living room to distract herself with some mindless television. She spent a while surfing channels and scanning the selections on various streaming services but nothing was able to catch her interest. It seemed impossible to stop thinking about her private little photo session. Another thing she couldn't get out of her mind was the sight of Joel's big cock stretching his pants. He had such an amazing cock and as good as it looked through his clothes it had to be a hundred times better exposed. She kept trying to imagine how it would look naked, but that only ended up frustrating her. A murky mental image wasn't what she needed.



Sherry also craved some positive feedback on her new pictures. She was pleased with them, but that wasn't the same as hearing it from someone else. She knew a few sites online where she could've posted some without her face, but that didn't interest her. Strangers on the internet usually acted like such assholes, and who knew where her pictures could end up.
There was really only one person she wanted to share those pictures with and he was the one person with whom she promised herself not to keep doing things like that. But that didn't mean she couldn't text him and try to find out what was going through his mind that he was keeping away for so long.
She picked up her phone and put it back down in exasperation four times before she finally thumbed out a message: Where are you? I'm sorry if I did something wrong.
He quickly wrote back: All my fault. So sorry. So ashamed of myself.
Sherry felt terrible. The last thing she wanted was for Joel to feel that bad. After all, she was the one who'd been teasing him, not the other way around. Besides, they hadn't crossed any lines they couldn't come back from.
She told him: No! Don't feel bad! You didn't do anything wrong.
He sent back a heart emoji and then a kiss. This made his mother smile.
Miss you, she texted.
Miss you too," he sent back.
Whatcha doing? she asked.
Watching basketball at Dean's place. What about you?
She said: Some worrying, some pampering. The usual.
A few seconds later she got a laugh emoji. And then: You deserve some pampering.
See why I miss you? You're so sweet, she wrote.
She was feeling so much better already, knowing he wasn't upset with her.
He wrote: Did you put on that lotion you like after your shower?
Yeah, why? she asked.
Cuz it smells really nice, he said.
She smiled and felt tingly.
That's not all I did, she told him.
She got a row of question marks in reply.
I could tell you, she said, or I could show you.
Show, please.
She spent a moment looking through the pictures she took earlier, knowing she was about to break her promise to herself but she didn't care. She only wanted things to be right with her son, and everything that was supposed to be wrong felt so right, including that big cock he'd been rubbing against her when they hugged.
She sent him one of the POV shots looking down the length of her body between the big round mounds of her tits.
Uh, Mom, he sent back.
Yes? she asked.
He explained he was sitting in his friend's living room with three other friends watching the game, except he wasn't watching the game now.
Why is that a problem, she asked with a wink emoji.
He wrote: Remember what you felt when we were hugging today?
She smiled as she thought about the way his hard cock felt through his pants, not to mention the unwieldy bulge it made. Her nipples buzzed and started to enlarge.
How could I forget? she wrote back.
You're about to make that happen again, right here while the game is on, he told her.
Mmmm, that sounds so bad, she said. Then she sent the next picture, the other POV shot she took but the one where she was holding her panties aside to expose her pussy mound. There was a long pause before the next reply.
Mom. Fuck. There's guys around, it said.
Sherry felt giddy. She could tell her son loved the pictures and it was hilarious to think they were getting him hard in the middle of a game on his friend's TV.
Are you getting that thing you got today? she asked. She was so excited she could hardly breathe.
It took a minute, but Sherry got back a picture Joel must've taken on the sly. He was sitting on his friend's couch and his big, cock shaped bulge was stretching down the leg of his pants. The photo basically just showed his crotch and enough to display his obvious erection. Sherry giggled as she thought of how he had to hide that big problem from his friends.
Now her pussy started to heat up as she stared at Joel's picture. She was also nervous as she thought about her next move. She knew she was about to take a huge chance. The kind of chance she already told herself they should never take. But she just didn't care anymore. She knew what she needed and wasn't going to fight it no matter what the rules of society said. She and Joel could make their own rules.
Sherry pulled her tits out of her lacy bra cups and fluffed up her swollen nipples. She took a picture of her melons, keeping her face out of the frame, and sent it to her son. She followed the picture with a text: Why don't you bring that huge rod back home to Mommy and slip it between these?
Sherry's heart was racing. It was the first time in her life she'd ever given in completely to her natural instincts. It felt amazing not to be limited by rules that didn't make sense, but she was also nervous about Joel's reaction. She didn't think he was only interested in some naughty teasing, but she needed to see what happened next to be completely sure. A good five minutes went by which only made her more nervous, but then a message finally dropped to her phone.
The message was a picture that Joel obviously took in his friend's bathroom. His hard, enormous cock was jutting out of his pants. His mother gasped at the sight. It was so fleshy and beautiful. And so hard! Seconds later there was a text: Is this what you're saying I should bring home to Mommy?
Sherry giggled at the message, but at the same time her pussy quivered with need.
Hurry home, baby, she wrote back, and don't forget to bring your big, hard friend.
The wait seemed interminable. Sherry sat on the couch and gazed at her phone like she was trying to memorize every detail of her son's naked cock. It was hard to believe this was the same thing she had felt him rubbing against her body. She loved knowing his rock hard condition was all because of her although the situation she now found herself in was completely foreign to her. She never imagined herself sitting at home in scant lingerie with an aching pussy waiting for a man to deliver a big, hard piece of sex meat to satisfy her wicked craving. And it wasn't simply a man, it was her own son. Despite everything else, she had lingering doubts they could actually go through with the reality of it once they were face to face again.
But maybe that was just the leftover feelings of self-doubt the divorce had left her with. She thought she was over it by now, but maybe she was wrong.
The agonizing heat and ooze of moisture within the beautiful blonde's maternal slit was growing worse by the second, yet she resisted the urge to rub herself. It wasn't her own fingers she needed to feel right now.
It seemed like hours but was really only about twenty-five minutes when Joel finally came back. The second she heard his key in the door, she instantly yanked off her robe and threw it over the back of the couch, wanting her son to find her awaiting his arrival in nothing but her lacy bra and panties. She sat on the arm of the couch with one foot up on a cushion and the other down on the floor. Her smoothly waxed pussy slit was visible through the lace, along with her brownish areolas. It felt like her heart was going to explode before he even walked in the room, but when he did and she saw the look on his face she knew everything was going to be perfect.
Joel stood in the room and gazed in awe at his nearly naked mother. Her nipples throbbed against the lace of her bra. The way he was looking at her was enough to raise the heat level in her pussy to simmering level. She wondered if any son ever looked at his mother the way Joel was looking at her now. There was an intense fire of lust in his eyes. But something more. There was a desire for her that seemed to radiate a cloud of heat that surrounded them both. She instantly knew that was why the bulging stalk of his hard cock was stretching the front of his pants. And at the same time she felt a wild, untamable love. The love of a son who was burning inside to fuck his own mother like a living fuck doll. In that moment, Sherry knew her son didn't simply want to fuck her and fill her maternal womb with incestuous spunk, he wanted to possess her as his own.
"Baby," she said softly, hearing her voice waver with fear, "you're home."
"This is where you wanted me, though, isn't it, Mom?" he said huskily.
Sherry's gaze was locked onto his eyes until his hand started to move. She watched him move it over the bulge of his cock and boldly begin to rub himself through his pants. She nearly whimpered at the sight. Then it was as if her hand was moving on its own, going between her firm thighs to pull the gusset of her panties aside, revealing the moist lips of her tender pussy to her man-boy.
"You've been gone all day. No call. No messages. I missed you so much. I couldn't think about anything but you." Now she took a chance on running a couple of fingers up and down her slit with the other hand, teasing him with the object of every boy's desire.
"I couldn't think about anything else, either," he said as he started to unzip his pants. "Even though I was with friends, I was thinking about something else all the time. Well, I mean someone else."
Sherry watched spellbound as he fully opened his pants and pulled that amazing cock out of his briefs. He sighed loudly as he began to stroke it in front of her. Even from the couch she could see the imposing head of her son's horny stalk was covered with precum. In response, she felt her own fingers slip inside her pussy channel, stroking her sheath as she watched Joel slowly jerk his man pole.
They watched each other for at least a full minute, which stretched into yet another minute. Sherry was beside herself. She needed to feel something bigger and more forceful than her own fingers plowing her hot cunt. She knew it was finally going to happen no matter what kind of rules they had to break to do it. It seemed like more than she could comprehend.
"I'm your mother," she reminded him, forcing herself to sound serious. "Just exactly what do you want from me?"
Joel groaned and gave his cock several rapid pumps before he stopped himself. He took the time to take off his shoes and pants, then his shirt, until he was standing naked and hard as steel in front of his mother. Taking his cock back in one hand, he started to walk toward the couch.
"I want you, Mother," he said. "Not just part of you. Everything. I want everything you've always given your son, but so much more. I want what you give a husband or lover. But more than you've ever given anyone before me."
Now Joel was standing right in front of her. She could only heave a submissive gasp at his boldly possessive announcement. He was stroking that fat cock again too, making her bottom lip quiver as she imagined what his throbbing flesh would taste like.
"That's what I was hoping you'd say," she replied in a weak whisper.
She reached for his smoothly shaven balls and caressed them while he continued sliding his hand along his shaft. Joel let out a low, rumbly growl when his mother's hand made contact with his balls. She was amazed to be touching his sack, savoring the weighty heft of his cream filled balls with a mother's pride. While she cupped them, he stopped stroking but held his imposing cock from the base and angling himself so the tip of his rod was touching her lips.
Sherry felt the mere brush of her son's precum coated cock head across her lips like an electrical shock. Her tongue instantly darted out to lick up the thin layer of juice on her lips. Joel kept rubbing his dome across her mouth and painting her lips with precum while she kept lapping at his ooze. He finally held his cock still while pressing it lightly against her mouth.
"Lick it, Mom," he said in a growly whisper. "I know you want to as much as I need to feel your tongue on my cock."
Sherry suddenly felt mesmerized by her son's words. His gentle demand was enough to make her feel like his fucktoy. She felt her soul was overflowing with a sense of purpose. It was a whole new feeling for her as she parted her lips and started licking the head of her baby's fuckstick. The smell and taste of his throbbing cock filled her senses until she was dizzy. The more she licked all around the shape of her son's cock head the more she needed to lick and slurp and finally take that bulbous dome between her lips and suckle.
"Ahhhh, Mom, yesssssss," Joel moaned as his mother sucked past the head and onto his shaft.
Joel's hand moved away from his cock and his mother's moved in to replace it. Now she was stroking the full length of his stalk with both her hand and lips. He wove his fingers into her silky hair, following the motion of her head as she pleased his aching flesh.
"Ahhh, fuck, Mom, you're so good," he groaned. "I don't know how many times I thought about this, imagining you just like that with your pretty lips around my cock."
Sherry moaned her approval around the pulsating man flesh in her mouth. She loved knowing she was making her precious son's cock sucking dreams come true. She loved being the one to please him this way, with her loving mouth. She loved him so much as she thought how much she would hate letting some dizzy little whore have her way with his cock. She knew this would now be her total purpose in living, to give him everything his soul and body ever would need.
Before long, Joel was holding his mother's head with both hands while he rocked his erection in and out of her mouth. She suckled and swirled her tongue at the same time, making him moan deeper and louder by the second. She took her hands away and removed her bra while he eagerly stroked himself between her wet, supple lips. He instantly reached down with both hands and started caressing her lush tits, squeezing and massaging her smooth orbs.
Sherry's nipples felt harder than ever before. Her darkly colored nubs had always been sensitive, but the surgery to make them bigger had left them even more sensitive. When Joel began twisting and pinching her nipples between his fingers she could barely keep pace with sucking his cock with the moans of pleasure coming out of her.
At the same time, the beautiful blonde's pussy was broiling hot. Gasping for air, she was forced to release his delicious rod from her mouth. She looked up at him while he fondled her tits and pushed her hand into her panties, finally giving her slit a little of the attention she was craving.
Sherry didn't have much chance to rub herself, though. When Joel saw what she was doing he pulled back, letting go of her luscious tits. He told her to move toward the middle of couch and sit on it upside down, with her head hanging back off the seat and ass and legs up in the air. Joel went behind the couch and pulled her panties up her legs and off. It was disorienting to be upside down like that, but it made her feel like Joel was in total control of everything. But inside, she felt nothing but white-hot love and trust for him. He was the only man in existence she knew she could trust with her life. So why shouldn't she trust him with her love and pleasure too?
"These panties are tiny, Mom," he pointed out, looking down at her as he sniffed and tasted the crotch. "Mmmm, and they're soaking wet. You must've been really fucking horny waiting for your son to come home and give you what you need."
"That would be -- so -- nasty," she cooed, almost giggling with glee.
"No one wears slutwear like you do, Mom," he went on. "The second I saw you in your matching bra and fuck-me thong I wanted to pump you so full of cock you wouldn't remember your name."
"Oh, fuck. Oh god," she moaned. "Do it, baby. Fuck me!"
Joel looked down at her with a frightening look of lust in his eyes. "I will, Mom. But first ..."
On that, he pushed her firm, fit thighs as wide apart as he could. She felt her fully hairless cunt petals open and separate as he exposed his mother to her dripping core. He leaned over and started licking her well spread slit, hungrily lapping up the gooey juices coating her hole. The flat of his wet tongue sent waves of pleasure crashing through her entire body. Every long swipe of his ravenous tongue started on her asshole and lapped up and over her throbbing clit. Being practically upside down and having her own son devour both her snatch and rimhole like birthday candy had her floating on a cloud of pleasure.
Joel was soon stabbing his tongue into his mother's sweet fuckhole while he rubbed her clit with his fingers. She felt herself drifting on that cloud toward a building explosion of pure joy. When he finally switched places with his fingers and mouth, pushing his fingers into her snatch and sucking her clit between his lips, Sherry's trembling body couldn't take any more. She felt the sensations of orgasm explode within every cell of her body, making her cry out as loud as she dared while pulling at her nipples harder than she ever pinched them before.
After two successive orgasms, the dazed mother felt her strong son pulling her upright by her arms. She found herself sitting on the back of the couch facing him. He held her in place and kissed her like she was his personal property. She kissed him back with her entire being, giving herself to him, trembling at the way his raging cock was batting against her sodden twat. The thought that his oversized cock would soon be filling the same hole through which he once entered the world made her swoon.
While they were still kissing, Joel pushed the tip of his cock against her cunt lips. As he still held her upright, she reached between them to guide his pole directly to its tender target. He pushed and entered her, just giving her the head at first but quickly pushing his full shaft into her aching channel. Sherry pulled back from their kiss, staring in awe at her son as he gazed back at her with need and lust, filling her body inch by inch with the hardest piece of man flesh she'd ever felt.
Joel started rocking his hips, driving his lust engorged cock into his mother's cunt with long thrusts. Sherry whimpered and gasped with every thrust. It felt like even her pores were on fire. The slick grind of his granite hard fuckstick made her feel as if she were finally fulfilling her purpose in life. She had never felt so full of blindly pumping cock, so used and yet never so loved in her life. No man would ever love her the way he did, and she would never doubt how much he needed her body as much as her motherly devotion.
"Baby. Fuck. Baby," she crooned over and over again. A thousand thoughts raced through her mind but not one of them made it into words.
Joel kept fucking her harder and faster. "So. Fucking. Hot," he growled as he pulled her legs around him and lifted her off the back of the couch.
With his cock embedded in her pussy, Joel carried his mother over to the dining table and set her back down. He continued fucking her until she exploded with the first squirting orgasm of her life. Her head was spinning with pure ecstasy. She didn't know if her body had the strength left to cum again, but he was still fucking her hard and deep and she craved as many of those body-shaking explosions as she could take.
Joel suddenly pulled his cock out of her body, leaving her momentarily confused.
"I want you to bend over the table for me, Mom," he said.
She could barely speak. She merely stood up, turned around and pressed her bulbous tits against the table and parted her legs, leaving her ass and pussy exposed to her boy from behind.
Joel spat on his fingers and rubbed a thick wad of saliva over his mother's asshole. He rubbed and smeared it, then gently pushed a finger into her sphincter.
"Ahhh, ahhhh, baby," she cried. "Be gentle. Mommy's a virgin back there."
"Mmmmm, good, Mommy. Cuz now I'm gonna change that forever."
Between his saliva and copious squirt coating his pole, Joel worked the head of his cock into his mother's asshole, pushing deeper ever so slowly.



"Ggghhhhh, ahhhrrrhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, FUCK!" Sherry screamed, feeling her son inch his cock up her ass.
It felt so strange. Painful but not really. He was being so forceful yet so gentle at the same time. She never imagined a cock in her ass could feel this good. But this was Joel's cock. Her son's cock. The love of her life. She felt so elevated to think that no part of her body was off-limits to him now. This was what she was made for. HE was what she was made for. Every hole in her glorious body belonged to him.
As he gripped her by the hips, Joel began moving his cock slowly in and out of her ass. He made it feel more like he was massaging her tunnel with his cock than merely fucking her ass. She cooed and felt herself drool against the table, giddy with the knowledge he was being so needful yet so tender at the same time.
After a few minutes of slow, careful thrusting, Sherry wormed her hand down underneath her and rubbed her pussy while her son fucked her starbud with maddening patience.
"It's okay, baby," she said, her voice sounding garbled. "You can go harder now."
"Good Mommy," he came back, sounding huskier than ever.
With his cock going in and out of her ass, Sherry loved hearing Joel call her Mommy like he used to. Except his voice was now the voice of a big, grown man who needed what only his mother could give him. His cock began sliding in and out faster, gradually building speed. She felt him throbbing harder, the sound of his desperate breathing growing louder. His grunts of exertion sounded so wonderfully obscene, and between the fullness of his cock in her ass and her fingers on her clit she knew she was going to cum again soon. But the orgasm that was building in her body felt different somehow.
Joel's grunts became louder and raspier as he pumped his cock into his mother's gripping channel. He spat on his cock a few times to keep it wet, but then he grabbed the bottle of olive oil from the salad dressing set that was always on the table. He poured a generous portion of oil over his cock and mother's rim without pausing the fuck. The sudden cascade of oily lube easily gave the pumping of his cock the slickest, easiest glide since he first entered his mom's tight ass. He started fucking her almost as fast as he'd fucked her pussy, and Sherry responded by crying out and rubbing her clit even harder.
Joel started to warn his mother he was going to cum, but she cut him off. "Oh my god oh FUCK, I'm cumming!" she shrieked. Her pussy and asshole clenched up even tighter as the waves of white hot pleasure raced through her body. Her son couldn't hold his juice another second. He landed a single, resounding smack down on his mother's solid ass while the warm cream of his love spumed from his cock, deeply into her hot, clinging chute.
The mother and son both growled and shrieked and fucked at each other's desperate body to wring every shiver of pleasure out of their torrid union. Sherry squirted again, soaking the table and Joel's balls all at once with her spray. When it was over, the two were dazed and straining to catch their breath.
When Joel's cock finally started to go soft again, he gently pulled himself free of his mother's asshole. She mewled in disappointment when she felt his flesh depart from her body. They both snickered deviously as Sherry slid off the table. The end where they just fucked was soaking wet with olive oil and cunt spray.
They spent a long time kissing and fondling each other before Joel led his mother to the bathroom where they took a long shower together.
That night, Sherry felt a lingering sensation in her ass, like a faint warmth, almost burning but not quite. She loved knowing her channel held in her son's cum as she snuggled into bed with him, both of them naked. Joel held her body to his like she was the most precious thing in the world to him and Sherry never doubted that was how he truly felt. She was determined to make him know he was every bit as precious to her, if he didn't already.
Sherry had the best night's sleep she'd had in years. In the morning, she awoke with Joel still spooning her from behind. He was sleeping, but his enormous cock was fully swollen and stuck between her firm thighs, his shaft pressing against her slit. She put her hand down over his cock and gently rubbed it against her pussy, not surprised to find herself already wet. Joel was still asleep as she rubbed his flesh across her clit.
It was clear Joel was awake when his hand moved up to explore her warm tits.
"Mmmm, morning, Mom. Is it time for breakfast already?"
"Hmmm, that depends on what you feeling like having," she said.
"I think you mean 'who' I feel like having."
The beautiful blonde mom lifted her upper leg and pushed her son's cock into her pussy. With a couple of eager thrusts, he was buried deep in his mommy's snatch once again. Sherry took the inward surge of her baby's cock with a whimpering gasp. As he massaged the tit in his hand, he began thrusting his meat into his mother's dripping twat before even kissing her good morning. Sherry just smiled and moaned. She felt that familiar sense of purpose awaken inside as if her son's pumping cock was the very thing that put it there.
THE END!
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Eric took off his shirt and then his pants. When he turned around, his huge, erect cock wagged back and forth with the motion. Leeann grinned when she saw that swollen rod. She was already naked, sitting against the head of his bed with her feet planted apart and her knees raised up in the air. Eric froze, just wanting to stand there and look at her with his hand around his throbbing boner, stroking his rigid flesh. Naked, the nineteen year old coed looked even more like his mother than when she was dressed, with her long, chocolate brown hair, her busty voluptuousness and tanned skin. Never having seen his mother's pussy, he couldn't compare that part, but Leeann's mound was waxed smooth as silk and her pussy lips already looked wet and swollen.
"Fuck, Leann. You look amazing," he said, his firm hand slowly sliding up and down his aroused pole.
Leeann smiled at the look on his face, but then she turned to look at the photo on the bedside table of the older woman whose resemblance to her was strikingly obvious. Leann's smile turned devious as she easily recognized the similarities. She'd known Eric for a few weeks, but this was the first time she'd been to his apartment, and the first time they would have sex if everything kept going the way it was. She'd been hoping this would happen ever since she met him, and she was even more pleased to see the long, thick hard on he had to offer.
"Who's that MILF in the picture?" she asked, suspecting she already knew the answer.
"That's my mother," he mumbled.
"She's really hot," the younger girl purred suggestively.
"So are you," Eric replied evasively.
Leann couldn't control the way her pussy quivered when she saw that picture of his mother standing on the beach in a bikini most women her age couldn't get away with. She had never been with a guy who kept a spicy bikini shot of his mother next to his bed, and the fact that they were pretty close look-alikes made her want that big cock even more. She couldn't explain why, but the idea that Eric probably wanted to fuck her because she reminded him of his mother made her slit drip with goo. This was completely new territory for her.
"C'mere, baby," she cooed sexily. "Just let Mommy make you feel good."
With a groan, Eric went to kneel on the bed between Leann's feet and watched her reach for his jutting pole with both hands. She looked up at him and raked her fingers along the length of his shaft. His dome was swimming in precum, and she rolled her thumb around his soft tip.
"Oh, Leeann ... that feels so good," he sighed.
"You can call me Mommy, if you want," she said huskily. "I think we're both gonna like that a lot."
"You're so bad," he snickered briefly.
"And you love it, don't you, you bad boy."
Her wet tongue followed the trail of her fingers up the underbelly of his unyielding cock shaft. She kissed the tip and swirled her tongue around the ridge with sloppy agility. Suddenly he was enveloped in the wet heat of her mouth while she gripped his shank at the root and jacked him.
"Oh fuck, Mommy, yes, it feels so good, I love it," he groaned.
He filled both of his hands with her silky hair and glanced at the picture of his mother while he moaned at the hungry assault of her mouth. There was only so much he could take after delaying his pleasure so long. He savored her hungry, wet sucking as long as he could and then pushed Leeann back before he exploded in her mouth. He drew her further down and settled into the space between her open thighs, letting his rigid stalk rest against her pussy. He ground himself into the wet nest of petals, then nudged his blunt dome into the snug socket between her pussy lips.
"Oh yes, baby, that cock feels sooooo good," she moaned as he pushed a little deeper. "Push that thing up in Mommy's hole nice and deep."
He watched her eyes, then his mother's photo as he disappeared into her body. He drew back and thrust forward again, firm but careful. Sensation registered in her face while shudders ran along Eric's spine. He withdrew and thrust again, a little harder this time, forcing a gasp from her curvy body. He held still, deep inside her for a moment and leaned down to kiss her. She kissed him back just as hard, moving her hips into him to get as much of his cock inside her as possible.
Soon he was rocking himself into her in a rhythmic motion, withdrawing as far as he could before plunging back inside her to feel the full stroke of her snug core. His hands were filled with her smooth, warm tit flesh. Leann's tits were almost as big as mother's, but had such a similar, eggplant type shape that Eric couldn't get over it. His lips filled with her nipple, first one, then the other, and then the other as he alternated from side to side to suckle each of them in turn.
"That's it, baby," the girl moaned. "Suck Mommy's big tits. You love those big Mommy jugs, don't you baby?"
Eric growled in response while Leeann's hips rocked and swayed against him. Her mewling gasps countered his urgent groans while their bodies broke a sweat. He couldn't get enough of her deep russet nipples or the way her tight pussy clamped his cock as he thrust his rod hard and deep inside her. The heaving wobble of her heavy melons to each of his long, hot cock thrusts mesmerized him.
"Oh, fuck baby, you're gonna make Mommy cum!" she cried. "Cum with Mommy. Do it in Mommy's hot, fucking pussy!"
His spine arched backward as he thrust hard and fast into Leeann's molten sheath. Spasms rocked through him while their bodies writhed and shuddered through their mutual release.
They lay facing each other, waiting for their breath to return to normal. Eric brushed a strand of hair off her face.
"Damn," he whispered. "You are such a dirty girl."
She grinned, her eyes closed, her cheek resting on his arm. "And I know you love it. If calling me Mommy is gonna make you fuck me like that then you should say it every time."
"I'm glad you don't think it's too weird," he said.
"Hey, it was my idea, right?"
"Yeah," he agreed, relieved by Leann's acceptance of the sordid passion he tried to keep hidden.
"Well, I never met a guy with your, ummm, tastes before, but I can't believe how hard you made me cum."
"I never met a girl who was as cool about it as you."
"I can be as cool as you want me to be as long as I can get some more of that huge cock," she giggled.
"Anything for Mommy," Eric grinned.
***
On this particular Saturday at the beginning of May, Sherry left her house earlier than usual to make the two hour drive to Eric's apartment. The weather report had said it was going to be unseasonably warm, which translated to hot and sticky for the Florida university town where her only son was now living. She wanted to get there before the more intense heat of the noon hour took hold.
This was her son's second year, but his first living in his own apartment. Except for holidays when Eric went back home to stay with her, Sherry had driven to see him every weekend since the start of the school year. Since Eric's father had walked out on them three years ago, she and her son had grown extremely close. Without Eric's love and support, Sherry didn't know how she would've gotten through such a painful ordeal. In losing a husband, she discovered there was an exceptional man in her son and that made it all worthwhile. By now, she barely ever thought about her ex and the pain he caused.
She knew having his mother stay at his first college apartment every weekend probably wasn't what he expected when there were always parties and sexy young coeds to flirt with. Eric never uttered one word of complaint, though. He always made his mother feel like he was happy to see her and wouldn't dream of spending his weekends with anyone else.
Sherry realized Eric had to understand how pathetically lonely she would've felt being home alone on the weekends. She sometimes thought she should try being a better mother and stop leaning on her son too much, but he was the only man in the family now, their tiny family of two. Every time she thought about dating again, the logic of it made sense but her heart wasn't in it. Her ex tossing her aside for someone younger had left her with a deep-seated aversion to men her age. She'd had plenty of offers, even before ending up single again, but she always turned them down.
At thirty-nine, Sherry was still young, but looked even younger. She'd always taken good care of herself and with her long, chestnut brown hair she was still as beautiful as she was twenty years ago. She wasn't as thin as she used to be, but her weight was far from being out of control. If anything, the extra thickness in her ass and thighs was appealing to a lot of men, even if she was always trying to lose a little weight. In the end, though, it seemed like all the men around her age eventually went for someone younger. She wasn't about to go through that all over again.
Her tits were bigger and fuller than they were twenty years ago, too, filling her double D cup bras practically to overflowing. It was hard not to feel proud of them. The woman's bust was not only big and prominent, but her orbs were beautifully shaped with just the right amount of hang and swivel. She'd even caught her son looking at them more times than she could count, and it always made her smile. It probably would've felt weird to most women, but she liked knowing her son noticed her curves. A simple glance from him was enough to make her prominent nipples swell and dent whatever outfit she was wearing.
Yet more often than not Sherry's tits were also a problem. If she didn't dress to hide them as much as possible, she only got that much more unwanted attention from exactly the type of men she wanted to avoid. Sometimes it was even friends of her ex that would hit on her, which always left her feeling icky. The only times she felt like she could relax about how she dressed were when she was home alone or on the weekends at Eric's. If she decided she felt like lounging around in a tank top without a bra, her son was the only one who saw her.
Whenever she caught Eric sneaking looks at her legs or tits when he thought she didn't know, she wrote it off as being a nineteen year old's natural curiosity. It wasn't like her own son would actually look at her sexually. And on the few occasions they went out to a restaurant or movie where his friends from campus might show up, she'd caught some of them checking her out, too. She liked knowing she could still turn a young guy's head, but she didn't try to fool herself into thinking they'd actually see her as being as sexy as their college aged girlfriends. Yet nothing made her smile the same way as when she caught Eric checking her out. It was his opinion that mattered the most.
She knew it wasn't exactly normal to like the way her son looked at her so much, especially since she probably thought about it way more than he did. But Eric was such a special boy. He wasn't even a boy anymore. He was at the ripening brink of young manhood, and he'd been so good to her ever since the break-up. Above and beyond any average son, he was already more of a man than his father ever dreamed of being. And the fact that he was so handsome and well-built only made her that much prouder. Eric was indeed something special, and at least half the reason she never dated anyone was because she didn't want to miss out on their weekends together. He was much better company than any other man she knew.
With the forecast being what it was, Sherry decided to wear the new shorts she got a few days ago. They were stretch denim, so she didn't mind how tight they were, but she wasn't totally comfortable with the way they let the very bottom curves of her ass cheeks show. Yet it seemed that was the only style available. She'd tried on larger sizes that didn't reveal her ass so much, but they were too loose at the waist and she'd never feel comfortable in those. She certainly wasn't fat, but her ass was bigger than it used to be. Too big to be wearing shorts like the ones she had on every day. She could never wear them anyplace except at home or Eric's, or of course in the car. No one could see her ass hanging out of them while she was driving.
Besides, it wouldn't hurt to let her son enjoy a look at his mother's ass and legs. It would give her an extra thrill late that night when she fingered herself while he was asleep. It was a wicked little secret for a mother to keep, but she kept it hidden and didn't see how she was doing any harm. Besides, by now she was already addicted to the orgasms she was having in her most private moments.
Also because of the heat expected this weekend, Sherry decided to forego wearing a bra and put on a light blue tank top for the ride. A bra in this heat would've been torture. Even so, the voluptuous brunette enjoyed the freedom of going braless. Despite a few disadvantages, she liked having big tits. She loved feeling the way they moved freely under her clothes at times like this when she was bold enough to go braless. Her nipples were highly sensitive, like they were sexual organs in and of themselves. And since she'd been masturbating more than ever the past three years, she loved the extra stimulation she could give herself playing with her hefty orbs and their throbbing nubs.
As the divorced mother drove closer and closer to her son's apartment, she giggled when she thought of the look he'd get on his face when he saw his busty mommy in a tank top and no bra. It wasn't the type of thing a normal mother should encourage, but no one ever made her feel beautiful the way Eric could without even trying.
By the time she reached her son's building and parked the car, Sherry was excited to see her handsome son. She felt hot and sexy in her new outfit despite her misgivings about buying it, and she found herself hoping his eyes would go wide at the sight of her. It always felt good to get away from home and spend time with her man, but today she was in a rare mood. Maybe it had something to do with the way she was dressed, but it seemed as if her pussy had been tingling every mile of the way to get there.
She got her weekend luggage out from the trunk of her car and felt like she was floating up in the elevator to Eric's floor. She probably should have texted him to let him know she was early, but she didn't think he would mind. Eric was always happy to see his loving, pretty mama.
She let herself into the apartment with the key he had insisted she keep. It was around ten-thirty and the small yet comfortable place looked quiet and empty. Eric was probably just sleeping late, she surmised. She usually arrived around noon and he was always waiting to welcome her with his handsome smile and a long, tight, booby crushing hug. The bedroom door was closed, though, so Sherry assumed he was still in bed. She decided to let him keep sleeping. They could wait until later to put fresh sheets on his bed for her. He always insisted his mother take the bedroom while he slept on the couch. She wouldn't have minded the couch herself, but letting him pamper her in little ways like that made them both feel good.
Meanwhile, Sherry discovered a sink full of cups and dishes. She set her things down near the couch and crossed the open floor area into the kitchen, then started to wash what was in the sink. She probably should have chided him more about cleaning up his kitchen, but she enjoyed doing these little, domestic things for him. Since he'd left for school, she was surprised by how much she missed picking up after him: washing his dishes, picking his laundry up off the floor and washing that for him, too.
She might've been a hot looking, voluptuous MILF packed into an outfit that would've looked at home on a porn star, but she was still the doting mother of a college boy. Sherry was about halfway through the dishes when she heard a young, female voice from behind her.
"Oh, um, hey. You must be Eric's mom. I recognize you from your picture."
Sherry shut off the water and turned, grabbing a dish towel to dry her hands at the same time. There was a girl about her son's age standing there in a T shirt she recognized as his. The girl was clearly naked underneath. She had large, freely wobbling tits underneath while the bottom of the shirt barely came past the level of her pussy. The girl's hair was long and the same, rich shade of brown as Sherry's. It was almost like looking at a younger version of herself. Sherry was caught off-guard and didn't know what to say.
"I'm Leeann," the girl said, smiling. "Eric thought you were coming later. I was supposed to skedaddle before you got here. He was very clear about that," she giggled.
It took a moment for Sherry to find her voice. She tried to set aside any questions as to why her son would have just spent the night with a girl who looked so much like his mother she could've been her younger sister.
"Oh, uhh, that's alright," said Sherry. "I like meeting my son's ... friends."
Leann smirked, but then Sherry felt the younger girl's curious gaze. She wasn't sure if it was because she was also noticing the resemblance between them or if she was just surprised by Sherry's outfit. She wouldn't see very many mothers going to visit their sons at school dressed the way Sherry was. Then again, precious few of them probably had Sherry's impressive looks and body.
Meanwhile, Sherry was full of questions she knew she shouldn't ask, like was she seeing Eric regularly or was this just a casual hookup? Maybe she was a friend with benefits, but Sherry didn't want to come off sounding like a nosy, overprotective mother. Even worse, she didn't want to risk sounding like a jealous girlfriend.
"It's nice to meet you," the younger girl said graciously, even if she was looking intensely at the older woman. Yet she had a sweet smile. "I guess I better get ready to go, though."
"Oh, don't rush off just because of me." Sherry was curious about the girl, but it also felt a little weird running into someone else at her son's apartment. So far, they only ran into his university friends on the few occasions they would go out. For Sherry, her son's apartment had become like a private sanctuary for their weekly time together. Now it was almost like it was being invaded by a sweet coed who looked entirely too much like Sherry for comfort.
Leann seemed nice enough on the surface, but it was impossible to forget the pretty coed had just spent the night in her son's bed. Sherry was ashamed to realize that the brewing emotion in the pit of her stomach was jealousy, but she was doing her best to keep it from showing. Judging from the smirk on the younger woman's face she probably wasn't doing a very good job. She also had the look of a girl who'd been happily fucked, and Sherry felt herself clench.
"Thanks," Leann said. "But I have to work the lunch rush at my job today."
A working college girl, Sherry thought. Instead of finding that to be a point in the girl's favor, it only made Eric's mother feel more jealous for some, weird reason. The jealousy was weird enough all on its own.
"How nice. Where do you work?" the mother asked.
"Hooters," Leeann replied without skipping a beat.
Sherry saw a brief flash in her mind of the girl in her Hooter's uniform, with her impossibly rounded ass packed into those tiny shorts. Shorts that were almost as skimpy as the ones Sherry was wearing.
"Besides," the younger woman added, "Eric's really protective of his weekends, so I know he doesn't want me hanging around any longer than I have to. Now I can see why."
Sherry caught a devious twinkle in the coed's eye. It was almost lewd, considering her thinly veiled suggestion. Yet the scantily clad divorcee couldn't stop the heated blush from betraying her.
"My son and I are just ... well, we're very close. Since my divorce, he's been very ... helpful ... supportive. He's a very special young man."



Sherry realized it sounded like she was babbling and saying things she shouldn't. Personal things that were none of Leeann's business.
"He's definitely special," the younger girl said with a leer, as if his mother should know whatever she was alluding to. "But hey, you've got nothing to worry about from me. I think it's really nice you and your son are so ... close."
"Of course not. There's no reason my son shouldn't ..."
"We're just friends," Leeann cut her off. "So far, anyway."
Sherry couldn't suppress a brief laugh of sarcasm. "Very good friends, apparently," she said with a skeptical look she couldn't hide.
"Don't worry, I'm not trying to steal him away from you." Then the girl's eyes took an obvious scan up and down Sherry's scantily clad body. "Not that anyone could if they wanted to, now that I see you in the flesh. You look even hotter than your picture."
Leeann giggled and actually gave the older woman a wink. Sherry was taken aback by the sight of the young woman's nipples growing hard under the T shirt. Was she actually excited by making such a lurid suggestion? But then Sherry felt her own nipples grow hard along with a noticeable rise in her pulse rate.
"Oh, uhhh, well thank you ... I guess," Sherry said haltingly. She knew the picture Leann was talking about. She remembered the day Eric took it, playfully taking too many pictures of his voluptuous mother in a bikini. She had chided her son for being naughty, but she'd loved every second of it and posed for him in every way he asked. She couldn't believe Eric would leave the picture out in the open where a girl like Leann could see it.
The curious coed finally excused herself with a coy smirk and went back into Eric's bedroom to get dressed. Sherry was left feeling bewildered. Was this girl really trying to intimate that there was something more going on than a normal mother/son relationship? What could Eric have ever said that would make her think such an outrageous thing?
A few minutes later, on her way out, Leeann told Sherry how nice it was to meet her and hoped they'd see each other again sometime. As much as Eric's mother was trying to hate this girl, it was hard not to like her. Sherry thought if she'd been half as confident and easy-going at the same age then her life might have turned out differently. Yet that feeling of jealousy had already taken hold and Sherry was glad when the girl left. It was selfish, but she felt like Eric's weekends belonged to her, not some top heavy Hooter's waitress. She didn't stop to consider that she was even bustier than Leann and presently wearing even less than the girls at Hooter's.
II
After Leann left Eric's apartment, Sherry turned back to her son's kitchen sink to finish washing the rest of the dishes. Her encounter with the younger girl left the more mature woman unsettled. She'd been so sweet and yet seemed so cavalier, even suggestive, about the nature of her relationship with Eric. How could she have been having sex with him just the night before, maybe even again earlier that morning, and be so carefree in her attitude toward him, even suggesting something so forbidden?
Eric was obviously spending his time with a girl who had some pretty liberal sexual attitudes. This led to Sherry thinking about the fact that her son had been having sex just a short time before expecting his mother to arrive. Images of Eric's naked form flashed through her mind as much as she tried to avoid them. In spite of herself, her nipples grew even harder and more swollen with sensation as she envisioned her son lunging his hips between the open legs of a girl who looked so much like his mommy: same hair, same round hips and ass, and almost the same double D cup tits. And all of it happening right next to the picture of his mother he kept by his bed!
It was easy to imagine the details of Eric's body, except for his cock, which she had only seen as a full yet relaxed package of manly flesh in the crotch of his tight boxer briefs. Then, the image of her gorgeous son fucking Leeann morphed into images of him fucking her, Sherry, his own mother. She felt ashamed yet couldn't hold back this flood of illicit daydreams.
"Hey, Mom, you're early."
Eric's voice came from behind her, startling Sherry out of the incestuous coupling going on in her mind.
"Oh, um, hi honey," she sputtered nervously, shutting off the water and turning to face him. "I wanted to get the drive out of the way before it got too hot."
Eric's jaw was practically hanging open as he stood there in nothing but his briefs staring at the way his sexy mother was dressed. Sherry was painfully aware of the eye-catching nipple erections poking into the well stretched material of her tank top. Her son was also seeing a lot more of her abundant cleavage except for a few occasions in the evenings when they would relax and watch TV together. But that was always at night with only the light of the TV to highlight his mother's luscious curves. Sherry's pulse rose as she saw the way he was looking at her, and she couldn't help looking at the full bulge in the crotch of his briefs.
"Sorry I didn't text you, sweetie," she almost stuttered. "I didn't stop to think you might have company."
"No, it's cool, Mom. I'm glad you're here. Sorry about Leeann. I mean I told her you were coming and how we like having our weekends to ourselves."
"Oh, no problem," Sherry lied.
Eric approached his mother where she was backed up against the counter and gave her his usual hug and kiss on the cheek. She hugged him back as always, but this morning they held onto each other for quite a bit longer than usual. Sherry realized she was enjoying the way it felt to have a man's body crushing her lush tits again far more than she should, considering that the body in question belonged to her son. But he seemed to be enjoying it just as much as she was.
He wasn't hard, but Sherry was keenly aware of the full package in Eric's briefs as it mashed against her tummy right where her skin was exposed between her top and shorts. Feeling her son's cock pressed against her body felt like a pulse of electricity, even through the material of his briefs. She couldn't help thinking it had been rock hard and driving into Leann's pussy not so long ago. After that, it was impossible not to wonder what that would feel like. Sherry had never loved any man as much as she loved her son, and in some weird twist of logic, it seemed that he should be entitled to his mother's pussy more than anyone.
"Mmmm, I'm so glad you're here, Mom," Eric said again. It felt like an excuse just to keep hugging her longer.
"I'm glad to be here, baby," she replied, giving his neck a soft kiss. "I look forward to this every day of the week."
"Me too, Mom. And you really look amazing today."
"Thank you, honey," she whispered, feeling her pussy go moist.
Just when she thought she could feel her son's cock beginning to swell, Eric pulled away from the hug and turned around too quickly for her to see if his bulge was indeed growing bigger.
"I gotta grab a shower," he said, walking quickly down the short hall to his bathroom. "Then we can talk about what to do today."
The door closed and a moment later Sherry heard the water turn on. She was breathless and relieved. She didn't know what she would've done if that hug had gone on any longer. She'd felt herself sliding down a slippery slope that would only end in disaster. What she needed right now was to bring her heartbeat down to a normal level and let that damp feeling in her pussy go away.
By the time Eric got into the bathroom his cock was hard as a rock and tenting out the front of his briefs. He couldn't help it. His mother looked as hot as any girl on campus today in her little tank top and shorts. It wasn't like she never wore sexy outfits around him, but the way she looked today was over the top. She almost made Leeann look plain by comparison, but then again, he might be biased. He wasn't in love with Leann.
He was in love with his mother, though. Completely. And he'd felt that way about her since even before his father took off. But to be fair, he hadn't known Leeann long enough to have strong feelings for her one way or the other. He was first attracted to her because she looked so much like his mom, but he liked hanging out with her, too. She was smart and funny on top of everything else about her that made his cock hard.
With the water running at a medium temp, Eric got into the stall and let out a sigh as he began soaping up his rigid cock right away. He couldn't believe how close he came to letting his mother feel that rod go hard against her amazing body. It wasn't like he needed to hug her as long as he had, but he couldn't help it. The second he saw how she looked today he couldn't resist feeling those big, braless tits against him. He would've held on to her longer but she would've figured out what he was trying to do.
He might've gotten through it without getting as excited as he was, but when she kissed his neck she drove him crazy. It was a sudden departure from their usual, polite cheek kisses. Those were innocent, even if they did it much more often than any mother and son Eric ever knew.
Eyes closed, he could see his mother in living color. How could any woman be so perfect? Not just for her sweet, loving ways, but her body was everything he ever wanted. Her tits weren't just big, they were firm and beautifully rounded with just the right sway and jiggle. When she didn't wear a bra they wobbled and shook in the most mouthwatering way. He'd also imagined those thighs, just barely at the point of being thick, wrapped around his waist over and over again while he filled his hands with the bubble shaped cheeks of her ass and drove his rigid rod deep and hard into her glorious body.
It didn't matter that he'd fucked Leeann the night before and then again in the morning only minutes before his mother got there. His cock was raging with need. Only his gorgeous, sweet mother could make him feel this way. It wasn't right to love her the way he did, or to want her the way he never wanted anyone else, but why did it have to feel so good?
He thought of the way her skin and hair smelled as they hugged just minutes before. He remembered the warm, comforting mash of her tits into his body, and before long his overheated cock was spraying cum all around the shower stall.
Eric had gotten past feeling guilty about masturbating over his mother a long time ago, but his desire was still something he could never reveal. Not to anyone, and most of all, not to her. It was embarrassing that Leeann figured it out so easily, but she was amazingly into it and even got into the mother-son roleplay. That was definitely a huge point in Leann's favor. And yet as good as it felt, his mother was making him feel like he hadn't had sex in weeks.
In the meantime, while Sherry waited for her son to finish up in the shower, she brought her weekend bags to the bedroom, trying to forget the nagging heat between her thighs. The room still smelled faintly of sex. Or was that her getting wet for her own son? It was probably a combination of both. But she pushed those insane thoughts out of her mind. Or at least she tried.
Not for the first time, Sherry wondered if she should just leave a few things in Eric's apartment instead of packing for every weekend. Running into Leeann earlier was a good reason not to. What would a girl think if she went there to find another female's items in the bathroom or closet? She didn't want to put her son in an awkward position. What would they think when he told them it was okay, that's my mother's stuff. But another part of her wanted to keep those college sluts away from her special boy. She was the one who raised him and molded him into the amazing man he was becoming. And she was the one he really loved and protected all through the trial of his parents' divorce. He belonged to her, dammit.
Once again, Sherry tried pushing these crazy ideas out of her mind while she started stripping the sheets off Eric's bed so she could replace them with clean ones. She did this every week as a matter of routine. It wasn't the first time she'd smelled sex on Eric's sheets. It didn't happen every week, but a few times. It seemed different this time because she'd actually met the girl in question.
Then there was that hug. There was the way her gorgeous Eric held her so close. He held her like he wanted her, and now she could smell his cum on his bedsheets. She felt dizzy and her pussy was swarming with moist sensation.
In the midst of this, Sherry didn't notice the shower had stopped. She finished pulling the sheets off the bed and rolled them into a large ball for the laundry. When she turned to face the doorway she discovered Eric standing there with nothing but a towel around his waist. She was startled and gasped in surprise.
"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you," Eric said.
"I was just surprised," his mother replied, holding the balled up sheets against her body. "How long have you been standing there?"
"Not long."
Not long, but long enough to see his mother bending over his bed in the tiniest shorts she'd ever worn in his presence, she thought. The fact that he'd almost certainly been standing there looking at her ass and legs gave her butterflies. A typical mother would have been highly offended, even disgusted, but Sherry was in a rare state of mind. She wanted Eric to see her. Wanted him to look at her body and feel the heat she was feeling. She wanted him to look at her and forget Leeann ever existed.
"I'll, umm, just get the bed made up quickly so you can have your room back to get dressed."
"No hurry, Mom."
In fact, Sherry ended up taking more time than she needed putting on fresh sheets. When she was working on the side that had her back to the door, she took her time bending over, letting the rounded globes of her sumptuous ass squeeze out from those skintight shorts. She parted her thighs as she worked, feeling the crotch pull tightly into her pussy, hoping her boy was enjoying a vivid view of Mommy's camel toe. If only he knew how his mother's pussy was burning inside. If it had been anyone other than her handsome son staring at her ass like that she would've felt tawdry and obscene.
When she worked on the other side, she made sure Eric could see the wobble and sway of her heavy tits. There was no way he'd miss the prominent nipple erections denting her top. She almost wished her tits would fall out of her top "by accident". The very idea of exposing her melons to her hot baby boy gave her butterflies.
By the time she was finished she thought she noticed a change in the size of the impression his cock was making in the towel. One thing was certain, though, he never moved from his spot while she was making the bed. Her heart was beating a mile a minute, and she was aching to know what was going through his mind as he watched her while the two of them made meaningless small talk.
Sherry was hoping she'd get a chance to finger her pussy over the weekend. Normally, she tried to keep from touching herself while she was visiting. She saved those times for when she was alone in her own, empty house where she could take her time and get fully naked to savor the pleasures of her ripe, maternal body. But this weekend she was going to need some relief or else go out of her mind. As much as she tried not to, she loved masturbating in her son's bed. It seemed so very wrong, but there was something so luxurious about it, too, and this morning the idea was pulling at her addled mind more than ever.
She stalled the bed-making as long as she could but she finally had to finish and leave the room to give Eric a chance to get dressed. Besides, getting away from him while he was only wearing a towel around his otherwise naked body was good a break for her sanity.
As they often did, Sherry and Eric decided to go out for lunch, then possibly hit the mall, the supermarket after that, and then home to make dinner and spend an evening streaming movies. Sherry said she wanted take a few minutes to change before they went out, but Eric had a reaction that took his mother by surprise.
"Oh, no!" he said, almost like he was panicking. "You don't have to change. You look amazing, Mom. Besides, it's so hot today."
Sherry didn't mind driving or being around the apartment the way she was dressed -- she never went out without containing her pneumatic tits in a bra -- she never even considered going out in public that way, especially where they could run into friends of his from school. But Eric was almost pleading with her, and Sherry decided indulging her secret thrill over the way her son had been looking at her was well worth battling her nerves about feeling half naked in public. She flashed him a smile and got up to go.
By the time they got to the mall, Sherry realized Eric was showing her off like a trophy. He wore a proud smile walking beside her, and he was treating her more like a hot date than a mother on a weekend visit with her son. He put his hand on the small of her back a couple of times as they walked, and she didn't do anything to discourage his possessive gesture. If anything, it made her feel good and she found herself leaning against him and encouraging him to loop his arm all the way around her waist. It felt so good to feel wanted by a hot, younger man that Sherry all but forgot Eric was her son.
He made her feel like she was Leeann's age, and she found herself acting like a smitten young girl. Before long, she was either hanging on Eric's arm, pushing her tits against him or they were walking holding hands. Neither of them wanted to break physical contact despite being in public. Sherry found herself looking at her boy like he was the most handsome movie star in history. No one could be better looking or more virile in her eyes. She was feeling so giddy she didn't even stop to think about how wrong her feelings were. She just wanted to savor this wonderful day for as long as it lasted. At this point, she didn't even mind the way other men were looking at her in her insanely revealing outfit. If anything, it just made her feel that much prouder to make everyone assume she was Eric's property.
"Mom, everyone thinks you're my girlfriend," he chuckled.
"Oh, that's crazy," she denied yet blushing and giggling like an excited girl at the same time. "You shouldn't say outrageous things like that, especially about your mother."
"But you always said I should tell the truth. And it's definitely true."
"Hmmm, no one is going to think an old lady like me is your girlfriend."
Eric chuckled. "You know it's true, Mom. You don't even look close to your age, and every guy around is practically breaking his neck to look at you."
"That's all your fault. You practically forced me to come out wearing this outfit that barely covers anything."
Her son flashed her a wicked grin. "I couldn't help it. You really look amazing today."
"Sweetie, your mother is half naked today."
"Exactly," he grinned. Then he stopped and hugged her while people kept walking in every direction around them. "You just look so ... okay, hot. I know it's bad but I really didn't want you to change."
"Hmmm. You're such a naughty boy." But Sherry was beyond pleased. She should've discouraged her son from being so forward, but her pulse was pounding with excitement. "Boys aren't supposed to think their mothers are hot," she whispered against his ear.
Eric leaned down and whispered back. "They don't have mothers like you."
Sherry blushed and buried her face against her son's chest. A moment later they continued on their way. As they were passing the famous lingerie shop that was in every other mall in the country, Sherry felt Eric pushing her through the door with his body.



"What are you doing?" she hissed in surprise. She found herself standing inside the entrance to the type of place where women bought things to turn on their lovers, not to wear in front of their sons. It seemed like it was against the rules to even be in that kind of store with him, but she couldn't deny the situation was exciting enough to make her swollen nipples throb.
"We should find you something nice to wear," he said.
"Nice?" Sherry giggled, knowing nice meant skimpy in this case, if not even completely inappropriate.
The giddy mother was aware of other shoppers and a couple of clerks casting furtive glances at them while Eric brazenly helped his mother pick out a few of the skimpiest, laciest looking panties in the store. Sherry had always liked wearing panties that made her feel sexy, but Eric was picking out pairs that were absolutely obscene. It made her giggle outrageously to know he would think his mother would look good in them.
She ended up with a few new pairs, a couple of see-through micro-thongs that Eric would definitely never see. Then a couple of boy-shorts style that rode high across her ass cheeks and a couple of very high cut bikinis.
Before checking out, Sherry told Eric to wait for her on the bench outside the store. After picking out so many things she could never let him see her wearing, she thought it would be fun to find something sexy but that she could still wear in front of him, at least in the privacy of his apartment. She could only go so far with this playful behavior, but it made them both feel so good. As long as they both kept themselves under control everything would be alright.
Now on her own, Sherry scanned the store for just the right thing. It was such a fine line between something that would be sexy enough to surprise him but not cross the line of a mother's decency. It took longer than she thought, since most of what they had made her blush to think of wearing it in front of Eric. She finally found a matching pair of items that were more revealing than she'd hoped, but the more she got used to the way her son was ogling her body the less she wanted him to stop. With the elevated mood she was in, a few naughty looks and hugs seemed perfectly harmless.
On the way back to the car, Eric carried his mother's shopping bags in his left hand while he had his right arm around her waist and his hand on her hip. When they went into the parking garage, there was suddenly no one to be seen. The playful mother and son were all alone and Eric's hand was still on Sherry's hip as she leaned into his body as close as she could while they walked. Calmly and slowly, Eric's hand moved back until he was cupping his mother's right ass cheek in his large palm.
The bold gesture took her by surprise, but she didn't push his hand away. She couldn't. She knew his hand shouldn't be where it was, but she liked it more than she was ready to admit. Her pussy responded immediately, but it had been so long since she'd been touched so intimately she just wanted to enjoy this feeling she hadn't felt in ages.
"What are you doing?" she said, trying to sound stern but not doing a very good job.
"Just walking my beautiful mother to the car," he replied with a smug grin.
"Eric!" she hissed. "Your hand is on my ass."
"Oh, is it? I didn't notice."
Then he brazenly squeezed her flesh. His palm was on top of her shorts, but the tips of his fingers were actually touching the tantalizing crease between her cheek and thigh. Sherry's heart raced with excitement. In some part of her mind there was a natural disapproval of her son's totally inappropriate touch, but her pussy was broiling with excitement. She couldn't help feeling impressed by Eric's daring.
As a man, his touch was telling the object of his love what he wanted, and Sherry hadn't felt so sexy or wanted in years. Yet it was so wrong for a son to be groping his mother's ass in a public parking garage where anyone could walk by at any moment. But who would ever know they were related? The wicked naughtiness of it all only made Sherry feel hotter and sexier.
"You shouldn't be playing grab-ass with your mother, especially in public!" Her mind intended the words to sound like a reprimand, but her tone came out sounding playful.
"Mom," he told her in a discreetly low voice, "you have the most gorgeous ass I've ever seen. It's seriously perfect, and I'm seeing more of it today in those shorts than ever. If you really don't like it just push my hand away. I'll be a good boy if that's what you really want."
Sherry uttered an artificially dramatic sigh. "Well I suppose the damage is already done. You might as well just keep doing what you're doing."
"Mmmmm, I love this ass," Eric muttered as he openly started kneading his mother's butt cheek while they walked.
Sherry's pussy was on fire. Her heart was pounding like a hammer. But all too soon they reached the car. Eric almost seemed calm. Almost. His mother, on the other hand, felt like she was going to start vibrating at any second. She'd basically given him permission to touch her in almost the worst way a son should be touching his mother, but she felt like they were anything but an average mother and son. Eric was special, and she loved the feel of his large hand on her body. She couldn't remember feeling this desirable ever before, and it was Eric's touch that was giving her permission to feel this way.
Being hugged and touched by a gorgeous young man who loved and wanted her was intoxicating. Sherry had always loved her son intensely. Then, with his loving attention during the painful time of her break-up her love for him only grew stronger. She knew it was the same for him. It was obvious from the way he became so attentive to her moods and needs. But now she realized she not only loved her son -- she was in love with him. Could it be that she was always in love with him and just didn't realize it?
But no matter how much they loved each other, they were still related by blood in the closest way there was. As exciting as this day had been so far, there was only so much further they could go before shattering the ultimate taboo. Sherry promised herself she would never let things go that far. But a little playful teasing and touching didn't seem so bad, and it pleased her special man so it pleased her too.
Feeling inspired by the swarm of love and desire now coursing through her veins, Sherry decided to give her son a special treat. Opening the rear door on the passenger's side of her car, she flashed her son a naughty smile and took the shopping bags from him. Then she slowly bent over to place her shopping bags on the back seat, leaning in farther than needed and pushing her barely covered ass back at her son. She was giggling softly as she lightly rocked her hips to make her ass gyrate for her adoring boy. The heat level in her pussy spiked up a few notches as she thought of how shamelessly she was teasing her son.
"Oh fuck," she heard him groan, making her giggle even louder.
Then she felt him touch her ass again, kneading each of her generously rounded cheeks with both his hands. She pulled in a sharp gasp, shocked by his audacity but so excited she could barely breathe. The mother barely heard her own sighs as she held her position and let her son fondle her ass. It felt so good to be squeezed and groped again. Her pussy was sodden and quickly making a mess of the panties she had on beneath her tiny shorts.
"Ohhhh, Mom," Eric said softly.
Then she felt him press up against her out-thrust ass. The front of his pants was now in contact with her buns, and there was an enormous bulge grinding through his clothes against her body. It happened so quickly, and it felt so good, that Sherry never thought of the implications: this was her beloved son grinding his rock hard cock against her ass. His hands moved to her hips and he arrogantly rubbed his excited cock across her spheres. A moment later he was making motions like he was dry humping her, and Sherry was unable to keep her moan of pleasure inside.
Propping herself up on one hand, she twisted and pulled at the nipple erections poking into her skimpy top.
"Baby," she cooed, "this is so bad."
"No, Mom. It's so good," Eric returned without skipping a beat. "So fucking good. God, you're so hot I can't help it."
Sherry kept gyrating her ass against the light, rhythmic humping motion of her son's cock. She wondered if he could tell how wet he was making her pussy. If he suddenly yanked down her shorts and drove his man-sized cock into her pussy she would have been powerless to stop him. She would happily let him fuck her right there. But then a small group of people came walking along the row of cars they were parked in. Feeling a sudden panic, Sherry nudged her son backward with her ass and she backed out from the car and stood up beside him. She was breathless and dazed as the pair stared at each other in disbelief.
Now they were simply two people putting things in their car after shopping. Just like any other couple in the mall. Except they happened to be mother and son, with the mother dressed like a porn star and her son with a raging erection tenting his pants as he kept his back to the people walking by them. Looking at the enormous tent in her son's pants, Sherry was so tempted to touch it, but she forced herself to resist. She closed the back door and handed Eric the keys. "You're driving."
Once inside the car, Sherry was relieved to be hidden from public view. But the sudden interruption of passers-by had brought her mind back to reality. What was she thinking letting her son grind his huge, rock hard boner against her half exposed ass? However, the nagging, wet heat in her pussy proved that her body had a long way to go to catch up with her mind. It didn't help that Eric's cock was just as hard as ever and still forming an impressive bulge in his pants.
The size and mere presence of the excited tent in her son's pants was blurring Sherry's sense of decency. After almost being caught grinding her ass on his cock, she realized they had both far overstepped any normal social boundaries. And she felt responsible. She'd been teasing and encouraging him all afternoon. It was all her fault, and it was up to her to put a stop to this dangerous behavior before the mother and son crossed a line they'd never be able to come back from.
III
Eric drove the car with a smug grin, glancing at his mother every chance he had. The bulge in his pants wasn't going away, and every time Sherry looked at it she wondered if it would really be so bad to cross that supposedly dreaded line. They loved each other with all their hearts. How could the love they had for each other be so wrong? It was such a special kind of love, so much deeper than any average mother and son, and far beyond the love of any supposedly normal couple.
Sherry decided she needed to cum to get her mind clear again. Musing over questions like these with an aching clit and dew-coated fuckhole was a bad idea. She would retreat to her son's shower as soon as they got back where she could finger herself in private and get some relief. Then she'd be able to get some perspective on their delicate situation.
"Honey, why don't we skip the supermarket and just get something delivered tonight?" she suggested.
"Sure, Mom. Anything you want. You look too hot to be cooking anyway."
She couldn't help giggling and blushing at her son's compliment, yet she hadn't forgotten her little plan. And while Eric drove, he kept reaching for that big bulge in his pants and squeezing the shaft. Sherry was intensely fascinated by the sight of her son touching his aroused cock, even just through his pants. By the time they reached his apartment, she was as horny as she could ever remember being. She was afraid it was going to take a bigger orgasm than she could give herself with her fingers to put her mind back on track, but of course she had left her dildos at home.
Back at his building, Eric carried his mother's shopping bags like a gentleman. They were pretty small, though, considering how light and tiny everything she'd bought was.
"Thank you for being such a wonderful gentleman today, baby," Sherry told Eric as soon as they were back inside his apartment. "I really need a shower, though. Why don't you think about what you'd like to order for dinner and I'll be done before you know it."
"Sure, Mom," he replied, pulling his mother into a firm hug. Once again, Sherry's tits were crushed against his large body. "You were so awesome today. I'm just sorry we got interrupted when we got back to the car."
"Hmmm, maybe that's just as well," she said. "I think we were getting a little too caught up in the moment."
"I know you liked it as much as I did, Mom."
"Oh, sweetheart, yes, I did. I loved it. But we can't afford to forget who we are to each other. Boys just don't do things like that to their mothers."
Eric grinned like he was proud of what they did. "If more boys had mothers like you they'd be doing it all the time. That, and much more."
"Oh my god, you can't even be thinking about that. There are rules against incest, you know."
"Yeah, but the guy that made them didn't have a mother like you."
"How did I end up raising such a naughty boy," Sherry giggled, reluctantly pulling out from the hug.
She escaped to the bathroom and started the water running immediately. Considering the scant clothing she had on it didn't take long to strip completely naked and step into the stall. Rubbing a bar of soap over her ripely curved body, Sherry sighed and toyed with her slippery nipples as she thought about her fearless son grinding his enormously aroused cock against her ass. He was so big. So hard. It was like nothing she'd ever felt before.
As one hand strayed to her smoothly shaven pussy, Sherry closed her eyes and brought back the memory of the way Eric's organ had felt grinding against her. She was so wet. Her clit was aching for attention. Keeping one hand in motion over her wet tits, she began rubbing her slit with the other. How did this ever happen? How did she come to fall in love with her own son until she could barely stop thinking about that big, young cock that had been rock hard just for her? How could a boy his age even get that horny for any woman his mother's age?
The moment Eric heard the shower start running, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was leaning against the kitchen counter and started stroking his impressive shaft as he thought back to every moment of the day with his hot, amazing mother.
"This is so bad," he told himself quietly, his hand pumping his granite shaft faster. "And so good."
He couldn't very well jerk off in the bathroom while his mother was taking a shower. It might've been alright to go to his room and stroke off there, but she could walk in at any time. He was well past the point of feeling embarrassed about his mother seeing him stroke himself, but for now he wanted to project more control and composure. He knew she liked those qualities in him. They were part of what got them through the past few years together. He actually did love the idea of letting his hot mother watch him please his rigid cock, but not by accident.
He kept thinking about the way her ass felt back at the car. She'd let him fondle and squeeze her and she'd felt every bit as amazing as she looked. She was a masterpiece of feminine perfection, and no one could ever make his cock throb the way she did. If he could have her the way he really wanted he wouldn't need to waste his time looking for girls whose best quality was that they reminded him of her.
The way she teased him as she bent over into the car drove him crazy. Her shorts were so skimpy that her pussy was nearly bulging out around the seams. Within a few, short minutes his fist was pumping hard while his cock exploded with pleasure, spraying a plentiful load of spunk all over his kitchen floor.
Eric wiped up the mess before his mother finished her shower. She finally came out of the bathroom with a towel around her. It barely fell low enough to cover her pussy.
"Darling, why don't you get cleaned up while I'm dressing? Then we can have dinner, okay?"
Sherry felt better after making herself cum, but the way her son's eyes were traveling up and down her bare legs was threatening to undo the relief she was feeling. His looks alone were almost as arousing as his hands. Fortunately, Eric agreed and went to take a shower. He stopped when he got to the bathroom door.
"Guess you've got some new clothes to change into," he told her suggestively.
Sherry pursed her lips, trying her best to look disapproving. "Darling, your mother is not going to be wearing slutty looking panties around you."
"I know you got something else, too, Mom. You wouldn't be planning a surprise, would you?"
Sherry hadn't thought that far ahead, but after the wakeup call they'd had earlier she knew she couldn't wear any of her new items until she was safely back home and away from the constant temptation of her son and his man-sized cock. Then she could just imagine showing off for him while she played with her toys. That would be much safer. Not nearly as satisfying, but safer for sure.
While Eric was in the shower, Sherry went into his room to get dressed. After making herself cum, she was feeling rational enough to put on a less revealing pair of shorts she brought in her luggage, along with a fresh tank top, but this time with a bra. But she never got those items out of her luggage. She started to, but then she couldn't resist looking through the things she'd bought earlier at the mall. She had decided not to wear them in front of Eric. That would only lead to yet another lapse in judgement. But she couldn't resist at least trying on a few of her purchases just to see how she looked.
Tossing the towel over the back of Eric's desk chair, Sherry started trying on her new panties. They were much sexier than anything else she'd ever bought herself before, but she loved the way they felt. They made her feel like a sensuous vixen. She decided to wear the tiny, see-through micro-thong her son had picked out, giggling at the way he must have imagined what she'd look like in it.
She started to put her more conservative shorts on but suddenly stopped herself again. Thinking of how Eric had been looking at her all day, she didn't see any harm in giving him a little more motherly eye candy. It was a line they already crossed, but it didn't mean they had to cross any others. Besides, she had gotten that new pair of shorts and top with him in mind, and it made her giggle like a teenager to imagine his reaction. All of her earlier logic went out the window when she thought of how good it made her feel to have her son's eyes eating up her voluptuous body. As long as she didn't let him rub his cock against her again everything would be fine.
Sherry pulled out the sheer, white booty shorts she bought that afternoon and pulled them up her shapely legs. They rode even higher across her ass cheeks than the denim shorts, and they let the sleek lines of her fancy new thong show through the material. Then she pulled on the matching top. It was cut in a low, U shaped neckline and hugged her tits as it ended below them, but still left a couple inches of her midriff exposed. Like the shorts, the top was just sheer enough to let the dark pink of her areolas show but without making her look naked.
There was no question. This was the kind of outfit a seductive woman would wear for a lover she wanted to seduce, but Sherry was about to wear it for her own son. Her heart was beating wildly. Despite the way he'd been looking at her all day, she was still worried if he would like it. Maybe he'd think she looked like a whore. Would he think it meant she was telling him it was okay to go further like they did in the parking garage? She told herself she only needed to set firm boundaries and everything would be alright. Then she went out of the bedroom to the open area of the apartment.



Eric was sitting on the couch waiting for her. Sherry's pulse was racing, but when she saw the look on her son's face it raced even faster. His jaw actually dropped and he had trouble speaking. She blushed and felt even more naked than she looked.
Eric was freshly showered and sitting there in nothing but a pair of tight boxer briefs and a T shirt. This wasn't unusual on nights they stayed home, but Sherry felt her breath catch in her throat when her son's hand briefly squeezed the crotch of his briefs.
"Mom. Wow. You look ... holy fuck you look so good."
"This is all your fault. I never would've bought this if you hadn't shoved me into that store."
"I'm glad I did. Come give me a better look."
"How do I let you talk me into these things," she said dramatically. But there was still that eager smile on her supple lips.
Feeling more nervous than she wanted to let on, Sherry took a slow, sexy walk back and forth in front of the couch. She took a deep breath and turned around, revealing the way half of her full, heart-shaped ass was hanging out the bottom of the shorts. It was so strange to feel so obscene yet so beautiful at the same time. Only her adoring son had the power to make her feel that way.
Sherry finally turned around and faced her son who was gazing at her with such a loving smile she couldn't help feeling warm all over. Her pulse was still beating wildly. She'd never purposely dressed so seductively for anyone. It was so wrong, but the intense love in his eyes made Sherry feel like they could do anything together. She was achingly aware of how swollen her nipples were, and Eric was looking at them hungrily. The bulge in his briefs was steadily growing bigger while his mother's pussy was already feeling as moist and hot as it had before making herself cum in the shower.
Eric leaned back against the couch and calmly let his legs move farther apart. The shape of his growing cock was clearly outlined in the clingy material of his briefs. His mother's face felt hot as she watched his hand drift over his bulge to lightly rub along that impressive shaft.
"Mom," he sighed wistfully, his voice dripping with love and affection despite the intense lust in his eyes. "You're so amazing. Seriously the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. This has been the best day of my life so far."
"Baby," she said haltingly, struggling for the right words. "Everything we've done today -- what we're doing right now -- is so wrong. Mothers and sons just don't do these things together."
"I know, Mom. You keep saying that. But ..."
"But," she cut him off. "No one ever looked at me like you do, darling. No one ever loved me so much." Sherry felt like she was on the verge of crying while the electric pulse of desire continued shooting through every part of her lush body. "I love you so much."
"Mom, I could never love anyone the way I love you."
He was so young, but so sure of his words. Sherry was beginning to lose sight of the boundaries she'd set up in her mind. She thought she should sit on the opposite end of the couch from her son, out of his reach, but she held her ground in front of him. The way he was looking at her and rubbing that cock felt so wickedly beautiful she never wanted the feeling to end.
"You liked it today when people thought I was your girlfriend, didn't you?" She could barely get the words out.
"You know I did," he said. "You could feel how much I liked it when we got back to the car. I tried pretending you weren't my mother, but that wasn't as good. You are my mother and you always will be, and when you were grinding that perfect ass on my cock I just kept thinking my mother is the hottest babe I've ever seen, and I want to make her my girlfriend now. I would've cum right in my pants if those people didn't come along."
Sherry felt shocked, yet everything Eric had just said was true for her, too. Suddenly she giggled. "Am I going to be my own son's girlfriend from now on?"
Eric grinned as happily as his mother had ever seen. "Yes," he told her without the slightest tone of doubt. "You're going to be my girlfriend. And of course I'm going to be your boyfriend. Your son, but your boyfriend. We'll have to keep it secret except on days like today where no one knows us. We'll be a couple, but then so much more because we'll always be mother and son no matter what."
"Oh god," Sherry sighed. Her pussy flushed with creamy heat at Eric's confident words. She knew he meant every one of them. Yet a lingering doubt still drifted through the back of her mind. "Baby, if I were, ummm, your girlfriend, your lover-mother, what about Leeann? Or other hot, young girls who want you?"
In reply, Eric lifted his ass off the cushion and pushed his briefs down. He pushed them all the way off and then sat back again with his big, proud cock standing long and thick. He gripped the sturdy shaft and held it upright for his mother to see.
"This would belong exclusively to you, Mom," he said, giving himself a slow stroke. "Every inch is yours. I don't want anyone else."
Sherry almost felt like she was in shock. Her son was completely naked. His cock was so big and handsome, and so hard within the grip of his big, strong hand. His mother's knees felt like they were about to go out from under her. She was a beautiful, youthful mother filled with aching lust for her own son, and watching him calmly stroke his luscious erection right before her eyes was making her wish they could have confessed their deepest feelings long ago.
While Eric continued stroking, Sherry leaned over to pull her skintight shorts down her smooth, shapely legs. She stood back up with her miniscule thong still in place, yet knowing her hairless pussy was still perfectly visible through the sheer fabric. Even so, she pulled the scant V of material to the side, revealing her pulsing sex mound to her son for the first time.
"Do you want this, baby?" she asked with a quavering voice. "Do you want Mommy's pussy to be yours and only yours?" Her hand trembled as much as her voice as she raked her fingers seductively over her silky mound. Her heart nearly exploded as she thought of her son finally discovering how smooth his mother's pussy was.
"I do," he said, reminding Sherry of a groom taking his wedding vows. "I never want anyone but you."
Eric's hand continued moving up and down his luscious cock as he spoke. His eyes were trained on his mother with the most piercing gaze she'd ever experienced. There was the hot fire of lust in them, but something much deeper, too. Sherry's body was burning up and she couldn't stop rubbing her pussy while her stare went back and forth between her son's face and his cock. He was so perfect, and the fact that he was her son only deepened that realization for her. If there were going to be consequences to her fucking her son, she now knew they'd be even worse if she didn't. They were meant for this.
"Mom, you have no idea how long I've wanted you," he said.
Sherry was surprised by his confession, but it made sense, too. It explained so much of his recent behavior. "Are we really going to do this?" she asked, as if talking to herself instead of him.
Eric stood up and went to her, standing close enough that the tip of his cock was nudging her. The mere touch of his throbbing organ felt like a spark on her skin.
"Your dick is touching Mommy," she said with a naughty giggle, looking down at his virile organ in a daze.
"Touch it, Mommy," he said. "I want you to see what it feels like. I need you to know how hard it feels because of you."
"Hard for Mommy," she whispered. It felt like she was in a trance as she saw the movement of her own hand, going from her pussy to curl around the thick, granite shaft of her boy's rod.
"Oh god," Eric moaned at his mother's first touch.
He was breathing heavily as she began stroking him. He was thick and throbbing and red hot in her hand. "Oh, yes, Mommy, jerk that cock for me. That feels so good."
Sherry lifted her eyes from his cock to his face. "Do you like the way Mommy jerks that big, hard cock, baby?"
"Yes, fuck, ahhhh yesssss," he moaned.
Sherry smeared his precum up and down his proud shaft while he began fondling her tits through her thin top. The way she was talking to him didn't seem like her, but the fact that he was standing naked beside her and moaning with pleasure over the way she was touching his cock didn't seem like her, either. These weren't the kinds of things a mother like her wouldn't actually do, only dream about them in secret. But the way her son's man flesh was pulsing in her hand was all too real, and there was no way she could bring herself to stop.
Then Eric kissed his mother forcefully. As hot as she was, no man had ever shown so much desire for her as her son. She readily opened her mouth to Eric's invading tongue and savored their sinful kiss of sordid desire. She kissed him back with equal fury while his large hands pushed her top above her tits, baring them for his searching hands. He kneaded those full, firm globes of flesh and tweezed her nipples firmly, sending a fresh rush of steaming nectar throughout her pussy. She was so wet she was already soaking her upper thighs, going wet and slick beyond her tiny thong.
Eric's intensely hungry kiss was making her weak, but not so she couldn't devour his mouth in return with just as much hunger. His large, groping hands on her aching tits made her nectar flow even harder. It had been so long since a man had touched her motherly melons that way. Her nipples were on fire with sensation and she gripped his raging cock tighter, aching with as much desire to please her man as herself.
One of his hands moved down from her tits to fondle her fully exposed ass, but it quickly moved to the front. Sherry felt her son's large fingers push past the tiny V shaped front of her thong and slipped along the sodden lips of her pussy. She moaned and gasped into his mouth while parting her feet wider, giving her man-boy greater access to his mother's dripping core. When he pushed a finger upward into her hole her head fell back as she cried out in surprise.
"Fuck, baby, fuck, that feels so good," she hissed in a husky, lust-filled tone.
Eric's finger was soon stoking in and out of his mother's cream-coated hole, slipping and sliding across her G spot. Then a second finger joined the first, doubling her pleasure. When she felt his thumb grind over her clit at the same time her pleasure tripled.
"Ohhhh god, yes, baby, Mommy needs you!" she moaned.
Eric leaned over and took turns sucking each of his mother's swollen nipples. She couldn't help being reminded of a babe suckling his mother's laden tits for life-giving milk, yet this was a man, a real man, sucking the tits of his woman for the sheer pleasure of mutual love.
Sherry couldn't remember ever having an orgasm standing up, but today that's exactly what happened. The skillful stroke and rub of Eric's hand along with the hungry suction of her nipples soon had her shivering with a striking climax of vibrating pleasure. She thought she squirted a little bit on her son's hand, but she wasn't entirely sure. She was so wet to begin with that it felt like half her body was swimming in a mother's dripping love sauce.
Before she knew what was happening, Eric was holding her even closer and pushing his fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste the tangy juice of her own desire. She sucked his fingers clean, still in a daze from her climax. There was a lingering dizziness as she felt herself being guided to the couch, then down to sit. Eric pulled up on his mother's top, lifting it off as she raised her arms to let him. She was now fully naked except for her tiny thong, which did little to cover anything.
His marble column of man cock bobbed and dangled enticingly before her face. The prominent head was swimming in its own precum and Sherry was aching to taste her baby's ooze. But before she had a chance to lean in and lick his cock, Eric knelt down between her legs and pushed them up and open so her knees were up nearly against her shoulders.
"Baby," she uttered breathlessly, "what are you ..."
"I need this, Mom," he nearly growled. "Your pussy belongs to me now and I'm going to take it every way I know."
"Ohhhh fuck," his mother mewled weakly as he leaned in and licked the entire length of her slit.
Sherry barely realized her asshole was also exposed until she felt Eric's tongue wiggle against her pucker and then slip upward to lap at her slit once more. He lapped and suckled all around her throbbing clit, then taking his time to shove his hungry tongue deep in his mother's sopping wet fuckhole.
Eric was ravenous as he devoured her asshole and pussy. It felt like his wet tongue was moving in every direction at once. It wasn't long before she felt his finger slipping into her ass, using the trickling flow of her cunt honey as lube for his invading finger. Sherry's eyes opened wide as she watched her own son laboring at her cunt with his mouth and deftly fingering her asshole at the same time.
The feeling of his finger sliding rhythmically in and out of her ass while he suckled her clit like one of her nipples sent his passionate mother into the stratosphere. Her body rocked and shivered with an explosion of joyful lust she never imagined possible. She had just had the best two orgasms of her life, eagerly given to her by her son. She didn't know what kind of depraved person she was turning into, but she felt happy and loved in a way she'd never felt before.
Looking down, Sherry found her boy licking the excess juices from his lips while his finger was still embedded in her ass. Looking back up at her, he slowly drew his finger back out.
"I love the way you cum," he told her, standing back up.
"You make Mommy cum so hard, baby," she sighed breathlessly. But Sherry knew she needed to recover as quickly as she could. Her boy's big, throbbing cock was swaggering right in front of her again, and she wasn't about to let him get away without cumming just as hard as she had. Reaching for his pole, she started stroking him again. "Don't you want Mommy to suck this big, beautiful cock for you?" she teased.
"I've been waiting forever to hear you say that."
Eric got on the couch, half sitting and half lying across it with his shoulders propped up on the arm. His right foot was on the floor while he lifted the left up on the back, bringing his stiff cock and cum-filled balls into full view of his mother. Sherry knelt on the floor and leaned close, taking his fat prick into her hand and stroking his shaft while she studied every detail of his remarkable organ.
"I love how you shave, baby," the woman cooed adoringly. Holding him by the shank, she drew her finger over the smoothly shaven skin all around the base of his shaft and balls. Then she leaned closer and licked all around where her finger had just explored. Within moments, Sherry started running her tongue up and down his steely pole. His breathy sighs made her feel bolder and hungrier for his taste. She ran her tongue around the ridge of his dome, lapping up as much of his precum as she could, but as much as she lapped into her mouth more came oozing from the tip.
Taking Eric's cock head between her lips and sucking half the length of his shaft into her mouth felt like the most natural thing in the world. The second she heard his deep moan of pleasure she knew this was what she was always meant for. She had always enjoyed sucking a nice cock, but doing it for her precious son was a labor of love on a whole other level. His moans and the way he rocked his hips to go deeper into her mouth only made her pussy simmer with fresh arousal.
"Mom, oh Mom, fuck that feels so good," Eric groaned.
Sherry paused to look up at her man with a loving smile. "You like the way Mommy sucks your cock, baby?"
"It's the best feeling in the world," he sighed. "I can't believe how good your mouth feels."
"Hmmm, you haven't even been in my pussy yet," she giggled. Eric groaned at the thought while his mother took his soaking wet rod back in her mouth. She stroked his shaft with her moist, pliant lips while stroking the lower half with her hand. She caressed his smooth balls with the other hand and sucked until she was sure he was about to shoot his load.
Sherry was dying to take her man's cum in her mouth, but being their first time together she decided to put off that mutual pleasure until another time. Reluctantly, she released his delicious man flesh from her mouth and stood up. He was staring at her in awe. His dazed expression made her giggle after far too long since seeing that look on a man's face. But seeing her son look at her that way was intoxicating. She had never felt sexier or more beautiful in her life, and all of her earlier conflict was gone. She didn't care what society's rules were. This was the best thing she'd ever done. It felt so right it was perfect. There was no one else she was meant to love this much but her hot, horny son.
She climbed onto the couch and Eric pulled his leg off the back so his mother could straddle him. She held his thick rod against her pussy and teased him by rubbing her clit along the underside of his shaft.
"Wanna fuck your mommy, baby? Wanna shove this big, hot dick back in the same hole you came from?" she crooned. She couldn't believe the words coming out of her own mouth, but they only made her aching hole drip with a fresh flush of juices.
"I need it, Mom," her boy growled anxiously. "I need that hot, wet pussy and I need it now."
Sherry giggled. "My, my, what an eager boy. And with such a big, hard, nasty cock, too."
She lifted high enough to push his rod down between her thighs and nestle the head at the entrance to her cunt. The touch of his member between the slippery petals of her hole brought the reality of their mutual need crashing down in an avalanche of lust. Sherry didn't have it in herself to tease him anymore. She needed that rock hard fuckstick inside her just as badly as he needed to fuck her. She sank lower, swirling her hips in a sexual dance as she took his bone deeply into her body.
"Uhhhh, ohhhh, baby, fuck!" she cried, feeling the full length of her son's cock fill the void between her legs. "I can't believe you're really inside me," she moaned.
"Mom ... fuck ... your pussy feels so good," he groaned. "Soooo fucking good."
"Is Mommy tight enough for you, baby?" she mewled. "Is it as good as that college slut pussy?"
"Better," her son growled. "You feel so hot and tight, Mom. Fffffuck, it's so good!"
Sherry braced her hands on Eric's chest for balance and began rocking up and down his throbbing tool. He was the perfect size for her, stretching her pussy just enough without feeling uncomfortable. She milked him with her clasping sheath, dragging her sex lips up and down that thick piece of man-grizzle until her clit was burning with uncontrollable pleasure.
While she rode his hard on like a dancer, Eric gripped and fondled his mother's shapely ass, kneading her flesh while she bucked faster and harder on his length. Her tits were heaving and swaying wildly in his face and he soon moved his hands to cup her glorious melons, so big and full her motherly tit flesh overflowed his large hands. He began rocking his hips in concert with the rhythm of hers, grinding his cock into her rippling cunt while she fucked him like a woman possessed. His hands squeezed hard on her tits. No one had ever dared squeeze them as hard as Eric did. If it were anyone else she would have told them to back off and be gentle, but now all she wanted was to feel as much sensation as she could. She loved his tight, desperate grasp.
Every nerve ending within her syrup-coated cunt was alive with feeling. This was something so much more than a simple cock inside her pussy. This was a joy beyond everything. This was her own son, now a magnificent man, ramming his swollen prick into the very same body he came from.



"Baby, baby, fuck, baby...pound Mommy's cunt like a man!" Sherry cried.
Eric was suddenly throwing his mother off the top and setting her back against the opposite arm of the couch. She ended up in the same position he was just in, except her legs were splayed open wide. Her son took his rightful place between her legs and fed the full length of his big cock back into her aching hole. He began pumping and pounding into her, forcing her monumental tits to heave and shake with every powerful lunge of his body.
"Oh, ohhhhhh, arrrrrggghhh, FUCK ME!" she cried, relishing the hot mash of her son's hairless balls against her puckerhole with every thrust.
While he fucked her, Eric kissed his mother hard, then lowered his head to feast on her glorious tits. But the whole time he never let up in his relentless pumping of meat into her sloshing core. Sherry suddenly felt like the breath was being sucked from her body as the most powerful climax she'd ever experienced crashed through her soul like a massive wave crashing on the shore.
Eric fucked his mother harder and faster, but there was no way he could hold on any longer once her pussy started clasping on his pole in her orgasmic trance. With a growl that came from deep in his core, he hammered his cock with building force while his hot, fertile man-spunk shot up the length of his shaft and filled his mother's churning hole until the excess was dripping back out and down his balls.
Sherry threw her arms around his shoulders when he crumpled onto his naked mother. Only then did she realize she was still wearing her brand new thong panties and wondered if they'd ruined them. She giggled silently and held her boy as he kissed her sweaty neck. Then he kissed her mouth and they made out lazily until his spent cock began to relax and slipped free of her pussy.
They lay together on the couch for a long time, holding onto each other before either one could speak.
"This is really bad," Sherry said softly.
"I thought it was perfect, Mom. That was the most amazing experience of my life."
"It was for me, too, baby. But ..."
"But what?"
"After this, I could never go back to being with anyone else."
"Good. Because we already decided we're going be together, just you and me. Or were you just saying that because you needed my dick so bad?" he chuckled.
"Hmmm, well I did need it bad. Really bad. But I said it because I love you more than anyone in the world."
"I love you, too, Mom. I could never love anyone nearly as much. But, um, I don't mind you being too horny for my cock to think straight."
Sherry giggled like a teenaged girl in love. "I'm glad to hear you finally say that," she told her son. "Because it's still early and Mommy's gonna need much more of that hot, gorgeous cock before we're through."
"Mmmmm," Eric moaned, kissing his mother like he owned her body and soul.
And already, her man's resilient, young prick was growing hard against her skin. She didn't bother wishing they started this long before. All that mattered was that they had each other now.
Now and for always.
IV
The weekend Sherry finally discovered that the irresistible feeling of her son's huge cock pumping deep into her motherly pussy was the best of her life. She ended up taking an extra day and didn't return to her own house until Monday. This made her usual wait until Friday a day shorter, which suited her just fine. She couldn't wait to see her new lover again and feel his eager touch. Even so, they spent a lot of time texting each other every night, and by Wednesday they talked on the phone and masturbated together.
Sherry hadn't felt so happy in years. And she couldn't believe her own son was capable of making her cum harder than any other man in her life. Even though the wait before going back to see him again was a day shorter this time, the time seemed interminable. She was craving her boy's cock between her legs until she thought she'd explode. And she told him so every night when they talked. They would get so excited talking about the weekend they just had and all the things they wanted to do on the next one that they ended up masturbating and cumming together every time.
Sherry reminded herself it was only a few days despite feeling like weeks before she would be with her ultimate lover again. She couldn't help wondering if Eric would end up seeing Leann to relieve his needy, young cock before she could get back to him. Part of her wouldn't blame him if he did. She was hot and so much younger. There were plenty of reasons to feel jealous, but Sherry had to remember she was still Eric's mother, no matter how much she was in love him and his luscious cock.
Wouldn't a man as young and virile as Eric need something more sooner or later? Sherry started to think that the best way to hold on to what she had with her son was to give him a little freedom. She'd never been the liberal type in that way, willing to share her man's cock with anyone else, but the irony was that her maternal side felt a weird sort of pride in knowing she'd raised a son who could please women. There were times the very thought of it made her pussy clench with arousal.
Through each of those interminable weekdays away from Eric, Sherry was torn between her naturally possessive side as a woman in love and her more nurturing maternal side. Yet her thoughts always came back to the feeling of her boy-man's finger slipping inside her ass, his tongue hungrily exploring the sodden folds of her slit, and the hot, solid surge of his amazing cock thrusting into her pussy.
Sherry lost track of the number of times she fingered herself through that Tuesday and Wednesday while thinking of her son. When he called her on Wednesday night, they spent a long time talking and masturbating together, until they shared a mutual orgasm.
"Mom, I need more than just your voice," Eric said afterwards. "I miss you more than ever. I need to touch you."
"I miss you, too, baby," Sherry replied with a wistful sigh. Then her voice dropped to a reverent whisper. "I need your cock inside me, baby. So much." Even just talking to her son this way made her heart race with excitement.
"I don't think you should wait for the weekend to come back," he said. "Can you come back tomorrow? It's practically the weekend anyway."
Sherry couldn't suppress a smile at her son's logic. But even more, she was smiling at the way he needed her back as much as she needed to be back with him. The idea of waiting two more days to be with him again seemed impossible, and there was no reason she couldn't go back except that he would have his classes to deal with up until the weekend. She would simply have to wait for him while he was out, but at least she'd be there for him when he was free. By the end of the call, Sherry promised her son she'd be there the next day.
The anxious mother only managed to sleep that night because the shared orgasm with Eric over the phone had helped relax her. Yet she woke up earlier than usual and was eager to make the trip that would bring her into the arms of her son, who was now the man of her life.
This time, Sherry packed more things to take with her. First, since she was starting her weekly stay with Eric early she would need more outfits to wear. But she also decided to leave some things in his apartment, like some extra clothes and toiletries. He'd suggested it several times before, and now she decided if he wasn't worried about having to explain it to girls then she wasn't either. Besides, she was the girl in his life now. She didn't expect to get there and be greeted by a half-naked girl coming out of his bedroom like she was the previous weekend.
So with two bags packed instead her usual one, Sherry left for Eric's. She put on a lightweight sundress for the ride, which was daringly short and low cut on top. It had a floral print against a white background that highlighted her nicely tanned skin. If Eric thought she was beautiful, she wanted to do everything she could to make sure he kept thinking that way.
By the time Sherry got to her son's apartment her pussy was moist with sensation. The whole time she was driving there she couldn't stop thinking about her man's cock and how good it felt whether it was just in her hand or mouth or deep inside her aching hole. Remembering the way he touched her like he owned every inch of her body made her shiver. And then there was the way he'd licked and fingered her asshole. God, that was so dirty, but so hot and beautiful. She never expected ass play to feel so good. Eric's finger had slid inside so naturally, and Sherry couldn't help wondering if her tiny nether hole would accommodate his enormous cock.
Eric was still in class, but Sherry found the usual sink full of dishes and cups that needed washing. Maybe she was spoiling him, but it made her feel good to do things like that for him. She giggled out loud when she discovered the act of washing her son's dishes was making her pussy ache. She didn't feel like she was cleaning up after an irresponsible boy but more like a busy husband or boyfriend. The thought made her feel warm all over.
"Oh my god," she said aloud in the empty apartment. "What is my son doing to me? Even washing dishes makes me horny now." But she knew deep down this was just the happy condition of a young mother in love.
She laughed again and finally finished the dishes. She thought about masturbating on Eric's bed while she waited for him to get home but decided against it. It was more exciting to save her eager pussy for her special boy. After the phone calls they had over the past couple of days, Sherry knew her son was just as horny for her as she was for him.
He'd probably come back and need to fuck her immediately, but there were still a couple of hours before he was due back. At least it was better to wait for him there than be back at her house with another whole day of waiting. And this way, his woman would be right there for him the minute he walked in the door with her legs open as wide as he needed them.
Sherry took a seat on the couch and started scrolling through one of her social media pages on her phone. She was distracted by her thoughts of Eric, but at least it was a way to pass the time. After a few minutes, she stood up just long enough to slip off her panties. It was a pale blue thong made of lycra, one of the purchases Eric suggested on their naughty shopping trip last weekend. She felt good wearing them, but they were growing damp from her constant state of arousal so she left them on the top of the coffee table.
Sitting back down, Sherry slipped her hand under her dress and gave her smooth mound a quick rub as she went back to the page on her phone. It was hard to resist giving herself more, but she was determined to wait for Eric to come home and give her what she really needed most. His big, delicious cock.
The problem with touching her pussy at all right now, even as lightly as she was, was that it only made her slit hotter and wetter. Reluctantly, she pulled her hand out from under her dress and sucked her fingers clean while she tried to distract herself with her phone. It was only a few minutes later when there was a fateful knock on the door.
It was probably one of her son's friends from school, one of those young college boys who looked at her like she was just another hot, scantily clad coed on campus. Letting one of Eric's friends see her there in her revealing dress in the middle of a weekday seemed like fun. Her oversized tits were beautifully displayed as well as her shapely legs, nearly all the way to her sumptuous ass. It would just be a little harmless fun to tease one of Eric's friends with the treasures only he was allowed to savor.
Sherry rose off the couch with a devious giggle and went to answer the door. Discovering that Leeann was the one who came knocking took her by surprise, and not so pleasantly. She didn't think her son would be seeing Leeann behind her back. In fact she was sure he wasn't since the younger girl would've kept him too drained to be able to cum as many times as he had during their phone calls the last few days.
Sherry wasn't surprised to see Leeann dressed to show off her curvy, young body, but it felt weird to see the girl was wearing the same style dress with the same white background and just a different color floral pattern. Otherwise, Leeann's dress showed off shapely, supple legs that weren't quite as thick as Sherry's, and those big tits that weren't quite as big either.
"Oh, hi," Sherry said, doing her best to sound more polite than she felt. "Leeann, right?"
"You remembered," the girl said, visibly surprised.
"I'm sorry, but Eric's not here."
Sherry was hoping the girl would just go away. Forever. Yet she couldn't help being a little fascinated. Seeing Leeann in what was practically the same dress made the resemblance between them that much more striking. If the three of them were ever out in public together -- something Sherry knew would never happen -- strangers would be quicker to assume Leann was Sherry's daughter than Eric was her son. Eric didn't necessarily look like his father, but he favored that side of his heritage.
"I actually came to see you," Leeann said, her whole demeanor feeling different from the first time they'd met. Maybe having had Eric's cock in her pussy soon before their encounter had made the girl cockier.
Sherry raised her brow in curiosity. "Me?"
"Yes. I was driving by and recognized your car in the parking lot from last weekend. I know Eric's still in class, so I was hoping you'd have a few minutes to talk."
This was certainly unexpected, and Sherry couldn't help feeling curious. She also found herself more and more fascinated by the girl's resemblance to her, even down to their taste in sundresses. She invited the younger girl in.
Being a college guy's apartment, there was a shortage of comfortable places to sit, so Sherry and Leann each took one end of the couch and angled themselves to see each other more easily. That was when Sherry remembered she'd taken off her slut panties and left them on the coffee table. They were close enough to Leeann that the girl could just lean forward and pick them up. It seemed as if the girl hadn't noticed them, but Sherry couldn't pick them up without calling attention to them. Her only hope was that Leeann wouldn't notice.
The older woman waited for the younger one to speak. She remembered the girl was anything but shy, and as fascinating as she was, Sherry didn't want to make it easy for her. After the way she seemed so brash and overly confident the other day, Eric's mother took a little wicked pleasure in seeing the girl hesitate nervously. She did her best to suppress a satisfied smile.
"So, uh," Leeann started, then paused. "The thing is, I was wondering if I did or said something to make you not like me when we met the other day. I guess I probably came off as kind of, well, kinda slutty maybe. Not that I'd blame you for thinking that, under the circumstances and all. But I'm really not like that, even if I kind of look like I am."
Sherry was again surprised. At the same time, it was hard not to look at the girl's curvy body nearly falling out of her dress and think anything except she had to be a slut. But then again, Sherry was wearing practically the same dress, with even more tit flesh bulging out over the top. The older woman suddenly felt bad about judging the girl for the way she was dressed.
"I'm not sure I understand," Sherry said. "Why would you care what I think?"
"Eric hasn't answered any of my text messages since that morning, and I wondered if you might've said something to him. It's not hard to see you're really important to him, and I really didn't think he's the kind of guy to just blow me off after the night we had, if you know what I mean."
"Uh, yes, I'm pretty sure I know just what you mean," Sherry said, tight-lipped.
Leeann let the older woman's veiled insult go by. "I really like your son," she went on. "A lot. We haven't known each other that long, but it doesn't take a genius to see how special Eric is."
"We can definitely agree on that," Sherry smiled.
Leeann smiled back, weakly. "So I thought if you got a bad first impression maybe if you got to know me better you could say something to Eric. I promise I wouldn't get in the way of everything between the two of you."
Sherry's face went red. Leeann talked as if she knew the mother and son were fucking, which hardly seemed possible. She knew Eric wouldn't have said anything to her, especially if she was complaining that he wasn't responding to her text messages. Or maybe she was just letting paranoia over happily fucking her son get the best of her.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," Sherry said in a tone that couldn't have sounded guiltier.
Leeann looked surprised, but then smiled, like she'd just landed a fish she didn't expect to catch.
"I just meant that you and Eric are very, umm, close," the girl said carefully. "He's very possessive of his weekends with you."
Sherry blushed even deeper when she thought of the previous weekend they had. "That's only because Eric became the man of the house ever since his father left us," she explained, almost stammering. "He's had to take up a lot of his father's responsibilities."
Sherry didn't realize the implication of her words until she saw the sly smile on Leeann's face. "That's what I thought," she said quietly but with a pointed tone. "But I wanted you to know I don't mind. I'd never tell anyone, and anyway I ... like it. I mean I really like it."
Eric's mom sat on her end of the couch not knowing what to say. Then Leeann started telling Sherry about meeting Eric and hitting it off. He was so much nicer than any of the guys she was used to before him. She loved how respectful he was, yet he had a way of looking at her that made her feel like the only girl in the world.
"Of course now I realize that's mainly because I look so much like you," the younger girl went on. "I look even more like you than he does."
Leeann continued to tell Sherry about the night she spent with Eric before the other woman showed up that morning last weekend. Sherry was shocked when Leeann didn't leave out any details about the way they started kissing and tearing off each other's clothes, and how she noticed Eric's pictures of his scantily mother.
"I guess the weird thing is that I never thought it was weird," Leeann mused. "It was so sweet. I could see how much he loves you. And I guess I also just got so ... well, so turned on."
Sherry started to feel breathless. And more intrigued than she wanted to admit.
The younger girl took a deep breath and went into copious detail about encouraging Eric to call her Mommy while they were fucking. "Oh my god," she reminisced. "He took that huge cock and pumped my pussy like a machine. Oops. Sorry. But I've never been fucked like that before and I know he was thinking about you. I even caught him sneaking looks at your picture while he was plowing his huge cock in me."
Sherry couldn't help but giggle, knowing exactly how the girl felt after being passionately fucked by her son. At the same time, she couldn't help feeling aroused after hearing about their incestuous role play. She found herself beginning to like Leeann, and the jealousy she'd felt before was gradually ebbing away. It was more like they had a secret bond between them.
"I guess you know what that feels like," Leeann said.
"Yes, I do," Sherry admitted, feeling a sense of relief come over her. She then explained to Leeann how the previous weekend was their first time together sexually. "I guess it was inevitable," the older woman confessed. "And I'd be lying if I said you didn't have a lot to do with giving us the push we needed."



Sherry was amazed how liberating it felt to have someone to talk to openly about fucking Eric. Someone who didn't think it was the least bit wrong.
"So the thing I'm wondering," Leeann finally said, "is if I could ever meet a guy as amazing as Eric and be loved as much as he obviously loves you."
There was a wistful look in the girl's watery eyes, and Sherry's heart immediately went out to her. She could tell the girl was falling in love with her son, and a mother should feel happy about that, not like a jealous lover. But Sherry felt both all at once. She also wondered if keeping her son from having a traditional relationship was the wrong thing to do. Could she be risking making her son feel trapped sometime in the future?
As she looked at Leeann, Sherry felt like she was looking at herself at a younger age. It was a strange trick of logic, but if Eric was in love with his mother, he could easily be in love with Leeann, too. It was almost as if they were two versions of the same woman. Leeann also looked flushed, and Sherry realized the girl was getting aroused from their conversation about each of them getting fucked by the same guy. She wanted to think of something reassuring to tell the girl, but the mutual ache in their pussies was getting in the way.
"Sweetie," Sherry called the girl without thinking, "I think this little talk we're having is affecting you the same way as me."
Leeann grinned deviously. In a move that would've shocked Sherry an hour ago, the girl uncrossed her legs and pulled the bottom of her dress up around her hips, revealing her smoothly shaved pussy with no panties. As she opened her thighs, Leeann also revealed a wetly glistening set of sex lips.
"I don't know," the younger girl said, still grinning. "Are you as wet as this?"
With a racing heart, Sherry leaned back and lifted her own dress, also revealing her own wet pussy. They both laughed over the fact that neither of them was wearing panties. But then Leeann's gaze turned intense.
"Wow," she said. "Even our pussies look alike."
Sherry might not have noticed that, but the girl was right. They both had those slender, dainty looking outer set of pussy lips, and one was just as wet and warm as the other. Leeann brought a hand between her legs and gently rubbed her slit, uttering a pleasurable sigh, but her eyes were still staring straight between the older woman's open thighs.
"You have such a pretty pussy," the girl said. "I can't stop thinking about Eric's cock going up inside you over and over again. God, I wish I could see that."
"Oh, this is so bad," Sherry sighed as she started rubbing her own pussy.
For the next couple of minutes, the two lookalikes fingered their pussies, each watching the other in awe. Sherry was even more turned on hearing Leeann talk about watching Eric fuck her. She couldn't explain why, but the idea was insanely arousing. She'd never done anything that bold before. For that matter, she'd never fingered herself with another girl watching and joining.
"It feels so good, though," the younger girl moaned as her index finger circled over her clit.
Sherry's breathing was loud and deep, as if the sodden condition of her pussy wasn't enough to display her level of excitement. Watching Leeann touch her pussy was so much like Sherry watching herself. She was fascinated and growing more aroused by the second. As she gazed at the younger girl's pussy, she couldn't stop thinking about her son putting his tongue and cock in that very same hole. It would be like being able to see what the mother and son looked like together.
"He fucked that pussy, didn't he?" Sherry said, gazing at the other girl's open slit. "He licked it and pushed his tongue inside, too, didn't he?"
Sherry already knew the answer, but she was dying to hear Leeann say it.
"Fuck, yes," the younger girl moaned. "Your son's cock filled up my hole so good. He got so excited when he called me Mommy and pumped me so full of cum."
To Sherry, this sounded so obscene. So sordid and tawdry. And yet her pussy was raging with heat. She slipped a finger into her hole and started fucking herself, fully aware of Leeann's steady gaze. She actually craved the girl's lusty attention, and the schlick, schlick, schlick of their simultaneous fingering made it that much hotter.
Leeann slipped two fingers into her hole and started pumping herself while she kept rubbing her clit with the other hand. Sherry was enthralled by the sight, but even more so after hearing the girl talk about the way Eric had filled her pussy with cum. She added another finger into her hole and curled them up into her G spot. Through deep, staggered breaths, Sherry told the girl how Eric had filled her pussy with cum, too. His own mother's hot, excited cunt.
"Fuck, I love that!" Leeann cried out. "I would lick every drop of that delicious man spunk out of your gorgeous cunt!"
"Fuck! Fuck!" Sherry shrieked with excitement. "That's gonna make me cum!"
Seconds after the mother started to shiver and gasp with her climax, Leeann started to cum just as hard. The sexually stunned girls stared at each other through their shared orgasm. Each of them felt like they were experiencing the pleasure of both. Their hips were grinding and rocking while their large tits heaved inside their low cut dresses. When the pleasure reached its peak and finally subsided, they both seemed a little embarrassed and started laughing together.
Leeann sat up and took Sherry's hand. She held it up to her mouth and sucked the older woman's juices from her fingers.
"Mmmm, you taste so good," the girl said with a smile. "Now I know why your son loves putting his tongue in Mommy's hole.
Sherry then did the same thing to Leeann, agreeing that she very much enjoyed the savory tang of the younger girl's sex juice. The mother had never tasted another girl's pussy before, but she was now aroused with curiosity to try eating another female.
"Have you ever eaten another girl?" Sherry asked, surprised to realize how comfortable she was feeling with Leeann.
The younger one nodded coyly. "A few times," she admitted.
"Oh." Sherry shouldn't have been surprised, but she was. Yet not unpleasantly. She smiled back at Leeann. "You must've liked it if you did it more than once," she added.
"I loved it," the girl admitted. "Almost as much as I love sucking your son's cock."
This made them both giggle again, but Leeann was obviously now keenly aware of the older woman's curiosity about eating another girl's pussy. Neither of them had bothered to pull their dresses back down to cover their naked pussies, and after what they'd just shared, Sherry felt there was a deeper intimacy forming between them.
"I hope you don't think I'm a slut," Leeann said. "I've only done it with two other girls. I'm the same way about sucking cock. I like it to be with someone I care about."
"When I first met you I felt like we were rivals over someone I could never have," Sherry replied. "But so much has changed. I don't see you that way anymore, even though we both love fucking the same guy."
"Do you mean love fucking him? Or fucking love him?" the girl teased.
"Both!"
They laughed, and Leeann made of a point of reminding Sherry that the guy in question was her own son. But then they both got quiet and more serious. The girl stood up and reached behind herself to pull down the zipper of her dress. It went loose around her body, and then she let it drop down to the floor. She now stood completely naked in front of Sherry. Her tits were spectacular, with her nipples fully erect.
"Do you want to eat my pussy ... Mommy?" the girl said.
Sherry felt a jolt of sensation pulse through her core. Staring at the young, voluptuous beauty that looked so much like her, Sherry's clit throbbed at hearing the girl call her Mommy.
"You'd be a wonderful daughter," the older woman said softly, although her eyes were devouring the girl's bare curves in a very un-motherly way.
"We look like we could be related," Leeann pointed out. "I never knew my mom. I only grew up with my dad."
Sherry stood up and faced the girl closely. Her hands were trembling with nervousness, but she brought them up and filled them with Leeann's heavily abundant tit flesh. They felt exquisite, yet they were so similar it was almost like touching her own tits.
"I could adopt you and then I'd really be your mom," Sherry said. "But then you and Eric would be siblings and you'd be committing incest."
This made them both laugh again. "He'd be fucking his mom and his sis. What a stud," Leeann said, causing another round of giggles.
Leeann reached behind Sherry and unzipped her dress. Once it dropped to the floor, the older and younger ladies looked intently at each other while they each fondled the other's tits. Then they kissed. It was tentative at first, but it soon turned into a deep, searching tongue kiss that went on for many minutes. They were breathless when their lips finally parted.
"God, I'm so wet," Sherry sighed.
"Me too, Mommy. And I think I remember something about you wanting to see what a girl's pussy tastes like."
"Not just any girl, baby. Yours."
"Mmmm, I like that. But isn't Eric coming back soon?"
Sherry suddenly flashed a wicked smile. "Yes, he is. Just imagine what he'd think if he found us here like this. Or even worse, with Mommy's tongue in his adopted sister's pussy."
"Do you think he'd still want me now that he has you?"
"Now that we're getting so much closer, I hope he does. I do love him more than anything. And I love fucking him so much. But I hate to think of getting in the way of him having a relationship with a girl he could think about marrying someday. I keep thinking that would make me a terrible mother."
"You're an amazing mother," Leeann reassured her. "Besides, don't they say if you marry a guy you're marrying his mother, too? Especially if Mommy's got a pussy as sweet as yours."
They giggled again, but the wheels were turning in both their minds. Leeann sat back down on the couch and spread her full thighs open wide, bringing her splayed open pussy up to the edge of the couch.
"Lick it, Mommy, please? I need your tongue so bad," the girl pleaded.
Sherry leaned over the girl and kissed her deeply, taking her time to feel those luscious tits that were almost as big as her own. Leeann moaned deeply into Sherry's mouth. It seemed her nipples were just as sensitive as the mother's. But Sherry didn't forget her ultimate destination: the younger girl's pussy. She reached lower and ran her fingers over the warm, silky mound between Leeann's thighs.
There were very few times that Sherry ever thought about feeling another girl's pussy, but she was completely entranced by the hot, smooth skin under her fingers as she caressed Leeann's mound. The girl opened her legs wider, giving Sherry the room to stroke her wet slit. Leeann moaned into the older woman's mouth as those fingers explored her folds.
But Eric's mother was eager to taste the ripe, delicious fruit between the girl's legs. She began kissing down lower along the college girl's body and found herself distracted by the wonder of Leeann's full, luscious tits. She suckled those young nipples each in turn, taking her time and savoring the moans the coed uttered as a reward.
"Oooohhh, Mommy, I'm dying," Leeann sighed, shivering with pleasure. "Please, please lick my cunt, pleeeeeeease!"
Sherry finally lowered her face to the girl's pussy and inhaled her pungent scent deeply. The mere anticipation of tasting that honey-coated prize was making her own pussy drip with molten heat. What made her maternal love hole even hotter was the idea that the first pussy she was ever going to taste also had her own son's cock inside it. Thinking of Eric's shaft pumping the coed's slick sheath made Sherry dive in and thrust her tongue roughly into the younger girl's hole.
Leeann gasped in surprise. Sherry began slurping on her pussy as hungrily as she sucked her son's cock. The nectar flowing from that ripe, young slit hit the older woman's lashing tongue like nectar. Sherry couldn't get enough of it, and the deep gasps and moans of hot pleasure coming from her younger lookalike drove her own arousal higher by the second. She was dripping so much juice she could feel it trickling over her tender sex lips.
Now on her knees by the couch, Sherry's ass was thrust outward, revealing both of her holes as she labored intently at the spread open pussy in front of her face. Knowing how much she loved it when Eric did the same thing to her, she slipped a pair of fingers into Leeann's hole and massaged the girl's G spot while she sucked on her swollen clit. The girl's breathing grew even deeper and more ragged. Her moans became throaty and hoarse while she rocked her aching snatch into the older woman's face.
"Oh, Mommy, fuck, that's so good!" she cried. "Don't stop, you're gonna make me cum so good!"
Leeann's orgasm erupted seconds later. She lost her voice to the desperate gasps for air while her body shivered with sensation. Her monumental tits heaved and swayed to the spastic motion of her body, and her pussy erupted with a spray orgasmic juices. She squirted all over the lower half of Sherry's face, and the older woman was nothing but pleased and excited to know she could make the hot, young beauty squirt. She wondered if even her son had been able to do that. Sherry felt especially proud of herself to make the girl cum so hard when it was her first time ever licking pussy.
But it wasn't simply any pussy. It was the same pussy her son had fucked and even tasted for himself. Sherry loved knowing her tongue had gone in the same hole as her baby boy's big, beautiful cock. But then they were suddenly startled out of their lust-filled trance.
"Holy fuck." It was Eric. Neither of the girls had heard him come into the apartment. He was standing between the doorway and the couch with a view of his mother's upturned ass from behind.
Half of Sherry's face was wet from Leeann's pussy spray as she turned her head to find her son standing in the room with an enormous bulge in the front of his pants. He might've been shocked at what he found, but his swollen dick couldn't lie: he liked what he'd seen. His mother wondered how long he'd been standing there, but that wasn't the first thought that came to her mind.
"Hi baby. I'm so happy you're home. How was school today?"
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Eric was so stunned from walking in on his mother eating Leeann's pussy he didn't know what to say. It was as if his mind was a complete blank, except for his unbreakable attention to the two most beautiful women he'd ever known. Each of them naked and gleaming with perspiration. Even though he had only spent one night with Leeann before this, he knew enough about her to know what she looked and sounded like when she came. And his own mother had just made her cum at least as hard as he had.
He was confused finding Leeann there, and he felt bad about ignoring her many text messages over the past few days. It was just that he never expected to finally have a sexual relationship with his mother, and he didn't want to mess things up by messing around with other girls. His mother was his woman now, and he wasn't about to give her up.
On the other hand, he'd never expected that would happen, and when he met Leeann he thought she could be a girl he could have something long term and meaningful with. She physically reminded him of his mother more than any girl he'd been with before, and they'd hit it off in every other way, too. And that night when she saw his mother's picture by his bed and naturally fell into a mom and son roleplay scenario she gave him the best sex he'd ever had ... at least up until he finally fucked his gorgeous, curvy mom.
But when he came back home after class, he'd been expecting to see his mother only, and hearing Leeann roleplaying again as she called Sherry Mommy as she came had his mind in a whirl. He barely even realized his cock was so hard that neither of the naked girls looking back at him from the couch could miss it.
Leeann looked a bit like a deer caught in the headlights. She was blushing and looked at him like she was waiting to see what he was going to do. She smiled, though, when her eyes dropped to the front of his shorts and noted the rigid bulge there. His mother, however, had a proud, defiant look on her face. It was an expression he'd never seen before. It was almost like looking at a completely different woman. Eric mumbled a typical greeting, still at a loss for what to say. His mother giggled at his speechlessness.
"We've been waiting for you, sweetie," Sherry said. "We have so much to tell you."
"Uh ... we?"
"That's right, darling. We. Leeann and I both have a lot to tell you, and we're both hoping you're going to like to what you hear."
Sherry knew Leeann would want to be able to explain everything she'd confessed earlier. And Sherry wanted to make her son understand her feelings about not wanting to stand in the way of his having a more traditional relationship with a girl like Leeann. She also wanted him to know how much she and Leeann had bonded over the past couple of hours.
Eric was still in awe of finding his girlfriend and mother naked together. Regardless of anything they had to tell him, only a dead log wouldn't react to the incredibly hot vision right there on his couch. Without thinking, he reached for the throbbing bulge in his shorts and gave his shaft a squeeze. His cock was hard and needed loving, and lots of it.
Sherry got to her feet and approached her boy. With a playful look back at Leeann, she openly rubbed the tubular bulge in his shorts. The younger girl's eyes lit up with a lustful gleam as she watched. As for Sherry, she still hadn't cum and her pussy was hot as fire. She'd been expecting Leeann to eat her to a climax, but now that she was feeling her son's hard on through his shorts she was getting other ideas.
Eric was now even more speechless with his mother rubbing his cock right in front of Leeann. But the younger girl was staring in awe, totally fascinated by the illicit act taking place in front of her. She smiled wickedly at Eric and started rubbing her pussy. Her legs were still open in the same position as when Sherry was eating her, giving Eric a bold view of the hole both his cock and his mother's tongue had been inside.
Flashing another grin back at Leeann, Sherry angled her face upward and invited her son to kiss her in front of the girl. Eric leaned into the kiss instantly. The mother and son kissed long and deeply, with wide open mouths and deeply searching tongues. To look at them, someone would think they forgot all about their naked audience of one on the couch, but the incestuous couple was constantly aware of Leeann's presence. Sherry could see the other girl rub her pussy as she watched the naked mother and aroused son kiss like star-crossed lovers.
Sherry felt inspired by Leeann's reaction, and while the kiss went on for a long time, she unbuttoned and unzipped Eric's shorts. She pushed them down along with his briefs. Then she took her son's enormous erection into her hand and stroked his throbbing flesh while Leeann made a whimpering sound in response. Eric soon reached for his mother's bountiful tits, kneading and fondling them in front of the girl.
The kiss finally ended after probably breaking a record. "Come join us on the sofa, baby," Sherry told her son. "Some of the things Leeann and I want to talk about we can say without words."
"We're definitely going to have to talk," Eric said, pulling off his shirt and kicking off his sandals so he was as naked as the two ladies. "Just to go over a few details, maybe. But it sure looks like we have something important to do first."
Sherry giggled. "Mmm, very important, baby. Besides, if Leeann and I leave you with a cock this hard you'll never hear a word we say."



Eric chuckled deviously, but inside he was filled with equal portions of love and lust as he gazed back and forth between the older and younger beauties. The naked mother and son then went to take their places on the couch, with Eric in between the girls. Leeann was still leaning back on the end with her legs open. She smiled at Eric but then dropped her eyes to his lap to watch his mother lovingly stroke his enormously swollen cock. She was rubbing her clit now and watching the precum ooze from his cock onto his mother's fingers.
With Sherry stroking his cock, Eric leaned over to kiss Leeann. He never thought he'd be able to do this again, so he kissed her hard and deeply, eagerly fondling her big, portly tits. Leeann kissed him back just as hard in her excitement over the situation. When Sherry lowered her head and started licking her son's cock, the younger girl gasped and broke off the kiss to stare in awe at the mother she looked like so much now making love to her boy's impressively engorged cock.
Sherry knew the coed was watching and wanted to make sure the busty girl could see how much she loved her son, and how much she loved his delicious, rock hard cock. With the excitement of sucking Eric's cock in front of Leeann, Sherry felt like someone she barely recognized. She felt strong and beautiful. Even more, she felt so hot and sexy, even powerful. She was giving a rare gift, not only to herself, but to her son and younger lookalike who was enthralled with him first, but now she was just as enthralled with the hot, sexually driven mother making oral love to his cock.
The beautiful MILF had never done anything so sexually bold as to suck a cock in front of anyone but the guy she was sucking. As much as she loved sucking a beautiful cock just for the pleasure of it, knowing Leeann was watching every stroke of her wet lips made Sherry's pussy throb in time with her racing heart. She also felt a thrilling sense of power, as if she were asserting herself in front of Leeann to remind the girl that a boy's mother would always be the first woman in his life. The deeper and louder Eric moaned in response to Sherry's eager lips and tongue only confirmed it.
Sherry might've been opening a door for Eric and Leeann, but the girl had to know by now that Sherry would be the one to lead them through it. Yet at the same time, the mother hoped her son and the girl who was watching her head bob up and down his cock would become bonded. Leeann would be impossible to replace. First, there was her striking resemblance to Sherry. And then there was the way she embraced and was even now taking an important role in the loving yet perverse relationship between mother and son. Yes, Leeann was a rare and precious jewel. Sherry didn't just want the girl to be bonded to her son, but to herself too.
The next time the older woman glanced at the younger pair, she saw that her son was now suckling and fondling Leeann's tits. Her nipples were impossibly swollen and glistening with his saliva. Eric also had his hand between the girl's legs with a pair of fingers slipping in and out of her sodden pussy hole. Leeann was moaning and grinding her pussy against his fingers, but she was still staring at his mother with her lips wrapped around his thick meat.
Sherry lifted up from Eric's cock, but kept his wet shaft in her hand. "Good boy," she urged her son. "Give Leeann some of that hot, sweet love you give Mommy, too. Show her she's a member of the family now."
Eric kept sucking the girl's tits and finger fucking her slick pussy.
"He thinks I'm beautiful because I look like you," Leeann said breathlessly. "But I like it, ahhhhh, mmmmm. No, I love it!"
Leeann started to cum as she rocked her succulent, young cunt against Eric's fingers. Sherry kept stroking his cock as she watched him skillfully finger the girl through a tit-shaking orgasm. When it was over, Sherry sat up on the couch again and planted her feet widely apart on the floor.
"Who wants to eat Mommy's pussy?" the excited mother asked. "Don't forget mothers need love too."
Just coming out of her orgasmic trance, Leeann got up off the couch before Eric and knelt on the floor between Sherry's legs. She ran her hands sensually along the insides of the older woman's thighs, bringing her face within inches of Sherry's awaiting pussy.
"I believe it was my turn to eat you before we were so pleasantly interrupted," the girl giggled with a devilish twinkle in her eye.
"Mmmmm, our boy's big cock is always a pleasant interruption," the mother giggled.
Leeann was already kissing Sherry's inner thighs, rubbing the flesh with her hands while her lips worked their way closer to the older woman's slit. When the girl's tongue finally took that first, slow lick up her slit, Sherry moaned deeply. Leeann was obviously experienced at eating another girl's pussy, and the wet swirl of her tongue and lips made her entire body feel aflame. Her heart felt like it was going to explode while she gripped her son's pole tightly.
"Baby," the mother said, huffing for breath, "our baby girl is eating your Mommy's pussy. And it feels sooooo good."
"Fuck," Eric moaned, his rock hard meat stick throbbing within his mother's grasp. "That's so hot. So beautiful."
"Oooohhh, fuck, baby I think she likes Mommy's cunt," Sherry crooned.
"Mmmmm," Leeann lifted her mouth off the older woman's slit for just a moment. "I love Mommy's cunt. I think it tastes even better knowing your son's hot cock has been fucking it." Then she went back to licking Sherry's slit all over, bringing her finger in to tease her hole.
Eric started feeling his mother's tits, rolling her hardened nipples firmly between his fingers. He kissed the woman as deeply as he ever had. Sherry felt breathless being kissed, fondled and having a tongue lapping at her pussy all at the same time. Before she knew what was happening, Eric began sucking back and forth on her nipples and she started to cum so hard her body shook for a full minute. When she came down from her peak, she opened her eyes to find Leeann staring up at her with an excited look in her eyes.
"That felt so good, baby," the mother sighed, gazing into the younger girl's eyes. "Do you like Mommy's pussy as much as my boy's cock?"
Leeann grinned. "Hmmmm," she said, pretending to think about it, "I think it's about equal. But maybe I have to taste our man's big, delicious cock again just to be sure."
"I think you should taste us both again," Sherry replied, returning the girl's grin while she moved over onto Eric.
Now Sherry was straddling her son's body, her back to him and her pussy positioned a scant couple of inches from his huge, upstanding cock. Eric reached around his mother and started feeling her immense tits while she began rubbing her clit. She and Leeann exchanged a meaningful look as the younger girl took hold of the beautiful dick sticking up between her legs. The coed was still looking the mother in the eye as she began licking the huge pole jutting up from her hand.
Leeann put on as much of a show of sucking Eric's cock as Sherry had when it was the other way around. The mother felt like her sex juice would never stop flowing as she watched the amazing spectacle. She squealed in surprise when the girl switched from licking Eric's cock to licking his mother's adjacent pussy. The look on Leeann's face as she went back and forth from mother to son, from cock to pussy, was ecstatic.
Meanwhile, Eric was groaning with lust and grinding his cock at the girl's face. His mother's pussy was dripping so hard her juices were running down and smearing all around the shaven base of her boy's cock. Leeann's tongue was lashing out for as much as she could taste, lapping at the thick shaft and sodden lady slit in front of her.
Sherry was beyond rational thought. Every breath and gesture was now controlled by her urges. She lifted her ass slightly and told Leeann to put Eric's cock inside her pussy.
"I need it, baby. I know you know how bad Mommy needs that big fucking cock in her mommy-hole," Sherry uttered in a voice that was so husky with lust it didn't even sound like her.
"Fuck," Leeann said in a breathy tone while she complied with the older woman's wishes. Her eyes were glued to the open pussy she was now pushing the head of Eric's cock into. Sherry moaned long and low as she lowered herself onto that long, throbbing man shaft.
"Fffffuck, yessssss," the older woman moaned. "That's our man's cock," she cooed at the girl. "So far up his Mommy's horny pussy. Right where he loves to squirt all his hot, creamy cum. Lick us both, baby. Show us you're part of the family."
Eric moaned just as deeply as Leeann while she started licking all over his shaft and his mother's clit at the same time. Sherry began breathlessly rocking her juicy cunt up and down her son's pole while Leeann sucked and licked at every piece of flesh that was available to her. It wasn't long before Sherry settled into a steady rhythm of riding Eric's cock while Leeann's tongue followed the slide of her pussy up and down her son's flesh. She was licking the shaft but keeping her tongue against the older woman's clit as she rose and fell.
Sherry also noticed Leeann had her hand between her legs and was furiously rubbing her clit while she lapped up the mother's and son's dribbling mixture of sex juice. The horny MILF was taken aback to realize the girl was doing it to please herself as much as to service the incestuous couple. The flood of sensations became more than Sherry could take. Those telltale shudders of oncoming pleasure began to ripple through her body.
"Ohhh fuck, I'm gonna cum," the mother cooed throatily. "My babies are gonna make Mommy cum!"
Then Sherry's body shook uncontrollably as the pleasure exploded within her slippery core. She knew her son wouldn't be able to hold out against the gripping spasms inside her pussy, and when Leeann started licking his balls he growled like a wild animal while his huge prick pulsed into his mother's cunt with strong jets of warm sperm.
Both mother and son were grunting and moaning while they came in unison. Leeann kept lapping and suckling Eric's balls while she thumbed Sherry's clit until the violent shivering in her body subsided. At the end, the woman couldn't remember ever cumming so hard. But then Leeann moved up from Eric's balls and started licking at her clit and sex lips as they stretched around her boy's thick rod. Dribbles of Eric's cum ran from Sherry's pussy down her boy's cock shaft and Leeann lapped them up like a kitten lapping up cream.
As much as she didn't like the feeling of her son's cock leaving her cum-filled pussy, Sherry lifted herself off Eric's meat and moved onto the floor near Leeann. She pushed the coffee table away from the couch and lay back with her legs open wide.
"Clean up Mommy's fuckhole, baby girl," the older woman moaned. "Make sure you get a good taste of our boy's spunk right out of his mommy's cunt hole."
Leeann was so excited she couldn't help kissing Sherry and sucking her huge tits before going back down to feast on her just-fucked pussy. Now she lapped deeply into the older woman's sheath, digging out as much of that incestuous spunk as she could. Sherry knew she was going to cum again any second, but she was suddenly distracted by watching Eric kneel behind Leeann, his gorgeous cock still hard as a fence post.
Eric and Leeann both moaned deeply as he sank his shaft into the girl's pussy from behind. He gripped his girlfriend's hips and pumped her hard and fast while he watched her slurp his dribbles of cum straight from his mother's spread open pussy.
Sherry felt like she was floating on a storm cloud of sheer pleasure. She only wished she could see her baby boy's man cock pumping in and out of Leeann's tight, young hole. But she knew she'd have that chance another time. By now, she knew there would many more times for mother, son and girlfriend to love each other just as they were now. In the meantime, Sherry's body was soon exploding with sensation all over again as she looked down between her legs to see that girl that looked so much like her greedily slurping up the mixture of fuck sauces oozing from her hole.
"Make her cum, baby," Sherry said, her voice all but strangled with lust. "Make our baby girl cum all over that big, hot cock just like you made Mommy cum on it."
Eric just grunted and started pumping harder into Leeann's sloshy cunt hole. He was going harder and faster, and in another minute or two he started to cum in Leeann. Only then did the girl lift her mouth from Sherry's pussy while she started to cum against Eric's thrusting prick. The older woman was enthralled by the sight of the younger pair sharing a hot, mutual climax, but then Leeann recovered and seemed to realize she'd left her more mature counterpart hanging on the edge of her own climax.
Leeann kept sucking Sherry's clit. When she saw her son pull out of the girl's pussy and stand up behind her, letting his slowly softening cock swagger in the open, dripping with their combined juices, it felt like rockets were firing off inside his mother's body. Her climax went on forever, until she thought she blacked out for a seconds. But then she opened her eyes and saw her son and Leann smiling down at her. She didn't have the words to describe the feeling that came over her just then. She just knew it could only match the feeling she had several days ago after her beloved son fucked her for the first time.
All three remained naked for the rest of the day and night, until the following morning. Sherry never imagined feeling so happy in a three-way relationship, but it felt so natural between them. She watched her son fuck Leeann again a little while later, and it felt like she was watching him fuck a younger version of herself. A little while after that, Leeann watched him fuck his mother again while she slipped her finger up his ass. Sherry was stunned at how hard her man-boy came in her pussy with his girlfriend finger fucking his tight tunnel at the same time.
Eric had to go to class the next morning, but it was his last until Monday. Leeann had to work the lunch rush, and when Sherry saw the girl in her little orange shorts and pantyhose she remarked how she should get the same outfit so they could both dress as Hooter's waitresses for Eric.
But then Leeann got an inspired idea. She said Sherry should come apply for a job at the same place, and she'd tell the manager that Sherry was her mother.
"He'd go nuts getting a hot mother-daughter team of waitresses," she giggled deviously.
Sherry loved the idea. She didn't need a job, but she was so tempted by the girl's idea. She went there with Leeann and got hired on the spot. She was given a uniform to wear, and she and Leeann both wore their tank tops without bras. The manager couldn't keep his eyes off them, and Leeann had never seen the customers drop so much money in tips.
At the end of the lunch rush, Sherry was excited to get home so Eric could play with the sexy pair of waitresses that had been eye-fucked a hundred times over through lunch. The manager approached them before they left.
"I want you two to work as a pair every time you have a shift," he told them. I'll double each of your payrate, and you can already see how well you're gonna do on tips. Once word gets out about a hot mother-daughter working here I'm gonna have them lined up down the block."
Sherry and Leeann both agreed without a second thought. It was as if the two of them were of one mind. "Like mother, like daughter," Sherry giggled as they were walking out to the car. She couldn't believe how many times both of them got propositioned by customers. There were a couple of men in particular, assuming they were a real mother/daughter pair, who even offered them money for a threesome.
Sherry was impressed with the way Leeann put the men off with her winning smile, and more than once they exchanged a look that confirmed they were both dedicated to the one man they now had in common. The fact that both girls were committed to Eric only made it that much more exciting to know the guys who were hitting on them never had a chance. They laughed about that endlessly on the ride back to the apartment.
Eric was already home from class when his mother and girlfriend walked in the door. His eyes went wide when he saw them in their skimpy, matching uniforms.
"I'm never gonna be able to keep my hands off either of you," he said as they stood before him and posed.
"Well, that's perfectly alright with us," his mother said. "Right, sweetie?"
"That's right ... Mommy," Leeann laughed.
Then they explained to Eric how Sherry took the job and how they posed as mother and daughter. They didn't leave out how the manager and customers went crazy for them, even the ones who'd offered to pay for a mother-daughter sex experience. Eric loved the whole story so much he had a hard cock before they finished telling him.
"I love it," he said. "But don't either of you forget you have a man who loves you at home."
"Mmmmm," Sherry said, feeling his cock through his shorts. "We'll never ever forget that, baby, especially since our man has so much cock to keep both his girls very happy."
Meanwhile, Leeann was sitting near them red-faced and looking on the verge of crying.
"What's the matter, baby?" Eric asked her.
"Did you hear what you just said?" the girl replied.
"Which part?"
"The part about loving ... us? Did that really mean both of us?"
With his mother still rubbing his cock, Eric took Leeann into his arms and kissed her for a long time. "I do love you," he told her. "After everything we've been through now, who else could I ever feel as close to? Except my mother."
Leeann giggled because his mother was smiling proudly at them but still rubbing his cock at the same time. "I love you, too," she finally said. "I love both of you."
Then Leeann and Sherry started kissing while the older woman took her son's aroused dick out of his pants. But instead of repeating their couch adventure from the day before, they moved into the bedroom. Eric took off his clothes and lay on the bed stroking his cock while he watched his mother and Leeann strip each other down to their pantyhose. They started to take them off, but he loved the way they looked in them so much he told them to stop.
"Hmmm, I think your son might be a pantyhose freak," Leeann giggled.
"Oohh, I hope so," Sherry replied, "since we're going to have to wear them for work now. I think a shopping trip for us girls is in order so we can get more pantyhose to get our man all hard and excited."
"Yes, please," Eric grinned from his place on the bed. His cock was huge and throbbing for the two beauties standing a few feet away. He was almost disappointed they weren't still wearing their skimpy Hooter's tank tops, but the sight of both pair of big, bountiful tits was something magnificent to behold.
The playful girls looked at their masturbating lover on the bed, then at each other. They came together in a deep, soulful kiss while they felt each other's tits. Leeann slid her smooth, nylon-clad thigh in between Sherry's and let the older woman grind against her slick flesh.
"Fuck, that's amazing," Eric groaned as he watched his mother and girlfriend grind each other in their pantyhose. Precum was already oozing heavy and steady from his pulsating prick while he smeared the slick lube along his shank.
The bump and grind between Sherry and Leeann with their huge, luscious tits mashed together became a hot dance of seduction for their mutual man. Not that Eric needed much more teasing than he was already getting, but he was throbbing with need as he realized his mother and girlfriend were playing as much for him as each other. Watching their hose encased legs wrap and grind together was one of the most erotic sights he'd ever seen.



"Oh yes," his mother snickered excitedly, "our boy is definitely turning into a pantyhose freak."
Leeann giggled with approval, but she then stood back from Sherry and bent over with her hands down on the bed, inviting Eric to get behind her and slip his cock between her legs. He moved fast, making both the girls laugh excitedly about his eagerness. He slipped his imposing organ between Leeann's legs and she squeezed her nylon covered thighs tightly around his shaft. Eric gripped her by the hips and started sliding his cock in and out between the snug clamp of her legs.
The pleasure was like nothing he'd ever felt before, and with his shaft grinding up into the crotch of the girl's pantyhose, Leeann was soon moaning with pleasure. At the same time, Eric couldn't keep his hands from moving all over his girlfriend's ass and legs. He loved the slick feel of her hot body through the nylon casing under his hands almost as much as he loved it on his cock.
While Eric kept fucking Leeann's nylon slick thighs, his mother got onto the bed and made a show of slipping her pantyhose off. Then she positioned herself in front of Leeann and spread her legs wide open to invite the younger girl to lean down and taste her excited pussy. With the girl's tongue eagerly lapping Sherry's spread open puss, mother and son gazed at each other in love as they both gradually rose toward the peak of their mutual pleasure.
Watching his mother cum on his girlfriend's tongue made it impossible for Eric to hold off any longer. The slippery stroke of his cock between Leeann's thighs reached the boiling point, and he grunted while his hot stalk spurted cum onto her nylons.
After, Leeann got on the bed while Sherry eagerly licked up every drop of cum her son had spurted onto the girl's pantyhose. Just watching this was enough to keep the boy's cock hard and throbbing for more. He got on the bed on his knees and slipped his cock into his mother's pussy from behind. Leeann took off her pantyhose and Sherry feasted on her wet pussy, lapping up her slit and sucking her clit while her man-boy's cock pumped her channel toward another climax.
Leeann could never get tired of watching her man fuck his own mother. She was soon cumming hard enough to squirt her juice into Sherry's face. Sherry's and Eric's orgasms both went off in a chain reaction, creating a deliciously creamy mess that ended up running down the mother's gorgeous thighs.
Afterward, Eric lay between his mother and girlfriend. The afterglow they shared between the three of them was filled with feelings of love, devotion and a twisted lust that only made their mutual bond even stronger.
Later, they decided to go out for dinner together. They all showered together in Eric's tiny bathroom. It got them laughing even though there wasn't enough room to comfortably play the way they wanted to, but they knew when they came home from dinner they would have the comfort of Eric's bed.
They went to the mall before dinner, where Sherry and Leeann bought several sexy pair of pantyhose each. Eric knew he was going to be teased without mercy by the two women he loved and wanted so much.
But the thing that amused them the most was that people assumed Leeann was Sherry's daughter while none of them suspected Eric was her son. To strangers, they looked like a young couple out to the mall and dinner with the girl's sexy mother. A lot of men looked at them with envy. It was the first time Eric ever felt thankful for looking more like his father than Sherry.
Leeann loved being taken for Sherry's daughter. She'd called her Mom at work earlier, and now she was doing the same thing around the mall and at the restaurant. Sherry loved it just as much. She felt exhilarated. In the past, she never liked being stared at by men so much, but her son had started to change that the week before. But now, seeing all these men ogling a pair they assumed to be mother and daughter made her feel bold and sexy in a way she'd never known before.
It seemed as if there were just as many people who though the two females were sisters as mother and daughter. As proud as this made Sherry feel, she could tell from the look on her son's face that it made him even prouder. The loving look of admiration in his eyes not only warmed her heart, it made her pussy ache until they could they could all get home again where they could love each other in the way they really wanted. As exciting as it was to go out together, nothing could replace how it felt to be at home and gloriously naked with her son and "daughter".
VI
A month later, even more had changed for Sherry, Leeann and Eric. All three were living together in a large, ocean-front condo in a happy, partially incestuous, polyamorous relationship. None of them had ever been as happy as they were now. With Leeann, Sherry felt like she'd found a daughter, lover and daughter-in-law all in the same girl. Not that the MILF had ever expected to be sexually active with another woman, but the more she and Leeann learned each other's body the more their chemistry took on a life of its own, even separate from Eric. There were many times he was out at class while the ladies at home made each other perfectly happy.
However, Leeann and Sherry were definitely bisexual as opposed to being lesbians. Neither of them ever wanted to give up the pleasure of Eric's big, constantly aroused cock. Besides, it always made the girl on girl sex better when he was there to watch or join.
Leeann had a hard time keeping up with her classes at first, but then she started working fewer days every week, and that helped. At this point, working as a team with Sherry was quickly making them an underground legend, and their manager gave them practically anything they asked for. This made it possible for Sherry to make her move out of her house, which she put up for sale, and into the condo.
The phony mother and daughter were making more and more cash every week, and they never got through a shift without being propositioned for threesomes numerous times. Once word got around that they weren't saying yes to those offers, more and more men started offering them money. And it seemed that the more they said no, the higher the offers went.
More and more expensive cars started filling the parking lot at the Hooters where they worked. Word about Sherry and Leeann was spreading to men of all incomes and backgrounds, but the one thing they had in common was a torrid sexual interest in a mother and daughter. They also shared their stories from work with Eric, who never failed to end up with a painful hard on when he heard how much other men wanted the two gorgeous women in his life.
One day, a man in his mid-sixties came in to see the supposed mother and daughter in action in their tiny shorts and tank tops. He had a look of wealth about him, and he flirted shamelessly with them while they both waited on him. He was good natured and obviously enthralled by the pair of beauties he assumed to be close blood relatives. At the end of his lunch, he put a thousand dollar bill on the table as a tip, along with a business card.
"I've heard you ladies turn down financial offers to play, but what if I could guarantee you twenty more of these, just for an old man to watch you play together?"
Sherry and Leeann were both stunned. Before this, they'd been offered one or two thousand at a time to do threesomes with the customer, but they were making so much in tips now it didn't seem like so much. But this took them by surprise. He wasn't even asking to join in. Neither of them knew what to say, and they didn't want to say anything without talking to Eric.
"You girls take your time and think about it," the man told them with a friendly smile. "Just call the number on the card. That's my private cell number. By the way, the food in here sucks, but it was a pleasure being served by such a beautiful mother and daughter. I'm looking forward to seeing much more of you," he added, taking an obvious look at their bulging bustlines.
Later, back at their condo, Leeann and Sherry told Eric about the man from work as soon as he got in. At first he laughed, but then he was stunned by the amount of money the man offered just to watch the girls play with each other.
It wasn't until even later, after they had dinner, that the subject came up again. Eric kept going back to it in his mind the whole time, thinking of how much money was at stake. If the guy had wanted to join the girls Eric wouldn't think twice about saying yes to it. Leeann and his mother were his alone, and he was just as dedicated to them. But the fact that the man only asked to watch was actually a turn on. He loved the attention his ladies got whenever they went out somewhere, but he wasn't sure about the idea of them going to some stranger's house on their own.
On the other hand, he couldn't believe this guy had offered so much money just to watch. The subject came up again when they were sitting out on the balcony after dinner. Even though Eric had been thinking about it, it was his mother that mentioned it again, but only because she was laughing about it all over again.
"Hard not to think about all that money, though," Eric said.
"Oh baby, I know it sounds like a lot, but we don't really need it. Your father paid off a big enough settlement to last us for many years," Sherry replied.
"Yeah, okay. But still ... it's hard not to think about it."
"And maybe you're thinking it's hot, too," Leeann giggled.
Eric grinned and nodded. "Except I wouldn't be there. You'd have to tell me about it later."
Leeann got up from her seat and sat down on Eric's lap. "Well, I wouldn't do it without you no matter what this guy is willing to pay."
"That's why I love you, baby. It should always be us together," Eric said.
"Always. All three of us."
Eric and Leeann kissed while Sherry watched them thoughtfully. When they finally came up for air, she went inside and got the business card the man had left with their tip.
"Hmmm, his name's Barry Warren," the MILF said, stepping back out on the balcony. "That sounds familiar."
"Oh my god," Leeann said a moment later. "He's that guy with that famous chain of fried chicken places. He's loaded!"
"You're right," Sherry agreed. "Knowing that, I'd say he was low-balling us!"
Both Eric and Leeann laughed while Sherry looked thoughtful. A moment later she picked up her phone and put in the number from the business card.
"Hello? Mr. Warren?" Sherry said as she kept her eyes on Eric and Leeann. His hand was moving under her top to feel her braless tits, making his mother smile.
"Yes, that's right," she continued. "It's Sherry from this afternoon ... yes, my uhh daughter and I have been thinking about your offer ... mhmmm ... I'm afraid your offer is too low, but I have an idea you might like ... It just so happens that my daughter's boyfriend ... mhmm, yes, she has a boyfriend, and ..." she paused for a deep breath ... "he fucks both of us."
This time there was a long pause before she said anything more.
"Yes, you heard me right," the mother finally continued. "He fucks us both. My daughter is a very special kind of girl and her boyfriend is ... well, talented," she added with a coy giggle.
Eric and Leeann were watching Sherry with looks of amazement. The older woman was pretty well amazed with herself for the way she was talking to the wealthy entrepreneur. She barely recognized herself, but with all the changes they'd all gone through together the past few weeks was changing all of them.
Eric's hand was still moving under Leeann's shirt as he casually fondled her boob, but the younger pair were listening carefully to his mother's side of the conversation. They heard her explain to Mr. Warren that she and Leeann weren't available to put on a show at any price unless Eric was with them.
"That's right, sir, we're that kind of family," she told the man. "But that's what led you to come see my daughter and me for yourself."
After another pause, Sherry had the man offering double his original price to watch a mother and daughter in action with the daughter's boyfriend, never knowing that in fact he would be watching a mother and son with the son's girlfriend. Warren would be getting what he wanted, to watch real, incestuous sex up close and personal, but Sherry and Eric would still keep their secret intact. If anything, the deception was something that excited all three of them.
For that matter, putting on a sex show in front of a well-paying business mogul was a turn-on for all three of them. Leeann giggled and told Sherry how her son's cock was now hard as a rock under her ass as she still sat on his lap.
Sherry hardly recognized herself. She couldn't believe she'd just struck a lucrative business deal to let a rich, older pervert watch her fuck her own son. It didn't matter that he'd be thinking he was watching a mother-daughter sex team. She'd know, and it would be something she'd never forget. But until recently, she never imagined fucking her son at all, let alone in front of a hot looking coed who was in love with him, and now with his mother too, yet it was something she did nearly every day now. She had a whole new life. One that was much happier and more fulfilling than any time before.
She had never felt so intensely in tune with her own sexuality and it made her feel strong and sexy beyond words. But the younger lovers sitting nearby were also sexy beyond words, and Sherry slipped her hand in her panties and teased her clit with a finger while she watched Leeann slip off of Eric's lap. The girl pulled his shorts down to his ankles and proceeded to make hungry love to his big, swollen cock while his mother watched and rubbed herself.
With Leeann's upturned ass facing her, Sherry admired the girl's thick, round ass while her head rose and fell along Eric's rigid cock. The MILF's pussy never failed to leak like a bad faucet whenever she watched the younger pair eagerly please each other. The dripping grew worse as she realized her son was watching her finger herself while his girlfriend's lips steadily stroked his shaft. The younger pair were as beautiful as any porn stars under the sun, and Sherry realized however much this Mr. Warren paid them he was going to get his money's worth.
While Sherry and her son looked at each other, she was happy that Eric still had room in heart for his mother. Leeann was sucking him passionately, as if his cock were made of sugar, but he was looking at his mother. The love and lust between them had only grown since taking Leeann into their midst, and now Sherry was soaking her fingers as she watched the girl bring her son closer and closer to orgasm. Gazing into each other's eyes, the mother and son reached a mutual peak, both of them crying out as one while Eric's spurting cock filled his girlfriend's sucking lips.
There was a feeling of nervous excitement among the happily joined trio over the rest of the week as the evening drew closer when they would perform for a wealthy old pervert. When the appointed day finally arrived, they were all downright giddy with anticipation. They were all looking forward to the excitement in store. The money wasn't even that important, except that it made the whole idea seem that much dirtier and more arousing.
Eric had a persistent hard on through most of that day, but his mother insisted he should wait and save his cum for their performance. She and Leeann were both a little amused at his frustration, but Sherry insisted he save up as much cum as possible for their public display of family love.
Despite the fact it was her idea to arrange it, Sherry was probably the most anxious of all. In her mind, it was as if this evening was all about revealing the very different woman the past weeks had turned her into. There were a few times she had to question this new woman's morals, but every time she did it only brought a smile to her face as it reminded her she was happier than ever before. She still couldn't describe how incredible it felt the first time Eric fucked her in front of Leeann. It was a way of claiming him as her own yet giving him the gift of Leeann at the same time. And Leeann was a precious gift, not only to the son but to the mother as well.
Eric's arousal that day was only aggravated by the two ladies of the house changing outfits at least eight times. They wanted his reaction every time as they kept changing their minds over just the right look for the occasion. And every outfit seemed hotter and more revealing than the one before.
"You both look amazing in anything," Eric told them. "But I don't think you're going to stay dressed for very long."
Both ladies giggled. "But sweetie," Sherry said, "first impressions are really important, especially if you're going to end up naked anyway."
This made all of them laugh, and then Eric said, "Why don't we just walk in naked?"
He meant it as a joke, but his mother latched onto the idea and Leeann wasn't far behind. They both thought it would be fun. When Sherry said they should do it, both Eric and Leeann were easily convinced.
When it was finally time to leave for Warren's mansion, all three only wore robes in the car, with some emergency clothes on the back seat. Eric drove, and when they arrived they were all amazed by the lavish home. There was a long, gated driveway that ended in a circle as the car pulled up in front of the house. There was a moment of anticipation in the car. It was a moment of nervousness, too, but Leeann and Sherry both admitted they were already wet, and Eric's cock was halfway to a full erection.
"I guess we're ready for this," he said.
"We're ready for each other," his mother responded.
"Good, I love you both so much," Leeann added. "So let's get naked!"
Laughing together, they all slipped off their robes and then got out of the car. Eric felt weird preparing to enter a stranger's house completely naked along with his naked mother and girlfriend, who were supposed to be mother and daughter for the sake of the evening. As he looked at them both standing so naked and gorgeous in front of the multi-million dollar home, he was filled with pride and love. His cock was still just partially swollen, but he knew it wouldn't be long before he had a raging hard on, and he was determined to please his girls whether this Warren guy liked what he saw or not.
Before going in, Eric took each of the ladies into his arms and kissed them lovingly. He told each one how much he loved her and how proud he was to be seen as theirs.
"Remember, I'm Leeann's mom, not yours," Sherry reminded her son once more before ringing the bell.
"Don't worry, Mom. I'll remember," he promised with a devious smile.
Eric was standing in the middle with each arm around the waist of the girls when the door finally swung open. They all seemed surprised when the door was answered by an extremely hot looking woman in her early or mid-thirties. She was tanned and naturally blonde with a fit, slender dancer's body, featuring a pair of D cup sized tits that didn't look as natural as the rest of her. She looked like she was poured into her low cut party dress that barely fell a couple of inches past the level of her pussy.
The blonde in the doorway looked taken aback at first to discover the expected guests all standing there naked, and Eric with his semi-rigid cock swaggering in front of him. But it only took a few seconds before a sly smile came to her supple lips.
"I see you came ready to go," the blonde said, putting the naked trio at ease. "Please come in. I'm Shae. My father's upstairs. He's been expecting you."
Shae turned to lead them inside and up a broad staircase, but at the mention of Mr. Warren being the blonde's father, Eric exchanged a surprised look with his mother and Leeann. But their expressions turned to eager smiles before they reached the top of the stairs.



Sherry felt more excited and more confident the closer they came to the second floor. She loved the bold, sexy feeling of being led through the house naked and she couldn't wait to see Mr. Warren's reaction when he laid his eyes on all three of them.
The businessman was waiting in a large room with a king sized bed on one side and a couple of love seats and chairs on the other. It looked like there had been more than just him and Shae there at other times to watch whatever went on atop the large bed just across the room. Warren was sitting on one of the love seats in a pair of linen drawstring pants and a short sleeved shirt that was only buttoned halfway. The visible portions of his chest showed him to be a man who was in very good shape for his age.
The smile that came to his face when he saw the naked trio follow Shae into the room left no doubt that she was truly his daughter. It was a carbon copy of the same smile, and the same, squinty sparkle in his eyes. Sherry was pleased to see the look of surprise on his face when he saw they were naked. She felt like such a different woman from the one who'd felt so nervous about waitressing with Leeann in those tiny shorts and tight tops the first time. Now she welcomed the lustful stare of the man who was paying them just to let him watch what they'd be doing at home.
Shae poured a glass of wine each for the naked three, inviting them to sit and relax on the other chairs on that side of the room. She then settled onto the love seat next to her father. He was holding a glass of wine in one hand while she picked up one that was already full on the table in front of their love seat.
Ignoring the big, comfy, overstuffed chairs, Eric, his mother and Leeann all sat together on the other love seat. Even though it was made for two, the three were snug without being overly squeezed. Eric sat in the middle, and his semi-erect cock lay prominently against his upper thigh.
They spent some time on small talk, making it seem like this was any typical social situation. Mr. Warren offered a weak apology for inviting his daughter to the occasion without mentioning it beforehand.
"She lives here, so it wouldn't be right to keep her from enjoying your offering," he explained. "In fact, she's been looking forward to it as much as I have."
Shae smiled at them. "We don't just live together," the blonde added. "We also work together, don't we, Daddy?"
Warren smiled and nodded to affirm what his daughter had said.
"We're close in everything," she added, touching her father's leg through his pants. She was touching him a few, scant inches from his cock. No one was left wondering what Shae meant about being so close to her father.
Sherry watched the smiling blonde rub her father's leg with her hand moving closer to his cock by fractions of an inch. She would've been shocked at such a sordid display a couple of months ago, but now she felt her already warm pussy grow warmer. She reached for her son's cock, the college guy who was supposed to be her daughter's boyfriend, and lovingly stroked his meat as it quickly grew bigger and harder. The mother could hardly believe it was really happening, stroking her son's beautiful dick in front of a pair near strangers while she held her wine to her lips with the other hand.
Both Shae and Mr. Warren watched Sherry's deft stroking of her son's cock with eager smiles. The blonde's hand moved directly to her father's crotch where she cupped his cock and balls. It wasn't long before he was growing an excited lump under his loose pants.
"You were right, Dad," Shae said with a giggle, "they're so hot and sexy. I didn't know Leeann's boyfriend was going to be so hot, too."
"You like the boy's cock, do you, baby girl?" the man asked.
"I do, Dad. It's so nice. Now I know why Sherry likes her daughter to share it with her."
Leeann snuggled up to Eric, pushing her full tits against him and reached over to caress his balls while his mother casually stroked his cock.
"I love sharing good things with my Mom," Leeann said, playing her part like a natural performer. "And my guy's cock is the best thing I could ever share with her. He's not so bad either," she giggled playfully.
Eric smiled at his girlfriend and kissed her deeply. They didn't have to put on any extra, tongue-searching passion for show because it was what they truly felt for each other. He also reached for her tits, caressing and squeezing that warm, abundant flesh while Shae and her father made moans and coos of approval.
Precum oozed from Eric's fat dick while his mother steadily stroked his solid shaft. She lubed his flesh with his own discharge. His kiss with Leeann broke apart and he turned to Sherry, kissing her as deeply as he'd just kissed the younger girl. His mother moaned around his tongue and tightened her grip on his rigid boner.
"Fuck, that's so hot," Shae said in a breathy voice. "They look so beautiful together."
Eric broke off the kiss with his mother and turned to look at Shae. She was now rubbing a very hard looking bulge in her father's pants, but the father and daughter couple were paying close attention to the menage on the opposite love seat.
"After Leeann and I get married we're going to keep our relationship just like it is," Eric announced. "Sherry's going to keep living with us and I'm planning to get both of them pregnant at the same time. Who knows? Maybe that'll even happen today."
Leeann was gazing at Eric in awe. She was doing her best to keep from looking stunned in front of Shae and her dad, but the mention of getting married and pregnant took her by surprise. Eric looked back at her and gave her a subtle nod and smile to let her know he meant what he said.
"I love you, baby," she said, her eyes watering, and then they had an even deeper and longer kiss than before.
While Eric and Leeann were kissing, Sherry slipped off the love seat and got on her knees between her son's legs. With her ass and pussy aimed in Warren's and Shae's direction, she held Eric's cock and began licking the shaft and head, making sure to angle herself so their audience could see everything she was doing. The pleasure she was giving her son made him moan into Leeann's mouth and she finally took the head into her mouth and started bobbing up and down his rod.
"That's it, Mommy, suck that cock," Leeann said, pulling away from the kiss.
Sherry was impressed with the younger girl's performance, but she was also dripping from her slit knowing that the wealthy father and hot daughter were watching. She loved the deception they were portraying, but she couldn't help wondering what the father-daughter couple would think if they knew they were watching a woman suck her own son's cock.
Leeann reached over and fondled Eric's balls while his mother kept sucking. He was groaning with pleasure, and very obviously enjoying the attention of the busty blonde and her rich daddy.
By now, Mr. Warren's pants were on the floor at his feet and his daughter was stroking his swollen cock as he watch the threesome on the other seat. Shae's big, perfectly plastic tits were out now, over the top of her dress and her father was playing with them. Eric and Leeann started kissing again, and he started feeling her tits the same way Warren was feeling his daughter's. Eric was definitely turned on by the pampered looking blonde, but he knew no one could make him feel the same way as Leeann and his mother.
Sherry lifted off Eric's cock and cast a curious glance over at Mr. Warren and Shae. They were both naked now, and he was pumping a couple of fingers into his daughter's wet cunt while she was still stroking his cock while they avidly watched. When she turned back, she and Leeann made eye contact and the younger girl joined Sherry on the floor where they proceeded to share Eric's plentiful dick meat. They took turns sucking his rod but also spent a lot of time just licking and kissing his shaft. And with that fully engorged cock between their mouths, they kissed each other and tried to get their tongues into each other's mouth.
The dutiful blonde daughter on the other sofa was now sucking her father's cock so he could keep watching the threesome. Leeann and Sherry focused their dual attention on Eric's cock for a long time, seeing how much Mr. Warren liked watching what he thought was a mother and daughter sharing a nice, hard man pole. Yet the horny mother couldn't help looking over at the man and his actual daughter.
Seeing the loving but hungry way Shae was sucking her father's cock made Sherry's pussy strain with need. The father and daughter had obviously been able to make a long-term sexual relationship work out. This gave the mother hope for her own relationship with her son and Leeann. She would love to see him marry that special girl, knowing she would never come between her man's incestuous love for his mom.
Sherry finally took Leeann by the hand and they both rose up onto their feet. Eric was momentarily disappointed at seeing the end of his mother's and Leeann's cooperative cock love, but he knew his mom had something just as good in mind. She led the younger couple over to the bed and had him lie back with his feet toward Warren and Shae. She then straddled her son, letting her bald pussy hover within inches of his swollen pole.
"Baby," she said to Leeann, "why don't you put my future son-in-law's cock in Mommy's pussy. You know how bad I need it."
"Yes, Mommy," Leeann replied with a coy smile, playing her role flawlessly.
The younger girl took hold of Eric's prick and held it steady while the older one slipped her pussy onto the head with a delirious sigh. They were all pleased to hear the groan from Warren as he watched Sherry's pussy gyrate downward, swallowing her son's organ deeply into her body. Sherry leaned backward onto her arms as she began to rock her dripping snatch up and down the thick man flesh stretching her lips. She knew the other man had a striking view of that stiff rod plugging her sheath. She felt proud and needful at the same time and Eric's cock felt so good inside her pussy now she wondered if she should blurt out the truth about their relationship.
But she didn't. She just dedicated herself to pumping and squeezing her son's fat cock with her hot pussy as tight as she could, giving the father and daughter a sight to remember. As much as it excited Sherry to know they had an audience, she almost forgot they were there as the deep stroke of her son's prick inside her drove her closer and closer to her peak.
Leeann got onto her knees on the bed beside Sherry and spent a while playing with the older woman's tits as they heaved and swayed with her body's gyrations.
"Fuck him good, Mom," the younger girl purred in a lustful tone. "I know how much you love that hard cock. Fuck it 'til you cum, Mom."
"Ahh, ahhhh, fuck!" Sherry moaned. "We both love that cock, don't we, baby?"
Leeann reached for Sherry's pussy and fingered the woman's hard clit while she rode her son's prick. The two brunettes also fell into a deep, juicy soul kiss that went on for a long time. But eventually, Sherry couldn't take the feel of Eric's cock with Leeann rubbing her clit at the same time.
"Ohhhhh, baby, fuck yes! You're making Mommy cum!" Sherry cried out as her body shuddered with waves of pleasure. Leeann kept rubbing her clit while the older woman came so hard her pussy squirted in every direction.
"Fuck, that's so hot," Shae moaned. "Fuck me harder, Dad. God, I need this so bad."
Sherry opened her eyes to see that Shae was now kneeling on the other love seat, the one that was closer to the bed where she and her younger lovers had started out. The blonde's bodacious tits were hanging down and rubbing against the top of the sofa back while her father held onto her shapely hips and fucked her from behind. Both of them were closely watching Sherry's eruption of pussy spray all over Eric's balls and thighs as well as Leeann's hand.
When Sherry dismounted Eric's cock, Leeann bent over and took his still throbbing pole into her mouth, eagerly sucking up the juices coating his flesh. He was groaning harder and harder after going from his mother's pussy to his girlfriend's mouth. Leeann sucked his organ fast and deep, but when Sherry went behind her and started licking her pussy and asshole the girl's movements became erratic.
Eric ended up stroking his cock while he watched his mother eat out his girlfriend from behind. It was almost like seeing a totally different woman than he'd known all his life, except that sweet twinkle in Sherry's eyes as she looked at him with her tongue in Leeann's ass was a loving look he'd known all his life.
Mr. Warren was steadily pumping his cock into his busty daughter's pussy while they kept watching. Shae looked ecstatic from the hard thrusts of her father's cock.
Leeann finally came with her future mother-in-law's tongue in her ass and fingers in her pussy at the same time. It was then that Eric got up and brought his mother to the opposite side of the love seat where Warren was fucking Shae. Sherry leaned over the sofa back. She and the blonde were right next to each other but facing in opposite directions.
"Ohhhhh, baby, yessssss," the mother crooned as her boy slipped his cock back into her pussy.
Now Eric was fucking his mother while Warren fucked his daughter, practically side by side. The two men exchanged a look. A sly smile came to the older man's face.
"Fuck your mother," he grunted. "I know she's your mother and not Leeann's. Fuck her nice and hard. It's so hot how much she loves that cock."
Sherry was shocked to hear that Mr. Warren had figured out their deception, but she was even more excited by the fact that he knew it was her son's cock now pumping her channel like a star. After all, the older man was proudly fucking his hot daughter. It wasn't like they didn't all have something twistedly taboo in common. And yet Sherry was so excited by this point that the man's announcement sent her over the edge. She started cumming so hard against her son's pummeling cock that Eric grunted hard and let his prick begin spurting deeply into her snatch.
"Mom, fuck, I'm cumming! Fuck, how I love that pussy!" he growled, thrusting hard.
The father and daughter both lost themselves in a body-shaking mutual orgasm that come on seconds after the mother and son. They were all left breathless and satisfied, at least for the moment.
Eric joined Leeann on the bed and she licked his cock and balls clean of his cum and Sherry's sauces. She noticed Shae watching her, looking like she wanted to be the one to suck Eric's dick clean. Leeann just smiled defiantly, secure that Eric belonged only to her and his mother. She couldn't wait to tell him how excited she was to marry him. To marry them both.
"How did you know?" Sherry asked Warren.
The man smiled. "You don't get where I am without doing your homework," he said. "I did a background check on all of you before inviting you into my home. Sorry, but a man like me has to be careful."
"I understand," Sherry said agreeably.
Mr. Warren invited everyone downstairs for a swim in his large pool to recharge. They all followed him and his daughter to the terrace behind the house, and all five of them went skinny dipping. Eric found himself feeling jealous when he saw his mother and the older man standing close and having a quiet conversation. He felt better, though, because Shae was there too, and she was holding possessively on to her father. Her hand was under the water stroking his cock while Sherry divided her attention to what Warren was saying and the growing cock in his daughter's hand.
After a short talk, Sherry swam over to Eric and Leeann. He lovingly caressed his girlfriend's impressive tits while she was stroking his cock back to life. As she reached her son and Leeann, a moan of pleasure from Warren's direction caught their attention. He was now sitting up on the edge of the pool with his daughter between his legs. Shae's mouth was slowly rising and falling over the length of her father's cock shaft. The other three took a moment to watch.
"I think you like watching that plastic bimbo suck her daddy's big cock," Leeann giggled when Eric's cock swelled to throbbing in her hand.
"I'll admit it's hot to watch," he said. "But I'm perfectly happy with the two most beautiful women I've ever seen right here. It was hot having those two watch us."
Leeann and his mother both agreed.
"Well, I have some interesting news," Sherry said. "Mr. Warren just told me he has a number of wealthy friends who'd pay as much as he is just to watch us play. He said he'd be happy to set up a few shows for us, and he'll even host them here."
Leeann and Eric both loved the idea. "And maybe by then Leeann will officially be your daughter-in-law," Eric said with a grin.
"Hmpf," Leeann frowned. "You sure make a lot of assumptions, Mister. You haven't even asked me formally."
On that, Eric pulled Leeann's legs around his waist and slid his cock into her pussy. He started fucking her slowly up against the side of the pool while his mother's finger wormed its way toward his asshole.
"I love you, Leeann," Eric said, keeping his cock sliding in and out of her hole at a steady pace. "I promise to always love you as much as I do right now. Me and Mom both. And I want us all to be as happy together as we are now. So baby, will you marry me?"
"Ohhhh, baby, yessssss," the girl cooed happily yet her voice was filled with lust for the cock that was slipping in and out of her hole. "I'm dying to marry you! Just imagine the honeymoon we're gonna have."
The young couple laughed, but kept fucking. Eric felt his mother's finger slide into his ass while he fucked his bride to be.
Sherry didn't feel left out of their love at all. Deviously, she was thinking of making her son cum like never before with her finger up his ass and his cock inside Leeann. The two looked so beautiful together. With Leeann's resemblance, it was like watching Eric fuck a younger version of his mother. Sherry could never get tired this. She was happier than ever before, and she knew that between Eric, Leeann and herself, they were meant for each other.
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Lisa spotted Teddy's reflection in the glass of a picture frame just above the kitchen sink in the beach house the family was renting for a month. She was washing the last of the breakfast dishes and wearing the skimpy, pink bikini she'd gotten a few days before the vacation. The sweet looking, green-eyed blonde mother and housewife was still slender and fit enough for the miniscule bikini she'd picked out. Her body was very nearly as tight and firm as it was back in her cheerleading days, though her ass was just a bit rounder and her tits were full, smooth D cups that held firm and shapely.
She didn't know what to think when she spotted Teddy looking in through the open sliders. Her eighteen year old son was only wearing his swimsuit and she couldn't miss the very sizeable bulge in front that gave away the hard on he had for his luscious mother.
It was the third time in an hour she'd spotted him like that, spying on her through the screen as she puttered around in the kitchen in her new swimwear. Teddy had left for the beach with his father earlier. Lisa was planning to go out and join them, but she was enjoying the peace of an empty house for a while first. At least she had been until her son started showing up in the glass reflection of the picture frame. Lisa found herself uncomfortably distracted by the sight of her boy's erection in his trunks. It seemed bigger than expected and she wondered if the glass in the frame was distorting the image of Teddy's youthful excitement.
This time, he was bold enough to touch the shaft in his suit, squeezing his inflated rod as he gazed at his mother from behind. It was natural a boy his age would masturbate over girls in bikinis, but his own mother? That didn't seem very natural at all. If anything, it seemed shameful and twisted, so Lisa didn't appreciate the way her pussy grew achingly warm at the sight of her handsome boy touching himself. It was a painful reminder of how long it had been since his father had given her the benefit of a man's pumping sex flesh. Then again, if she could believe what she'd seen so far in the reflection, her teenaged son actually had quite a bit more to offer a girl than his father. And as much reason as there was to disapprove of the boy's sordid attention, she couldn't help feeling flattered at the same time.
"Fuck," the blonde muttered under her breath. Then she turned around and pretended to be startled by Teddy's presence. It seemed like the only way to put an end to this inexcusable behavior. "Oh my god, how long have you been standing there? Come inside before someone sees you with that ... thing in your swimsuit."
Without looking at all shy or embarrassed about his erection, Teddy slid the screen open, stepped inside and then slid it closed behind him. He didn't show the slightest bit of shyness over the telltale bulge in his suit, leaving his mother momentarily speechless.
"I've only been here a couple of minutes, Mom. I couldn't help it."
"What, exactly, couldn't you help, young man?" she said, forcing herself to sound stern while her eyes kept darting to the impressive bulge in his suit.
"I'm sorry, Mom, but I was dying to see you," the boy said without a shred of embarrassment. "You're amazing."
Lisa felt her face grow warm as she blushed at her son's compliment. She realized her nipples were swollen and perfectly visible in her bikini top while the phony strictness drained out of her tone. It was hard to sound like a disapproving mom when her son was practically staring at her camel toe and she could barely keep her eyes off the way his thin swim trunks outlined the shape of his excited cock.
"That's, um, very inappropriate, baby," she said weakly. "It's not right to get excited over your mother. Aren't there plenty of girls your age on the beach to look at?"
"Yeah, Mom, but none of them make me feel like you do."
Lisa stopped breathing when her son brazenly reached for the front of his trunks and openly squeezed the rock hard shaft inside them. He even let out a soft moan which made his mother's pussy squeeze by pure reflex. But she also couldn't help feeling warm all over from what he said. It made her feel loved to know other girls couldn't make that cock of his swell up the way she apparently could.
"Sweetheart, you, ummm, you need to take care of your problem there." She nodded toward his bulge as if there were a chance in a million he'd miss what she meant.
"I already did once today, but you're right. I should do it again. It'll probably work much better this way."
Teddy pushed his swim trunks down and they fell around his ankles. His swollen cock stood upright, bobbing up and down slightly from pushing his suit down. Then he took his excited shaft in his hand and started stroking.
"Teddy! What are you doing?" Lisa said, shocked. She was staring in awe at his cock which she now knew without a doubt was quite a bit bigger than his father's. But of course she couldn't bring herself to admit she loved knowing that delicious looking young erection was all because of her.
"I'm just doing what you said, Mom," he told her, as if anything about this were normal.
"Oh my god, where's your father? What if he came back?"
"He's way down the beach flirting with a bunch of girls my age. I can't believe he's not here with you. You're so much hotter than them it isn't funny."
"Aww, baby, that's really sweet of you, but this isn't normal."
Teddy stepped out of his shorts and kept stroking his cock while his eyes roamed over his mother's body. As astonished as Lisa was, it was far outweighed by the pleasure she felt by her son's admiration. It was so wrong, but she loved the way he was looking at her and she was excited to see a cock that was so much bigger and nicer than her husband's. She wasn't surprised to know he was flirting with younger girls on the beach. He wasn't even discreet about it most of the time and Lisa was tired of it. Why shouldn't she be able to savor the knowledge she still had everything it took to turn a younger guy on and then some. Even if it happened to be her own son?
With his thick flesh pole in his fist, Teddy stroked with a firm grip. Rapidly oozing precum started to make audible slicking noises as he jacked himself. Lisa wasn't ready for how much the mere sound of her son's wet jacking affected her whole body. Her aching nipples were impossible to miss in her scant swimsuit top, and Teddy's eyes were glued to them. At least he couldn't tell his mother's pussy was steadily leaking into the gusset of her bottom. Lisa was still holding out the hope she had a shred of maternal dignity left, yet that big, succulent looking cock in her son's sliding fist was hypnotizing her.
"Mom, pull those tits out and let me see them. They're so perfect. I promise it'll make me cum faster if you do," Teddy pleaded.
Lisa's first instinct was to please her fully naked, cock-stroking son, as totally wrong as it seemed. But then again, in her little pink bikini, there wasn't much left to her horny boy's imagination. Just pulling those stretchy, V-shaped strips of material off her tits seemed so easy. She was already so exposed except for her nipples and areolas. Would it really be that much worse than what they were already doing?
"Well, I guess if it's just this one time, okay? Just so you can finish up faster," she said, justifying herself. Then she pulled the strips of bikini fabric to both sides and revealed her succulent melons in their fully fantastic glory. The pretty, blonde mother felt a rush at the sound of her son's lustful moan.
"Oh, Mom, fuck," Teddy groaned. "Those are so incredible! Those girls Dad's flirting with don't have anything like you."
Lisa couldn't hide her awe at seeing her son jacking his rod even faster as she exposed her heavy tits. She was barely aware of the motion of her own hands as they moved to cup and fondle her orbs, making Teddy moan more and more desperately. With a throbbing pussy, she tweezed and twisted her swollen nipples, revealing how sensitive they were to her entranced boy. Without revealing her smoothly shaven pussy mound, Lisa pushed one hand into her bikini bottom and started to finger her wetly excited slit. She was soon moaning as much as Teddy while she furiously battered her slippery clit with her fingers.
Lisa had never felt so close to a climax just from fingering her pussy. After promising her son, and herself, it would only be this one time, she gave herself over to the forbidden pleasure.
"Mom, oh fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum soon. Can I cum on your tits? Please, oh fuck, please, Mom, I NEED to cum on those hot fucking tits!"
Lisa was so far beyond thinking rationally that she automatically went close to her son and knelt on the floor in front of him. She was now close enough to smell the faint tanginess of his leaking precum. Her lips quivered at the thought of what his luscious cock would feel like sliding between them. But that was a line they could never cross. Even letting him cum on her tits was crazy enough, but she realized she couldn't wait to feel his warm sauce spurting on her skin.
"Here it comes, Mom! Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuuuuuck!" Teddy groaned as his virile, young cock erupted with strong spurts of frothy cum.
Lisa's kept her hand going inside her swimming panties, wildly stroking her hard clit as she exploded with pleasure at the same time as Teddy. He kept cumming longer than his mother had ever seen a guy cum before, spattering her world class melons with an overabundance of passion cream. Her whole body froze in place as her own pleasure ripped through her body like a sudden rainstorm. It was the most wicked thing she'd ever done, but it felt like nothing she'd ever experienced before. The intensity of her forbidden pleasure left her breathless and dazed.
The mother and son wound down gradually from their mutual high, until Teddy insisted it was the best thing that ever happened to him.
"Um, yes, baby," his mother replied, "it felt so so good, but remember it's just this one time. Let's get cleaned up and forget this ever happened."
"I'll get cleaned up, but I'll never forget this, Mom. You're amazing. I love you so much." He was still standing there naked, with almost as much cum on his hand and cock as he'd sprayed on her tits.
"You're a dirty boy," she told him with a shy grin and brief little giggle, "but you know Mommy loves you more than anything."
Fortunately, the rental house had two bathrooms. Teddy just went in and wiped off his cock and hands with a wet face cloth while his mother took her second shower of the morning. Her entire body was tingling with pleasure, but she needed to wash away any trace or smell of cum from her body. After, she dried her hair and put her pink bikini back on despite the fact the bottom was still damp from her juices.
Later, Lisa decided to do her sunbathing on the deck facing the beach instead of heading out on the sand only to find her husband flirting with girls their son's age. She was feeling disgusted with him and didn't want to ruin the warm feeling she still had from hearing Teddy's sweet, loving praise. And his biggest compliment of all was the intense load of cum he desperately spattered across her naked tits. Deep down, Lisa felt delightfully sinful and yet so loved and cherished at the same time. She'd never felt like a load of her husband's cum was a gift of love, but she couldn't help feeling that way about her son.
She reminded herself it could've been worse. They hadn't actually touched each other, after all, unless you counted a son's cum touching his mommy's tits. And, as she'd insisted, it was only that one time. They'd gotten it out of their systems and now both mother and son had a delicious memory to savor for years to come. And maybe having such a dirty little secret to share would bring them even closer.
Lisa was already enjoying the memory while it was fresh in her mind. Teddy had gone back to the beach while she stayed on the deck in a lounge chair, and the sight of her naked son with his big cock in his fist as he pleaded with her to let him cum on her tits kept playing in her mind. The sight of his naked body was like an obscene video loop that wouldn't go away. His body wasn't especially hairy, and his cock was so smooth all around his shaft and balls, so much bigger, harder and silkier than his father on his best day.
Lying back on her lounge, Lisa snuck her hand into her bikini bottom, still damp from her indiscretion with Teddy. There was a rail around the deck, and the posts were her only barrier to anyone walking past. At least the house was set off the back end of the beach so it was rare if anyone walked close enough to see the way her hand was moving under her bikini bottom. It wasn't too open, but it wasn't the most discreet way the hot, blonde mother had ever fingered herself, either. She could've gone inside, but it felt so good to finger her slippery snatch out in the sun. She pulled one of her tits free of her bikini and played with her hard nipple while her fingers explored harder and deeper between the lips of her sugary twat.
She started out slowly, rubbing her clit in a firm, circular motion while she thought about the intimate view she'd had of her son, eagerly stroking himself just for her. Teddy could just as easily been out on the beach feasting his eyes on younger girls, but his need to see his mother had brought him back.
"Oh god, Teddy. Mommy loves that cock," Lisa sighed quietly, slipping a finger into her syrup coated channel. She soon loosened her other boob from her bikini and ran her left hand over and around both of her full orbs while she pushed a pair of fingers from her right into her G spot. It felt deliciously perverse to finger her badly neglected love nest with thoughts of her naked son's throbbing hard on fresh in her mind. Being a moment of stolen privacy, Lisa savored that feeling of perversity. She loved her son to distraction, much more than she ever loved her husband. And Teddy obviously loved her back. Well, at least he lusted for her and maybe that was more than enough.
With Teddy off on the beach, Lisa didn't feel any guilt over the pleasure she was now giving herself. But she kept one eye on the scene beyond the railing posts just to make sure she had enough time to stop in case anyone came too close. She didn't want to be caught fucking her own fingers, but she realized just then that the risk of being seen was enough to drive her arousal even higher. What if someone saw her? Someone who had no idea it was her own son making her juices flow all around her pumping fingers.
As she drew closer and closer to her second orgasm of the morning, Lisa dared to imagine the feeling of Teddy shoving that luscious cock into her sheath in a desperate lunge of incestuous need. "You need Mommy's cunt, don't you, baby," she muttered under her breath. "Oh, yes, baby, that's it. Fuck it like Daddy never could."
Her own, twisted fantasy spurred Lisa on to a hot, intense orgasm she didn't expect to come on so soon. Her beautiful body shivered and shook with an overload of illicit pleasure. Her peak was intense and long lasting while she imagined her precious Teddy grunting and thrusting his rigid, young cock into her pussy and filling her up with desperate cum.
When she relaxed and finally caught her breath, she rolled her eyes and laughed at herself at how ridiculous it was to imagine her own baby boy pumping her womb full of his forbidden goo. It was one thing to take his sperm across her impressive tits, but the thought of taking it deep in her pussy gave her butterflies. But then, it was only okay to feel that way because she knew it was something she could never allow to actually happen. A person's private fantasies were all their own, and keeping them private was the safe thing to do. Besides, she had to be far from the first mother to indulge illicit dreams of her son.
After her climax, Lisa realized her tits were still jutting out of her tangled bikini. She loved the way it felt to have them exposed to the air and sun so she took off her top and decided to sunbathe topless for a while. At least she was careful enough to thoroughly coat each of her pale melons with tanning oil. The massage felt good so she took her time. Then she lay back and let the sun do its job on her fine skin. She suddenly giggled when she tried to imagine Teddy's reaction to seeing Mommy's bare tits without tan lines. The poor boy would probably jerk off twice as hard as he had earlier.
Before long, Lisa was also tempted to take off her bottom and tan the area around her pussy too, but it didn't feel right. It would've been too much to try to cover up if someone came close enough to see onto the deck. Not that she'd ever been shy about her gorgeous body. Before she was married to Teddy's father there had been plenty of parties where flashing her tits had earned her loud, horny catcalls and cheers. And once, on a dare, she'd sucked the cock of one of her community college friend's boyfriend in front of ten other people at a small party. Even her friend had been watching and cheering her on. Lisa would never forget how wet her pussy was that night, and how defiant she felt when she took that guy's cum in her mouth and swallowed it down in front of everyone.
As a married mother of one, Lisa's adventurous past was a well-kept secret from her husband and most certainly her son. But the events of the morning had unlocked something inside her. She realized how much she missed having the freer, more fulfilling sexuality of her youth. Her looks and body should be for more than just her husband's friends and business associates to appreciate just so they can look up to him. She needed more. And as much as Teddy shouldn't have been such a dirty boy to his own mother, he'd unknowingly helped his mother get back in touch with her real self.
Lisa had heard a number of times that there was a nude beach just a few miles from the where they were. She promised herself to sneak away and go nude among strangers if she got a chance. She could just imagine how good she'd look with no tan lines at all. Teddy would love it.
Meanwhile, Lisa managed to enjoy a couple of hours to herself before Marvin, her husband, came back from the beach, followed a half hour later by Teddy. Marvin had little to say about his day on the beach without the company of his wife, but Lisa didn't care. She already knew he'd been chasing after younger girls and didn't wonder why he took an extra-long shower that night before getting ready for bed.
Lisa had already showered and was wearing panties and a cropped T shirt for sleeping, but put on a short, satin robe before bedtime. She was in the kitchen while Marvin was in the shower and Teddy caught up to her as she stood in front of the sink. He was freshly showered too, and only wearing loose shorts. Lisa had already noticed his cock swinging freely inside his shorts, but she did a pretty good job of keeping it out of her mind until he pressed it against her ass by the kitchen counter.
Teddy took her by surprise, walking quietly up behind her and pushing his bulge to her ass while grabbing her hips with his hands under her robe.
"I can't stop thinking about you, Mom," he said with his breath on her neck. "You're so hot it's incredible. I can't stop thinking about this morning."
"Teddy!" she protested in a hoarse whisper. "You can't just come up and touch me like this. I'm your mother, for god's sake. We really shouldn't have done that today."
"But it felt so good, Mom. I know you came too, not just me. You're so amazing I can't help it. I need more."
As Teddy's hands moved up from his mother's hips, under her robe, until he was cupping her heavy tits through her shirt, Lisa felt the lump in his shorts quickly grow into a rock hard erection. He massaged her sensitive globes and pressed his sideways trapped pole tighter to her firm ass. She planted her hands on the edge of the counter and didn't do anything to make him stop except utter more artificial protests. She even found herself pushing her ass back against his cock until they were grinding on each other.



"Teddy, your father's right upstairs! What if he saw us?"
"Pffff, he's a jerk. He should be here doing what I'm doing right now. He's got the hottest, most gorgeous babe anywhere on the beach but he's upstairs jerking off to girls my age who're never gonna touch him."
Lisa knew her son was probably right, even though there were plenty of girls Teddy's age who liked older men. And it wasn't as if she was oblivious to other guys Teddy's age who were turned on by MILFs like her. Teddy was an obvious example, even lusting for his own mother, and she felt butterflies at his loving compliments. And she also felt the drip of warm mommy syrup into her panties the harder he rubbed his cock against her.
Lisa was actually glad Marvin was taking so long in the shower. It was so wrong and too much to risk, but she loved the way Teddy was making her feel and didn't really want him to stop. Yet she was shocked by his nerve when he let go of her tit on the right and reached between their bodies. She could feel him pushing down on the waistband of his shorts, and then the feel of his exposed cock mashing into the crease between her ass cheeks with only her panties as a barrier to their flesh.
"Teh...Tehhhh...Teeeeddyyyyy," she moaned. "Soooooo wrong!"
"I don't care," he told her in a soft growl. "Nobody makes me feel like you do, Mom. I love you so fucking much."
By then, Teddy brought his hand back to his mother's chest and now had both of his hands under her shirt and filled with her smooth, warm, braless tit flesh. Lisa gasped at the firm feel of his groping hands, her nipples aching and throbbing. And his cock was nestled between her cheeks as he dry humped her through her panties. Even though he wasn't inside her, she could still feel the strong, eager thrust of his hips as his shaft slid up and down between her cheeks.
Teddy was breathing heavily against his mother's neck, his lips against her skin. She was dying to shove a hand in her panties and batter her demanding clit, but she was afraid she wouldn't be able to control herself and make so much noise that Marvin would have heard. Meanwhile, Teddy kept on kneading her full tits and grinding his cock against her panty-clad ass. His urgent desire for her was enough to make her feel happy and loved. And hornier than ever before in her life.
"Oh, Mom, fuck, I love you," he told her over and over again. "My fucking cock loves you too."
Lisa was in magical space she never knew existed. She felt the hot pleasure of breaking the strictest rules, and yet it was all mixed together with the deep love between a mother and son. She felt like she was made to fit against Teddy's body. She was there for him. For his love and pleasure. The harder and more desperately he humped her, the more she felt like she was fulfilling the real purpose of her life.
Teddy was soon humping his cock at her furiously. She knew he was going to cum when the tone of his grunts changed along with the increasing force of his cock thrusts. If he'd only been inside her cunt she would've cum three times already. But then she felt him thrust hard and the jets of his cum shooting up against the bare part of her lower back, soaking her skin and the upper edge of her panties.
Lisa's body felt like it was vibrating. She needed to cum more than anything, but now Teddy's body was relaxing against her. They could hear Marvin finally shut off the shower while Teddy pulled his shorts back over his freshly spent cock. He held his mother affectionately and kissed the side of her neck and face. But he soon turned her around and kissed her mouth, his tongue searching into hers. His kiss was slow but loving and deep, making her slit ooze more of her warm honey into her panties.
They could hear the shower turn off, but kept kissing another minute or two after. They finally had to separate, though, aware of the risk they were taking. Teddy gave his mom a final, sweet kiss on her cheek and whispered, "Come to my room tonight and I'll lick your pussy."
"Baby, I couldn't. We can't keep doing these things."
"I wanna make you cum, Mom. Just like you did for me. I love you so much."
"I love you too, darling, but we have to stop before we do something we can't take back."
Before they could say any more, Marvin was coming downstairs. The family of three passed the rest of the night in front of the television. No one had very much to say. It wasn't as if Marvin was going to talk about his day on the beach any more than Lisa or Teddy were going to say anything about her kneeling on the floor while she let their son cum on her glorious tits. Teddy kept trying to catch his mother's eye, but she avoided looking at him. Her pussy felt warm and damp all night, but she also felt so ashamed of herself.
At bedtime, Lisa was relieved when Marvin was quick to fall asleep. She wished she could've done the same thing, but she couldn't stop thinking about their son's loving offer to eat Mommy's pussy. She could barely remember the last time Marvin's tongue had been inside her. The excitement of feeling her own son's tongue pushing up her hole made her pussy drip, but there was no way she was ever going to sneak into his bedroom while his father was snoring away in the next room. Even if Marvin had been miles away somewhere else, it would've been just as wrong and sordid as what they'd already done that day.
Lisa promised herself to put a stop to Teddy's misguided advances the next day. It was the only logical thing to do. Then she forced herself to fall asleep.
In the morning, over coffee, Marvin talked about spending another day on the beach while Lisa casually mentioned how she'd enjoyed the previous day just sunbathing on the deck of the house. She was hoping Teddy would be there at least long enough to have a rational conversation without his father around. Meanwhile, Marvin and Lisa were both pretty disinterested in whatever the other was going to do that day. Marvin encouraged his wife to relax however she felt like it, and Lisa didn't need to guess he was relieved to be able to go out on his own and flirt with younger girls in skimpy bikinis.
Teddy was pretty quiet. Lisa knew he was disappointed she hadn't taken him up on his invitation to eat her pussy. She was disappointed, too, but one of them had to be rational, and since Teddy had a horny, young cock attached to his body that meant it was up to Lisa to do the logical thinking.
Marvin and Teddy both left for the beach, walking off in opposite directions. Lisa started to hope Teddy would go off and do the same thing his father was, flirting with near-naked girls his age. Maybe he'd meet a girl and make a connection, then forget all about his misplaced lust for his own mother. That would be perfectly normal. Maybe her son would even find a steady girlfriend.
And that's when Lisa felt a huge pang of irrational jealousy, the last thing a mother should feel for her son. It seemed weird she didn't feel the slightest twinge of jealousy over her husband. She didn't even care if he found some girl with daddy issues to sneak off somewhere to jerk or suck him off. He was welcome to whatever he wanted. And maybe when this trip was over, Lisa might get what she wanted with one of Teddy's horny, young friends. Most of them already flirted with her pretty heavily and she didn't think it would take much effort to get herself some willing, young cock.
After cleaning up around the kitchen, Lisa decided to get ready for a morning of topless sunbathing. The white patches over her tits already started to get darker from the day before, and before the end of their stay she'd surely have fully tanned melons. Teddy's friends would love that. But Teddy would surely love it even more.
The pink bikini she wore the day before was now pretty dirty from yesterday. She had a white one with a similar cut and put it on, realizing she only needed the top on if Marvin or Teddy came back. Then again, maybe she wouldn't bother covering up for her son. She loved the way he looked at her tits, and there wasn't any harm in looking, after all.
Just carrying her bikini top, Lisa went out on the deck and settled onto the reclining lounge chair. She took her time covering her practically naked body with sun cream. Her nipples grew hard and excited as she thought up nasty ideas about Teddy's friends, wondering which one would be the best choice to try having an affair with. It made her giggle to think maybe she could even have more than one. It would sure serve Marvin right.
But that naughty daydream only ended up making Lisa frustrated. The more she thought about Teddy's friends, the more it made her think about him. None of them held a candle to her boy. He was more handsome and better built than any of them. The odds any of them had a nicer or bigger cock were very slim. And no one could make her feel the way Teddy had the day before. His need was rare and special. It was the need of a loving young man for his hot mother.
Lisa didn't want to feel that way, but her pussy was already growing wet all over again as she thought of Teddy's hot passion for Mommy's body. As hard and horny as any of his friends would be, none of them could match the same need.
The busty blonde did her best to finally put it all out of her mind and relax. It felt good to have her tits out in the open air and sunshine, and that only made the ache in her pussy even worse. She started thinking about that nude beach she'd heard about. She could easily leave a note to say she felt like going somewhere else for the day, not that she'd let her son or husband know where it was. At the same time, she didn't want to go to a nude beach alone. She was afraid of drawing the wrong kind of attention being there by herself.
After a long while, her mind finally quieted down and she managed to relax. She even forgot about being exposed to the beach through the railing posts along the deck. If anything, she liked the idea of someone possibly seeing tits out in the sun.
Lisa finally got up and went into the kitchen to get some fruit out of the refrigerator. She left her top out on the deck. It felt good to be free to walk around with nothing on but her bottom. The chilled fruit tasted good while her slit felt warm and damp from everything that had been going through her mind. She was standing at the island countertop when she saw Teddy come up onto the deck and then into the house through the sliding screen door. She wished she'd put her top back on, but not so much that she tried covering her fully exposed tits. Teddy was obviously happy to catch his mother in her nearly naked state, and after letting him cum on them the day before it seemed pointless to try covering them now.
"Oh, Mom, you look so good," her son said as he openly squeezed his cock through his suit.
Lisa could only smile at her son's compliment. And even knowing she couldn't encourage his lustful attentions, she still loved being almost fully exposed to him. She loved his bold audacity at fondling his growing cock right in front of her. She barely had time to think of a reply when Teddy pushed the band of his trunks down past his balls to expose his halfway engorged cock. He took his shaft in his hand and started stroking it while he admired his mother's lush body.
"Not again," Lisa said, more fascinated by her son's growing cock than her attempt to sound disapproving.
"You know I can't help it, Mom. You're so hot I had to come back and see you. It's like you make me hard all day."
Lisa was taken aback, wondering if Teddy was really hard for her that much of the time. If he was, he'd be the first man in her life to want and need her that much. The mere idea caused her pussy to flush a fresh flow of moisture into her bikini bottom. By now he was fully engorged and hard as a rock. She couldn't take her eyes off his succulent looking pole as he ran his fist up and down the beefy shaft.
Teddy's swimsuit now puddled on the floor, he stood fully aroused and naked in front of his mother just as he had a mere twenty-four hours before. Lisa would never forget the way he'd covered her tits with cum as long as she lived.
"I guess you're gonna need to take of that ... cock," she said. "It looks pretty painful."
"That's cuz of you, Mom, and it's driving me crazy."
"You wanna cum on my tits again?" She tried to sound reluctant but it wasn't totally working.
"I'm dying to," her son said. "I can't stop thinking about them."
"Okay, I guess one more time wouldn't hurt. But you have to promise this is it. You can't keep coming back and doing this every day. Sooner or later your father would catch us."
"I promise, Mom. Just this once."
"Well ... okay, then."
Teddy was so intently focused on his mother's gorgeous and practically nude body that he didn't catch on she was just as eager to feel him cum on her again as he was. She went to him and knelt on the floor barely a foot away from the head of his cock. He was already stroking his big shaft by the time his mother sank down to her knees.
"Hurry," she told him. "We can't have your father coming back and catching us."
Teddy groaned as he pumped his rod and savored the sight of his hot mother as she cupped her tits in her hands and fondled them as much for him as her own pleasure. Lisa meant what she said about getting caught by Marvin, but she didn't really want Teddy to cum too soon. She was all but hypnotized by watching him pleasure his beautiful cock.
"Dad's too busy with those dumb sluts on the beach. I can't believe he wouldn't rather be here with you," Teddy said, precum now coating the entire head of his rod. "But, umm, Mom. You could stroke it for me. I'll definitely finish way faster that way."
Lisa was struck speechless a moment by her son's outrageous suggestion. Did he really want his own mother to stroke his swollen cock? She knew he did, and she couldn't resist her desire to know what his impressive manhood felt like.
"You're such a bad boy," she admonished him feebly. "But I guess you're right. And it would only be this one time, right?"
"Just this once, Mom. I promise."
Lisa didn't bother reminding him they said the exact same thing just the morning before when he jerked off on her tits. She took the hand she'd been about to shove into her bikini bottom and raised it up to her son's naked groin, curling her fingers around his solid tube of fuck meat. Her heart skipped what felt like a dozen beats as the forbidden manflesh filled her hand. Teddy moaned with approval. His mother's eyes were watering as she began stroking the shaft, feeling that rigid meat under her fingers, his precum giving her hand a nice, slippery glide as she jacked him.
"That's so good, Mom," Teddy groaned. "I can't believe you know how to stroke it so good."
Lisa smiled to herself. Teddy missed it because he was gawking at her hand as it moved over his shaft in a well-practiced corkscrewing motion. She felt proud of herself for impressing her deliciously hung boy with her skill. It had been years, but before she was married she'd had plenty of practice at jerking off horny cocks. It was a weird feeling, but it made her happy to give her son the benefit of her experience. He certainly deserved it more than his father.
It was only a few minutes of stroking before Teddy was moaning and throbbing so much that his mother knew he was approaching his climax. She could've backed off to make him last longer, but there was still the fact that her husband could come back at any moment.
"Mom, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," Teddy announced hoarsely.
Lisa's heartrate jacked up with excitement as she remembered the thrill she felt the day before when Teddy's warm cum splattered all over her tits. But that was yesterday. Today she was even more entranced by the sight of her son's cock as he came to the brink of spewing his juice. Without thinking, the blonde took that big, bulbous cock head between her lips and started sucking and stroking in tandem.
Teddy yelped in surprised and excitement. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" he growled intensely. Lisa crammed her free hand into her bikini bottom and battered her throbbing clit with her fingers while Teddy's cum jetted into her mouth with heavy spurts of cream. She swallowed each one as it came, tasting the tangy nectar on her tongue as the boy gushed into Mommy's mouth. She came at the same time, but the pleasure was even more intense than the day before.
"Oh, Mom, fuck, I love you," he sighed, slowly coming down from the surprise his kneeling mother had just given him.
Lisa kept sucking, but more gently as Teddy's organ began to go soft in her mouth. She finally let him go with a slurpy, smacking sound and told him she loved him right back. She was enjoying the warm contentment of their mutual climax so much she didn't bother to remind him of their agreement it had to be their last time.
Teddy went to the bathroom to freshen up while his mother went to retrieve her bikini top from the deck. He was disappointed to see his mother's beautiful tits were covered when he came back out, not that they were covered very much.
Marvin came back to the house for lunch a short while later. He didn't notice how quiet his wife and son were. He didn't notice the looks and little smiles they kept exchanging. Lisa actually felt closer to her son when Marvin was there. His presence underscored the secret they now shared. And even though she kept telling herself every time was the last, she found herself wishing Marvin would go back to the beach and leave her alone with Teddy. By now, she actually wanted him to be somewhere else and flirting with some young coed. It would be a perfect distraction.
But Marvin didn't seem to be in a hurry to leave, which only made Lisa anxious. She suddenly announced she felt like trying out a different beach before thinking about what she was saying. She mentioned the name of the nude beach she'd heard about, but her husband didn't seem to know what it was.
"I don't feel like going somewhere else when there's a perfectly great beach right here," Marvin complained. "But if that's what you want then go ahead and enjoy yourself. I'll bet Teddy won't mind going with you."
Teddy had a devious smirk on his face. He knew his mother was talking about a nude beach, and Lisa could see he was eager to go with her. As for Marvin, it felt like he was actually trying to get rid of his wife and son so he could be on his own. That was fine with Lisa. In fact, it was perfect. Marvin could flirt as much as he pleased, as far as she was concerned. Maybe he'd even get lucky. And she could be naked with Teddy, but in a public place where they couldn't get into any more trouble than they were already.
"Are you sure you don't mind us leaving you on your own for a couple of hours?" Lisa asked, feigning concern.
Marvin waved her off. "I'll miss you, of course. But we'll see each other when you get back."
It was settled. Teddy threw on a T shirt while Lisa put on a gauzy beach coverup and packed some towels and water bottles in a bag. They were in the car and on their way within a few minutes. It was when they were driving, Lisa at the wheel, that the reality of what they were about to do finally hit her full force. Was she really going to strip fully naked in front of her son? He'd already seen plenty of her tits over the past couple of mornings, and he had gotten fully naked in front of her without a shred of hesitation.
Lisa decided before they got there that she'd only go topless. Exposing her damp, smoothly shaved pussy to her son would be too much. If he'd gotten as horny and hard as he did over her in a bikini, she could hardly imagine how impossible he'd be if she let him see her slit.
The nude beach wasn't as crowded as the one where their rental house was, so it wasn't hard for Teddy and Lisa to stake out a spot that wasn't uncomfortably close to other people. They were still within sight of several other groups, including a man about Marvin's age who appeared to be there on his own.



Lisa laid out their towels into one, blanket sized square and Teddy quickly removed his T shirt and swim trunks. Meanwhile, she just took off her top and quickly sat down. Teddy sank down beside her, smiling as he admired her luscious tits out in public. Lisa could see his eyes dropping down to the camel toe in her bikini bottom and knew he was disappointed at not seeing his mother's bare puss.
"Aren't you going to take off the last part?" her son asked with a grin. "Isn't that why you wanted to come here?"
"You'd like that, wouldn't you, you naughty boy?"
Teddy's grin widened even more. "Yes, I sure would."
Lisa couldn't help but giggle at her son's enthusiasm to see her snatch. And as much as she wanted to appear responsible, parental, she really did want to expose her pussy to him. She was starting to get used to being admired and lusted after again, and the fact that it was her son doing the admiring and lusting made her feel safe for some bizarre reason. Sighing with phony impatience, Lisa lifted her ass off the ground and pulled her scant bikini bottom down her legs. She couldn't suppress a smile as she caught the eager look of anticipation in Teddy's eyes.
The blonde got her bottom all the way off and lay back again, now with her perfectly V shaped sex mound on full display for her son. She could feel her pulse race with excitement as Teddy sat up cross legged and gazed at her silky pussy.
"Damn, Mom. Your pussy ... fuck. It's beautiful. It looks perfect," he said.
Lisa felt herself blush. She knew she had a nice looking pussy, but no one had ever bothered to compliment her that way before. It seemed even more special when she thought of how her own son actually admired the very hole he entered the world through.
"Thank you, sweetie," she replied. "Under the circumstances, I guess it'd be okay to tell you what a nice, ummm, cock you have too."
Teddy smiled proudly. His organ was already starting to thicken and grow longer.
"Can you spread your legs, Mom? Just a little? Just enough so I can see everything?"
"Oh my god, young man, now why would I want to do that?"
"Because you love me?"
She giggled. "Well, of course I love you. But I'm your mother. Mothers always love their sons. But it doesn't make it appropriate for a mommy to open her legs for her boy." Yet that was exactly what Lisa was dying to do.
"Yeah, but you gotta admit we're not like most moms and sons."
"True," the beautiful blonde giggled happily. "But that's still not a reason to spread my legs for you. Baby, it would be, I dunno, so dirty."
"Yeah, it would," her son agreed, surreptitiously turning his back to the next closest people and stroking his growing cock. And he was growing fast, as if he already knew his hot mom was going to spread her legs for him.
Lisa gave in. Even she knew it was only going to be a matter of time. She moved her thighs apart wide enough to reveal the pink, moistening slit between her legs. Her lips were already wet enough that Teddy could instantly tell his mother was more aroused than she should be. At the same time, she was amazed to see how quickly her boy's cock swelled up to a fully engorged erection. Just knowing this was from a mere glimpse of his mommy's cunt slit brought a fresh rush of nectar to Lisa's maternal twat.
Teddy was making an effort to be discreet about stroking his cock, and luckily it seemed like no one was paying them any attention. They were just one more naked couple on the beach. He shuffled closer to his mother and took her hand in his. Then he brought his mother's hand to his cock, wrapping it around his rock hard shaft.
"What are you doing?" Lisa hissed under her breath.
"I need this, Mom. I need to feel you touch it," he groaned.
"I can't believe what a spoiled brat you are." But instead of pulling away, Lisa started stroking her son's throbbing stick. He felt so fleshy and solid. So hot and yet smooth as silk. His member was big and beautiful and there was no way she could bring herself to resist feeling his steaming desire.
"I can't help it, Mom. You're the only one who makes it feel like this. You're the one I need and I really need you bad."
When Lisa heard her son's true feelings she knew she could never deny him. Especially when it felt so good to her too. She loved his amazing cock and didn't want to let it go, stroking him while his precum began to slather and spread along his red hot shaft.
"Oh, son, I love you so much," she said, overcome with a flood of feelings.
Using his body as a shield, Lisa leaned in took the tip of his cock between her lips. She sucked on his head plus the first couple inches of his shaft, swirling her tongue within the wet enclosure of her mouth. Teddy moaned long and low in his throat while his mother made love to his fuck shaft like it was made of pure sugar. With his flesh forcing her lips into a circular shape, she gazed up at him with her loving, ice blue eyes. Then she briefly let his cock out of her mouth.
"Do you like the way Mommy sucks your cock, baby?"
"Fuck, Mommy, yes. There's nothing better."
Teddy hadn't called her Mommy in years. It brought tears to her eyes as she took his dripping organ back in her mouth and started sucking again. She brought her hand to the base of his tool and skillfully worked his bone with both her hands and lips. The sound of his pleasure moans was intoxicating and the taste of his flesh and precum was so deliciously natural she wished it hadn't taken her so long to taste her baby's hot love.
Lisa was entranced. She didn't care if anyone saw what she was doing, but at the same time she was trusting Teddy to keep her illicit act of love hidden from anyone's view with his body. That beautiful, smooth, tight, naked body. She kept sucking and stroking as long it took to make him growl with need.
"Mommy, fuck, Mommy, you're gonna make me cum," he growled quietly.
"Mmmmmmmmmmm," was all Lisa could say with the sweetest mouthful of cock she'd ever tasted. She kept sucking even as she felt her baby's pole lurch and spasm, jets of tangy, warm love cream spurting into her mouth like they were never going to end.
Lisa felt like she was floating. The gushing of her own son's cum into her mouth was at once the most twisted yet most beautiful thing she'd ever felt. Teddy's love cream flowed so naturally over her tongue and down her throat into her belly, warming her inside with a son's gooey affection.
The blonde kept suckling her baby's meat until he showed signs of going soft again. Knowing she'd given him a mother's ultimate gift, Lisa released Teddy's cock. She sat upright and hugged him, kissing his mouth for a minute or two before they both pulled back and gazed at each other in awe.
"Did you like cumming in Mommy's mouth, baby?" she asked with an expectant smile.
"I loved it so much, Mom. It's the best thing that ever happened to me."
"Aww, baby, you know I did it because I love you."
"Is that the only reason, Mom?"
Lisa giggled deviously and shook her head, letting him know how much she simply loved sucking his needy cock. Her pussy was soaking wet now and needing attention in a way Lisa never felt before. She flashed him a coy smile. "Maybe I love your cock, too," she said.
Teddy returned his mother's devious smile and shifted places so he was blocking the middle part of her body. He then put his hand on her slender thigh and moved it up to her pussy where he started to stroke her sex lips with his fingers.
"Fuck, it's so wet, Mom. You must really like sucking my cock."
Lisa sighed with pleasure, unable to deny it as much as being unable to resist the feeling of Teddy's fingers along her aroused slit. He massaged her slick lips and clit, making her moan and purr with illicit pleasure. After a few minutes of patient fingering, Teddy slid his middle finger into his mother's channel, stroking into her velvety insides. Lisa held her breath while her son stirred her juicy inner sanctum. He finger fucked his mother's hole for a full, steady minute before pulling his finger back out and bringing it up to his mouth.
He loudly sucked his mother's sex honey off his finger, gazing into her eyes and letting her know how much he savored the sweet taste of her arousal. Lisa shivered in response to her son's boldly obscene gesture. She felt so dirty, yet never so loved or wanted.
The blonde rolled to her side, propping a leg up on her foot to give her talented son room to explore between her thighs. Teddy grinned at her and sank his finger back inside her cunt. Her breathing grew so deep it made her glorious tits rise and fall with her breath. She loved seeing the look in her son's eyes as he followed the movement of her swollen nipples, wishing he could just lean over and suck them right then and there. But then he added a second finger into her pussy, making her gasp and grind her hips against the rhythmic fuck stroke of his hand. She felt his fingers curling into her G spot, stoking the flames of her pleasure higher and higher. It was almost enough to make the beautiful blonde forget they were in public.
"Teddy, baby ... how did you know? Where did you learn how to make a girl feel this good?" she moaned, amazed at the accurate aim of his fingers.
But before he could answer, a shadow crossed over their bodies and they realized someone was standing right over them. It was the man they'd spotted several yards away, the one who was there on his own. He'd stood out for being the only one on the beach who was by himself. He was a good looking man with short, salt and pepper hair who looked to be around the same age as Marvin. But in better physical shape, even in spite of the slight paunch at his belly. He also had a large beach towel flung over his shoulder.
The other thing that Teddy and Lisa both noticed at the same time was the rock hard erection practically jutting out in their faces. Lisa wasn't thrilled about being caught in public with her son's fingers in her snatch, but she was far from ashamed. It made her smile to note the man's cock was bigger than Marvin's but not as big as Teddy's. And she was surprised he would walk around with his obvious arousal swaggering in the open. If the beach had been more crowded he wouldn't have gotten away with it, but then Teddy wouldn't be finger fucking her, either.
"I'm Steve," the man introduced himself. He didn't wait for Lisa or Teddy to return the courtesy. It seemed he didn't care about their names. "If you let me watch, I can show you a spot where the two of you don't have to hide what you're doing."
Teddy's fingers were still stuck in his mother's snug pussy, but not moving now. Steve let his eyes drift between the mother's legs and he smiled wickedly at the way the younger man's fingers were opening the lady's delicious hole.
Lisa and Teddy looked at each other in question. She could tell her son was not only willing, but eager to let the naked stranger watch them ravage each other. Lisa flashed back to the morning when she fingered herself out on the deck, feeling aroused by the possibility of being caught. Now she knew she wanted this horny stranger to watch her with Teddy. Her pussy flushed hotter at the prospect. She didn't even care if the man figured out they were mother and son. It filled her with defiant pleasure to think of anyone witnessing her secret expression of love for Teddy and his raging cock. She loved him so much and wanted someone to see, even if they didn't fully realize what they were seeing.
That was the moment the blonde knew she was going to fuck her own son and never look back. Teddy just looked excited to see his mother nod her agreement. He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and they both stood up to follow Steve as he started walking further down the beach.
Lisa felt like she was in a trance, walking down the beach with two naked men, both of them with obscenely bobbing erections leading the way. It wasn't as if she was tempted to fuck the stranger, but knowing he was hard just from catching her and Teddy was enough to make dribbles of fuck honey trickle down the insides of her thighs.
Steve led the mother and son to a rise at the back end of the beach. There was a natural dip, like a small dune, just below where people could go without being seen by anyone on the other side. There was no one else there, but Steve explained that sometimes you'd run into someone else who had the same idea and as long it was out of sight of other people, anything went. He walked down to the lowest point where they couldn't be seen and laid out the towel he was carrying. He also had a smaller towel he laid down a few feet away and sat down.
Lisa was surprised when he started stroking his cock and looking expectantly at her and Teddy. His brazen cock pumping made her pussy quiver with heat, but it was Teddy's meat she truly needed between her legs right now. But that didn't keep her from feeling an extra rush over being watched by some stranger who only gave them his first name. Teddy looked like he didn't care who was watching. He was staring at his mother's wide open twat like he just won the lottery. Lisa realized being watched was exciting, but nothing compared to being wanted the way her son obviously did.
With her slim, busty body laid out in open invitation, Lisa expected her son to jump eagerly between her thighs and desperately shove his cock into her pussy. But he only knelt down and kissed her first, just rubbing the length of his rod along her slit. The touch of his cock along her sex lips was delightfully electric and she moaned into his mouth as they kissed deeply. But then, Teddy started kissing his mother's fully exposed body, working his way lower, until he had his mouth against her bald snatch.
Lisa almost forgot there was someone watching as Teddy began slurping her juice dripping pussy. At least Steve wasn't trying to make eye contact with her and was focused completely on watching Teddy work his mother's hole with his fingers and tongue. She briefly enjoyed the distraction of watching the man stroke his excited cock. It did look like a pretty nice one, but the blonde was quickly drawn back to the sight of her son's intent expression as he savored the flowing drip of his mother's juice.
Teddy's fingers started to take curling strokes into Lisa's G spot as he clamped his lips around her clit and started sucking the tangy pearl. She couldn't remember the last time she felt that much pleasure, if ever. Her hips started to rock and grind against her son's face while the sensations in her body rose toward an explosive peak.
"Fuck yeah, make her cum," Steve groaned, reminding the mother and son they had an audience.
Lisa turned her head to find the man rapidly pumping his engorged pole. But her fascination with the masturbating stranger was short lived. Teddy's fingers and lips had his mother soaring over the edge as she cried out in ecstasy. Hot waves of erotic pleasure rippled through her entire body while her son's unexpected skill and confidence in pleasing a mother's wet pussy made her head spin. She realized she was squirting into Teddy's face by the time her second orgasm came on, even stronger than the first. She pawed desperately at her own tits, twisting her nipples roughly and wondering how much of her pleasure had to do with Teddy's talents or the fact that a horny stranger was jerking his swollen cock while watching her cum all over her son's handsome face.
Teddy rose up and looked expectantly at his mom with his intensely swollen prick jutting up from his body.
"Do it, baby. Give it to me," the blonde growled in a husky voice she barely recognized as her own. "Give me that big, fucking cock!"
Lisa heard Steve snicker in response to her needy gutter talk. Teddy looked stunned, like he never imagined the woman capable of being that crude. She thought it was sweet he'd think that way about his mother, but she was ready to give him everything she was, including the pleasure-loving cockslut she'd always known she was deep down. She loved Teddy so much for setting that side of her free after so long.
Meanwhile, Steve was groaning and huffing with effort, wildly spanking his throbbing cock while Teddy slowly sank his own prick into his mother's slick channel. He was dead silent until his entire shaft was fully embedded in his mother's tight core. The amazed look on his face was priceless and even more arousing to Lisa. She rolled her hips, grinding on his cock and urging him to start pumping her hole. Teddy propped himself upright on extended arms and began rocking his ass back and forth, slipping and sliding his throbbing stick in and out of his mother's grateful snatch.
"Ahhhhh, baby, just like that," the blonde moaned happily. "Ohhhh, yes, it feels so good!"
Teddy grunted in response, fucking long, forceful strokes into his mother's luscious body. The stranger named Steve was grunting almost as loudly as Teddy, pumping his excited cock faster and harder.
"Fuck, that's so hot," Steve growled. "Do it, son. Fuck your pretty mother's horny cunt. She needs that cock."
Lisa was shocked. With Teddy still pumping her body full of young dick, she stared at Steve.
"H-h-how did you know?" she sputtered between deep breaths.
Steve was grinning and pumping his rod hard and fast. "I thought the two of you looked suspiciously alike. But I wasn't sure until now."
Lisa almost felt ashamed of herself for giving away their dirty secret, but the waves of pleasure washing through her body suddenly intensified. The perverted stranger liked it! And Lisa felt relieved to not have to hide the forbidden nature of her relationship with Teddy. Within seconds, the blonde was grinding and rocking her hips like she wanted to give the stranger the kind of show perverts would pay for.
"Oh, yes, baby!" the woman cried out. "Give Mommy that big, beautiful cock! Fuck me like Daddy never could!"
Lisa realized Teddy didn't care about their secret being known. He grunted deeply and started fucking his beautiful mother even harder. Faster. Making her luscious tits heave and shake to the force of his lustful cock thrusts. Amazingly, she started to cum again while Teddy grimaced and held back to keep his cock harder longer. His prowess made his mother smile, but after her climax, she pulled away just enough to let the boy's prick slip out of her pussy. She rolled over, her knees underneath her to lift her ass up higher while her face rested against the towel Steve had brought for them.
Fully aware of her dripping twat and puckered rim hole being fully exposed to Steve, Lisa waited for Teddy to fill up her tunnel from behind. Her boy was quick to comply, massaging her tight ass mounds while his wet cock slipped back inside her sheath. His thrusts became even harder and more powerful, and the slippery scrape of his fat rod against the inner walls of her snatch felt sublimely intense.
Lisa orgasmed at least two more times with Teddy fucking her from behind. On that final climax, she felt the twitching spasms of her son's cock as he unleashed a gusher of cum into her body with a raspy howl of pleasure. She saw Steve get up and come closer. Then she felt the stranger's spurting cum landing all over her back and ass.
Lisa felt like a whore and angel all at once, but as she lifted off Teddy's cock rolled onto her back again, it warmed her heart to see him look at her like she was angel.
"I love you, Mom," he said boldly in front of Steve. He then leaned over and kissed her mouth deeply.
By the time Lisa could breathe again and tell her son she loved him too, the stranger was gone. Not so much as a goodbye or thank you. The couple stayed behind a few more minutes just to cuddle and kiss, savoring the aftermath of their special pleasure. When they went back to their spot, Steve was back at his and they returned his towel to him. He thanked them with a smile and told them they looked beautiful together. He also wished them good luck.



Lisa and Teddy rinsed their naked bodies under the shower heads at the back of the beach, just before the trail back to the parking lot. They only put their suits and covers back on to drive back to their rental. Most of the ride back was surprisingly quiet, with mother and son both in their own, private world. They were only about five minutes from the house when Teddy finally broke the silence.
"Are you gonna try and tell me we shouldn't do it again?" he asked.
Lisa smiled and shook her head. "No, sweetie. Not after the way you made me feel. No one ever made me cum so much or so hard. It's hard not to feel proud to know I raised such a stud," she giggled.
"How much of that was because we had that guy watching us? I caught you checking out his cock enough times."
"Well, okay, he did have a nice one. And him watching made it more intense maybe, but Mommy's cums were all for you, baby."
Teddy smiled, satisfied with himself. "I want more, Mom. A lot more. I wanna make you my girl."
Lisa actually felt butterflies. "I'd love that so much," she told him.
Teddy was thoughtful a few seconds. "You liked that guy knowing you were taking your son's cock, didn't you?"
Lisa snickered deviously. "And you didn't?"
Teddy laughed too. "Yeah, okay. Busted. It was hot showing off my sex goddess mom."
Lisa blushed. "I love you, baby."
"I love you too."
Marvin was on the couch watching TV when Lisa and Teddy went into the house. He asked them how they liked the other beach, still unaware it was for nudists. The mother and son exchanged a knowing glance and Lisa told her husband it was nice and that maybe they'd go back tomorrow.
"That'd be fine," her husband said without taking his eyes off the TV.
Lisa and Teddy exchanged a knowing smile. The mother could tell her son was already thinking about going back to that dune area where they do whatever they wanted no matter who was there to see them. She was thinking about it too. Maybe they'd even see that Steve guy again.
The rest of the evening was pretty quiet, with everyone grabbing something to eat in front of the TV at different times. But every time Lisa left the living room, Teddy wasn't far behind her. He took every chance he could to be alone with his mother and lay his hands on her sexy body.
"Don't let your father catch us," she whispered at him, but never pushing his hands off her tits or ass. She even teased him by rubbing her trim but rounded ass against the front of his shorts until she could feel his erect cock grinding against her. She loved knowing her son wanted her so much to risk feeling her up with his father in the next room, and by the time she went to bed her pussy was on fire with need.
In her painfully aroused condition, there was no way Lisa was getting any sleep. She couldn't stop thinking about her son touching her body like it was all his. Images of his big, young cock danced in her mind until it started to feel like an obsession. So she waited impatiently until Marvin was soundly snoring and quietly got out of bed, tiptoeing to Teddy's room in nothing but the panties and cropped tank top she put on to sleep in. Her nipples were rock hard and the gusset of her panties was damp from her oozing slit. She was relieved to find Teddy awake, lying naked on top of his bed with a very swollen cock in his hand.
"Hmmm, thinking about Mommy?" she asked with a smile as she sat on the side of his bed.
"You're all I can think about anymore, Mom," he said. "It's like I'm hard for you all the time now."
It was just what she wanted to hear. Still smiling, she replaced his hand on his cock with hers.
"Ohhhh, yes, Mom, that's so good. I've been thinking about feeling you touch me all night."
"You're such a dirty boy," she giggled quietly, being conscious of not making enough noise to wake up Marvin. Fortunately, he'd always been a heavy sleeper. "But it looks like I'm a dirty Mommy, too. Baby, I just can't stop thinking about this gorgeous cock."
Teddy sighed deeply. Lisa felt her pussy ache harder and deeper as she stroked her boy's admirable erection. His flesh felt so hot, so smooth, yet so rigid and thick. It wasn't long before his mother's special touch brought heavy drips of precum bubbling out of his cock head. She thumbed the slick fluid all around the shape of his spongy dome, then up and down the sturdy shaft.
There was enough moonlight illuminating the room that Lisa could see how her son was gazing at the shape of her impressive tits as they pushed out at the tight fabric stretching across them. She let go of his cock long enough to peel off her scant top, revealing her lush melons. Teddy reached over and started feeling them while Lisa went back to stroking his cock.
"Fuck, I love your tits, Mom," Teddy said quietly. "They're fucking perfect."
"They're really sensitive, sweetie. My nipples especially. The way you feel them makes me so wet," the busty blonde confessed with a sigh. "Your father barely even looks at them anymore."
"Good. I want them all to myself," her greedy son replied, surprising and pleasing his mother.
"Oh, baby, how could I love you even more?" Lisa cooed. "How about if I give you something your dad's never had?"
Before waiting for a reply, Lisa moved off the bed and knelt on the floor. She put her hands up to her tits and kneaded the fleshy orbs while Teddy gazed, transfixed.
"Come fuck Mommy's big titties with that luscious cock," she purred.
Teddy was on his feet immediately pushing his huge stalk between his mother's melons. Lisa pushed her smooth orbs tightly together, trapping her boy's man flesh between them. He started pumping his throbbing meat in and out of its silken trap, his breathy sighs growing deeper while more and more of his precum oozed out, wetting his mother's skin.
"Ahhh, Mom, that feels so good," he groaned.
Lisa loved the way her baby's cock felt sliding along her skin. After a while, she told him to hold still so she could jack his meat with her tits. His deeper moans of pleasure were music to her ears. It felt like she owned him now as she took control of his dirty pleasure. But eventually it wasn't enough for Lisa. She released Teddy's cock from between her tits and gripped his shaft at the base. Then she started licking off the precum clinging to his head and shank, but as soon as she thought she could lap up all his delicious ooze, more and more came dribbling out of his piss slit. She finally took her boy's cock into her mouth and started sucking, stroking with her hand along with the motion of her lips.
The blonde felt butterflies just having the taste of her son's throbbing cock between her lips. The steady drippage of precum along her tongue was like icing on a forbidden cake. She knew she was taking control of his pleasure, but she also felt a perverse feeling of completeness having Teddy's flesh in her mouth. She knew full well how much he loved the way she sucked his cock, and she was intent on getting him addicted to Mommy's mouth because she was already addicted to having his throbbing desire fill her every sense.
As the hot, blonde mother knelt there submissively, taking her special boy's rock hard lance between her lips like a whimpering porn goddess, she felt perfectly natural. It was as if she'd finally accepted her true calling.
The hand Lisa was stroking with moved to caress and fondle Teddy's balls. She loved how smooth they felt, so warm and heavy in her hand. She pleasured his sack while moving her head back and forth along his cock, finally pushing her free hand inside her panties. Her fingers quickly found her dew-coated sex lips, stroking them while she gave her son all the love her mouth and hand could express.
Lisa loved it just as much when her son started fucking his cock in and out of her mouth. She held still for him, savoring the meaty thrusts of his rigid sex meat. He would always be her precious boy, but his desperate thrusts felt so hot and manly. His lust was her lust, too, and her twat was dripping so hard her fingers and panties were getting soaked. After letting him fuck her mouth a while longer, she finally pushed him back.
"Baby, Mommy needs you back in her pussy again," she told him.
She wanted to ride him this time, so Teddy lay back on his bed with his painfully swollen rod jutting upward. Lisa straddled his hips and impatiently lowered her snatch onto his flesh while he held his pole in place with one hand. He pulled his hand out of the way as she sank down deeper, taking the full length of his shaft into her velvety center. Lisa felt that same deliciously filled feeling she had that day on the beach in front of Steve. And as much as she'd loved having someone watch, all that mattered to her now was the feeling of that succulent cock meat throbbing inside her maternal sheath.
"Oh, ohhhhh, baby, it's so good. Mommy loves that cock," Lisa moaned as she began rocking back and forth, milking her son's erection with her slick snatch. She leaned down so Teddy could suckle her nipples while she used her hips to grind on his meat. She wondered if it felt like this for other mothers who gave their pussies to their sons. Was it a cruel trick of nature to make a mother's cunt and her son's cock feel like the perfect union? But Lisa lost any train of rational thought as she felt the slip and scrape of Teddy's cock along the walls of her snatch. It was unquestionable perfection and nothing would rob her of the blissful sensations shooting through every cell of her luscious body.
Teddy started pumping his hips in combination with hers, making each thrust feel more forceful and desperate. Lisa closed her eyes as she floated on a cloud of pure pleasure. When she started to cum it was like a floodgate burst, letting one climax flow through her body after another. She must've had three in a row when her boy finally announced: "Mommy, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum now!"
Lisa wrenched and wriggled Teddy's pulsating dick every which way as she milked his glorious load of cream with her pussy. Her baby's spurting cum made her feel so complete, fully realizing her ultimate purpose -- to love and fuck her beautiful baby boy until they were both spent as wet rags. But Teddy was fucking her back just as hard, and he brought her to another climax before he was finished filling her womb with incestuous spunk.
As the two caught their breath, they kissed each other lovingly, Teddy's cock still embedded within his mother's hole. Lisa allowed herself to stay long enough to let her boy cuddle and caress her, but she didn't want to risk falling asleep in his bed and give Marvin a chance to catch them in the morning. The contented blonde swore her love to her son one more time before pulling her sodden panties back on and sneaking back to her room.
The next morning, Marvin was his usual, oblivious self as he sat at the kitchen table having coffee. He didn't even seem to notice his wife was wearing the same, well-worn panties she'd slept in and a thin tank top that let the shadowy image of her areolas show through the fabric.
Teddy came down to join them a few minutes later, wearing only a thin, white pair of loose boxer shorts. As he sat down at the table, his crotch out of his father's sight, he teasingly pulled up one leg of his shorts to expose his otherwise naked cock to his mother. His young meat was already at half-mast. Lisa gave him a look of phony disapproval, which only made her son smile. His only other response was to take hold of his cock under the table and stroke himself to complete hardness while Lisa started having trouble breathing. Her nipples became fully erect dents in her well stretched top while her pussy pulsed with warmth.
Marvin asked what their plans were for the day, saying he was planning to go back to the beach again. His son and wife both rolled their eyes.
"Well, you enjoy yourself, dear," Lisa said. "Teddy and I really liked that other beach yesterday, didn't we, baby?"
"Best ever, Mom. Let's go back for more."
Lisa knew going back for more was exactly what they'd do. Today and every day they had left of their vacation. And when they got back home, nothing would keep the two, clandestine lovers apart. Not ever again. It was a mother's life, Lisa told herself with a knowing smile.
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As tired and sore as she felt, Holly was excited with the way the bookshop she inherited from her father was coming along. Several months before, a massive stroke took him without warning. He was barely sixty, and she decided to make some renovations and keep his business going. She was also expanding to include a café and also opening up a small part of the second floor to expand the retail space her father had only used for storage. There was still plenty of storage space in the building's basement, plus the rented unit her father had had for several years.
Holly's father had been a purveyor of rare books for an elite clientele, and having grown up working with him in his shop and at auctions over the years, she was well prepared to keep the business going. There were also a number of college campuses in the area that brought in a lot of cash business. She was sorry to leave behind a fifteen year career as a highly sought after massage therapist, but she was planning to keep a small selection of clients just to keep her hands in shape.
Her twenty year old son, Quinn, had volunteered to transfer to a university close to home so he could help with renovations and the day to day operations after reopening. Holly only agreed to this as long as it didn't interfere with his studies. Luckily, the renovations and opening were all happening while Quinn was on summer break. He'd been her savior these last few weeks, using his skills to paint and do repairs.
For Holly, it was reminiscence of the past and excitement for the future all at once. Working around the shop in her tank tops and tight denim shorts that didn't fully cover her ass reminded her of those wonderful days she used to tease her father unmercifully. She'd always been a loving and devoted daughter and she had frequent fantasies about letting her handsome, affectionate dad have his way with her eager pussy. He'd always resisted anything more than the generously sexy view his busty, athletically built daughter happily offered. That, and some overly long hugs that bordered on inappropriate for a father and daughter.
Teasing men had always come easily to her, but Holly always loved showing off for her daddy the most. It was simultaneously the naughtiest and most loving thing she'd ever done. She had slightly thick, strong looking thighs with an ass that matched perfectly. Her tits were even bigger now, bordering on D or E cups, and they were still shapely and firm enough that a lot of people thought they were fake. Instead of being insulted, Holly took that as a compliment. She was thankful for having DNA that kept her looking closer to thirty than her real age of forty.
She missed her father deeply, but now her son, tall, gorgeous and built like a ripped Adonis, was paying the same kind of attention her father had. Or more accurately, trying to pretend not to. It made her feel so alive to see the bold admiration in his eyes and the long, sweaty days working together had been making her giddy with happiness. It was heavenly to have him back in her life on a daily basis and she couldn't help burning up with pride every time she looked at him. She'd even started to imagine a few of the same kinds of naughty fantasies about her son that she used to have about her father.
It was wrong, of course, but what harm was there in a few dirty daydreams? Given her father's history of restraint, there was never a chance of her crossing a line she could never cross back over. Part of her was actually relieved, doubting if she could ever go through with anything more. Those were bittersweet memories, but with Quinn back at her side every day she was already making new ones.
It was now late in the day on a Wednesday. The grand opening had already been advertised for Saturday. With an old friend she trusted to work with on board to manage the café, everything was ready. Late that afternoon, Quinn came down from the second level to find his beautiful, blonde mother standing by herself, admiring all their hard work.
"Hey Mom, how about we go over to Grandpa's storage unit tomorrow and pull out a few boxes of stock? There's still a couple of bare shelves upstairs and it'll look better if we're fully stocked."
"Good idea, baby. Let's go in the morning. But not too early, okay? After all this work I can use a couple easy days before the opening."
Quinn smiled and nodded. "You're the boss, Mom," he said with a proud smile. Then he suddenly scooped his voluptuous mother into his powerful arms and hugged her close, crushing her sweaty melons to his body through both their damp shirts. "I'm so proud of you," he added. "You're ... just incredible."
"Aw, baby, I'm proud of you too. This wouldn't be happening without you. You're the best thing that ever happened to this old lady."
"Uh, Mom. News flash. You're not old. You know all my friends say you're the hottest MILF in town."
"Ha!" she blushed, trying to laugh off his unexpected compliment. But deep down she couldn't have been more pleased. Then her eyes narrowed and she gave him a sultry look. "And what do you say?"
Quinn smiled a guilty smile. "Let's just say I never disagreed with them."
Holly felt her nipples tingle with sensation. Her son's evasive confession put a coy smile on her face. They were both damp with sweat and the material of their tops felt tacky in between where Quinn's big, hard body crushed up against his mother's voluminous melons. But it felt disturbingly good, reminding her of all those nice, close hugs with Daddy, and they held on much longer than any average mother/son embrace. Holly could feel her son was in no more of a hurry to break contact than she was.
"That means you agreed with them," she pointed out suggestively.
"I didn't say that. Not exactly," he replied, starting to blush.
Holly loved seeing her son get flustered almost as much as she loved holding on to his solid, manly body.
"It's okay if you think that, baby," she told him. "It means a lot more coming from you than anyone else. It feels good to think you might approve of your old mom."
"Oh, I definitely approve, Mom. And then some."
Holly could sense something stirring inside the crotch of her son's shorts, right up against her body. She realized he was getting hard and felt her heartrate practically double. This was already new territory for the voluptuous mom since her father had never flirted that openly with her, although she did feel him start to get a hard on sometimes when they hugged. She was now dying to grind on her son's growing cock, but she was briefly frozen with self-doubt and he was backing off before she knew it. Quinn's face was red as a beet as he pushed away, embarrassed by his erection. Her breath stopped for a few seconds when she spotted the size of the bulge in his shorts. She didn't know whether to be relieved or disappointed by his pulling away.
"Geeze, Mom, we're both all sweaty and gross," he said, quickly changing the subject.
"Sorry, baby, you're right. Let's go home and take a shower."
When she realized it almost sounded like she was suggesting they shower together, Holly started blushing as hard as her son. She also realized she liked the way it felt with them both being overheated and sweaty. There was something primal about it. It probably would've felt gross with anyone else, but with her son Holly felt nothing but happiness and delicious tingles all through her luscious body. And Quinn's growing cock proved he didn't think it was gross at all.
They finally locked up the shop and Quinn drove them home in his mother's SUV. When they got to the house they went upstairs to their separate bedrooms. Holly had an en suite bathroom while her son normally used the extra one at the end of the upstairs hallway. She started to undress, watching herself in the mirror on the bathroom door as she pulled her damp tank top over her head, tossing it aside. Her hair was still tied back in a high ponytail while her tits stood out heavy and proud. Her nipples were swollen and she spent a moment twirling them with her fingers as she thought back to that long, loving hug she had with Quinn back in the shop.
Holly knew perfectly well that her tits were spectacular. She wasn't conceited, just being objective. People had been staring at them for years and she was proud of the way they'd held up to time. Oh, it wasn't like she was that old yet, but compared to her son she almost felt that way sometimes. She studied them in her mirror while cupping and kneading them with both hands. She started to feel sweaty all over again as she thought of how Quinn responded when she squished her full orbs against his brick wall of a body.
She wished he hadn't backed away just when his cock was starting to get hard. The poor boy had no idea how much that made her feel loved and desirable. But she could've been more forward, too, if only she'd been braver. She could've ground against his bulge to see his reaction. She could've made her dirty love for him so much more obvious.
Yet she was at fault too. All those times with Daddy, and today with Quinn, she didn't have the courage to take that ultimate risk. A woman who'd always loved cocks and sex, she still couldn't explain why she'd been wired with these special feelings for her father and now her son. Teasing other men into giving her cock had always been so easy for her that it barely meant anything. It felt good, but was never anything memorable. Was it a blessing or a curse? Her love and desire were so exhilarating it felt more like a blessing, yet a terrible curse to never to have either of the only two men to ever make her juices flow like a river of honey.
Holly didn't want the same thing that happened with her father to happen with her son. She was sure he'd been getting hard for her. His growing cock had made that obvious. She was consumed with the need to know if her own son would throb with need for her if only he had the right conditions to reveal his desire. It didn't even matter if either of them could bring themselves to cross the ultimate line. She just needed to know.
And she had just the way to test these choppy waters.
Holly took off her shorts, leaving on her sweaty thong panties that were all damp and dewy in the gusset. She threw on a fresh tank top that was cropped a mere inch or so below the swell of her luscious tits. She plumped her nipples once more before leaving her room and going to Quinn's door. She found him stripped down to only his boxer briefs. His body was so beautifully chiseled, his blonde hair a shade or two darker than hers and cut short. And that bulge in his briefs looked so impressive she could barely catch her breath.
Quinn spotted his scantily clad mother in the doorway and smiled. He liked what he saw and didn't mind that she was seeing him now in only a tight pair of briefs. Being at home in their underwear had been a normal practice for them for years, but there was an edgier feeling in the air this time.
"What's up, Mom?"
"Say, sweetie, how about a massage? You must have some pretty tight muscles after all the work you've been doing. We don't want to risk any sprains or injuries. It would be my way of saying thank you for all your help. And if we do it now then neither of us has to shower twice."
Quinn stretched his enviably defined body. "Now that you mention it, I do feel pretty tight, and my lower back could use a little loosening up, if you really don't mind."
"Of course not, baby, that's why I offered." She gave him a thousand watt smile. "I hope you know what a lucky boy you are to have a professional masseuse for a mother."
"Oh, I do, trust me," he grinned.
Quinn had never been big on team sports, but he'd been lifting weights for a few years already and ran regularly. Holly had given him massages many times before, but usually concentrating on areas where he'd strained a muscle, rarely his full body, and so far, only while he was lying on his stomach. But tonight, she was going to give him more than he'd ever had before.
There was a third bedroom where Holly kept a massage table and collection of oils and lotions. She only took care of a few clients at her house, more often going to their houses or physical therapy centers. She was expecting the look of surprise on her son's face when she went back to her bedroom instead of her massage room.
"I don't feel like setting up the table, honey, if you don't mind. I'll just lay some towels out on my bed for you. How's that?"
Quinn seemed curious but told his mother he didn't mind at all. He stood there in his skintight briefs while she laid out the towels and fetched a bottle of oil from the massage room. Having been through this before, he crawled onto his mother's bed and lay on his stomach. Holly grabbed the waistband of her son's briefs and gave it a couple of tugs.
"Let's get these off you, sweetie. With all the work you've been doing, it's only right to give you a proper massage," she told him, her voice nearly cracking with nerves.
"Are you sure?"
"C'mon, big boy, get 'em off," she said.
"Geeze," her son chuckled. Without turning over, he lifted his ass and started to push his briefs down. His mother took over and pulled them down the lower part of his legs and off.
As she gazed at the hard perfection of Quinn's legs, ass and back, Holly started to wonder about the wisdom of her idea. With her clients, she normally covered their asses with a towel, which would be repositioned over their cocks when they turned over. Though most of her male clients were hard as a rock by the time she got to the front. Happy ending massages weren't Holly's profession, but she did enjoy finishing off some of those hard ones on occasion, when she liked what she saw. Only a couple of her clients ended up coming back for those special massages exclusively, and they tipped her generously. Those were two of the clients she'd decided to keep.
But now, seeing her son's gorgeously ripped body laid out naked on her bed was making the lips of her motherly pussy quiver. She didn't know if she'd be able to speak without giving away the catch in her breath. She wondered if any other woman in the world ever felt the intense love and pride that was flowing through her now.
"This is really nice of you, Mom," Quinn said, breaking her reverie, then closing his eyes and settling down comfortably.
This brought his mother back to reality.
"My pleasure, honey," she said, meaning it in a way he couldn't possibly imagine. If he only knew how strong her pulse felt in her pussy right now.
The blonde hesitated a moment or two, but then she took off her top. Quinn was oblivious to the fact that one of the hottest MILFs he or his friends ever saw was now standing behind him in nothing but a sweaty thong. She smiled and nearly giggled out loud, but then she oiled her hands and started on his feet and calves, kneading her fingers into his muscles and gliding her palms over his warm skin. Just running her hands over his strong legs, feeling his solid warmth made Holly's nipples ache with sensation.
She knelt on the bed between his lower legs as her hands worked their way higher on his thighs, moving toward his spherical ass. That was when she looked up and caught her reflection in the mirror on the bathroom door. She almost looked naked, except for her tiny, well-worn panties. Her tits billowed up between her arms as she worked her hands into the meat of her son's ass cheeks. She almost froze a moment when she realized if Quinn opened his eyes he could easily glance toward the mirror and catch his mother practically naked as she massaged him. What would he think? Would it make him hard? Was he already getting hard as she kneaded his ass and spread him apart just to sneak a naughty peek at his tightly puckered hole?
Holly's mind was spinning, and it only got worse when Quinn started to sigh and moan out loud with pleasure. He usually moaned when his mother massaged him but it was a much throatier sound this time. He must he getting hard, she thought. She could see his balls jutting down between his legs but his cock was tucked under him, out of sight, making her ache to see it that much more. A simple look wouldn't be that bad, would it? She'd now seen his balls and rimhole. She loved the extra closeness it made her feel to him and it was only a little bit against the rules.
Since Quinn had mentioned his lower back, Holly concentrated extra time there, yet her oily hands were spending at least as much time kneading his ass. And every time she pulled him open far enough to see his asshole she yearned to touch it, rub it with the pads of her fingers. She wondered what he'd do if she dared push a careful finger up inside his hole. It was a filthy, sinful thought that was making her snatch feel like a furnace inside.
"You really are awfully stiff," she said suggestively, making a token effort to massage his lower back, but her hands were back on his ass within seconds. The extra husky tone of her voice wasn't lost on her.
"Mmmm, I am, Mom. So stiff you wouldn't believe it," he said, halfway groaning.
"Mommy will always make you feel better when it's stiff," she said recklessly. "I mean ... when you're stiff."
Holly glanced at the mirror and saw Quinn's eyes were open now. He was staring at her image in the mirror. His eyes were glaring with lustful awe. She knew he had to be surprised to discover her topless, but he looked completely enrapt by the sight of her.
"What if it's you that makes me stiff, Mom?" he said.
"Then I should always be the one to make it feel better, baby." As she watched him gaze at her big, naked tits in the mirror, Holly finally felt the courage to reach down and fondle her son's heavy balls, making him groan deeply. "Does Mommy make you stiff, baby?" she asked.
"Yes, Mom. Really fucking stiff."
She gasped dramatically. "You said the F word, sweetheart. That means it must be really bad. Do you get that way 'cuz of Mommy a lot?"
"Every day, Mom. Sometimes multiple times in a day."
The blonde was so surprised to hear this she had to wonder if he was telling the truth, but there was nothing but bare sincerity in his eyes.
"Awww, is it frustrating?" she asked, still caressing his balls.
"Very. I try to take care of it, but it always comes back. The stiffness, I mean."
"Hmmm, there must lots of pretty girls at your college who'd love to help you relieve yourself."
"There are, Mom. But ..."
"Yes, baby?"
"They're not you."
"But they're young, pretty college girls. I bet they must be so hot."
"They're okay. But none of them are as pretty as you. Or as hot or sexy as you. None of them make me as stiff as you do."
Holly's heart was racing. She made eye contact with her son in the mirror. "Let's get started on the other side, sweetheart. Mommy can make the stiffness go away."
She then got off the bed. Quinn watched in the mirror as she pushed her sodden panties down her legs. She couldn't help giggling at the way his eyes lit up at the sight her perfectly smooth, bald pussy. She got back on the bed and straddled his knees again.
"C'mon, baby. Roll over and let Mommy make it better."
"Are you sure?"
"As long as you are, too, I've never been more sure of anything, my love."
Quinn carefully rolled onto his back, doing his best to keep the towels under him while his mother's legs gave him a limited range of motion. Holly gasped involuntarily when his beautiful cock came into view, standing up so long, thick and proud against his body. Holly made a token effort at massaging her son's arms and chest, as if she were still giving him a regular massage, but it wasn't long before her oily hands worked their way to his throbbing stalk and cum-heavy balls.
"Ohhhh, Mom mmmmm, fuuuck," Quinn moaned, barely above his breath. "I can't believe you're really doing this."



"Neither can I, baby. But I'm not sorry, are you?"
"Nnnnhhhh, fuck no."
Holly giggled, pleased with her boy's reply.
"I never knew how big and beautiful it is, darling." The stunning blonde was gazing in fascination at her son's cock like she was trying to memorize every contour and vein. "You've been keeping a biiiiig secret from Mommy," she added with a giggle.
Quinn almost laughed but it ended up coming out as a groan while his mother's slick hands wrapped around his hot shaft, squeezing and stroking his meat. Holly was entranced by the sight of that beautiful cock in her hands. The one she was never ever meant to touch, yet the one she always wanted deep down in the furthest reaches of her secret soul.
"It's like a piece of sculpture," she said softly, as if talking to herself as her thumbs slipped over the sap-oozing head. Holding onto Quinn's cock, Holly scooted further up his legs, until her pussy came into contact with his balls. He was shaved as smooth as she was, allowing her to savor the full pleasure of his warm skin against hers. She whimpered when his ballsac squished against her mound. Then she held his shaft up against her body, holding him right up to her lower abs. "Oh god, baby, that's how far inside me you'd go if we ... ya know ... oh god, if we actually fucked."
With Quinn's cock well oiled from his mother's stroking, she placed one hand over the head and moved him back and forth against her skin like a windshield wiper blade, smearing more moisture on her body. She kept watching her hands and that cock, trancelike, barely noticing his big hands moving to her hips and rubbing from there along her thighs. Her pussy was broiling now. Churning with hot need. Her flowing juices were soaking his smooth ballsac and she couldn't resist gently grinding her slit over his balls while she kept rubbing his stalk back and forth on her skin.
Holly couldn't believe she had her boy's fabulous cock so close to her pussy. She was dying to know how it felt inside her, but as much as she'd imagined incestuous love with her father and now her son, something was holding her back. It was a raging swirl of doubts and fears. Yet her clit was demanding to feel more.
She let Quinn's cock rest back against his abs and moved up just a little higher, so she could trap his shank against him with her slit. She had his meat firmly trapped right within her dripping furrow. Then she started rocking her hips, sliding her twat up and down her son's enormous shaft. The sensation was exquisite and Quinn's moans were enough to prove he was taking as much pleasure from their forbidden contact as she. He was watching the bob and sway of her luscious tits as she rocked. She leaned forward, bringing her melons closer to him.
"Feel them, baby. I know you want to. Feel Mommy's big tits," she cooed lovingly.
Holly moaned in approval when Quinn began massaging her weighty orbs with his strong hands. He paid loving attention to her aching nipples, and with her clit rubbing over the shaft of his cock she knew she'd find her delirious release before long. It was crazy to think she was more aroused now than she'd ever been before with any other man's cock actually pumping inside her. It was the next best thing to actually fucking each other, and maybe they wouldn't have any regrets later.
"Mom, fuck, ohhh Mom, if you don't stop you're gonna make me ... Ahhhhhhhhhh!!!"
The end of Quinn's sentence came out of his huge cock in the form of hard spurts of cum jetting up on his body.
"Yes, baby, yes!" Holly cried. "Cum for Mommy! You're not inside me so it's okay. It's not wrong like this. Oh baby, oh god, there's so much cum!"
Then Holly started to cum, too, grinding harder and faster along her baby's shaft while the electric jolts of pleasure shot through every cell of her glorious body. She was mewling and crying while Quinn grunted like an animal, squeezing down harder on his mother's tits until his pulsing cock was drained. Holly kept going through another orgasm before she slowed to a stop and took a good at the two of them. They were both soaked with sweat, massage oil, pussy juice and man spunk.
The dazed blonde felt like a character in a dream she was having. When they started to calm down, she got off of her son, deliberately dragging her cunt over the creamy spatters on his body. She felt so naughty thinking of her man-boy's cum touching her maternal snatch. She felt amazing, though part of her deep inside felt relieved that she hadn't taken his cock inside her. It was good he came when he did or she would've lost control and shoved him inside her. At least this way she could still claim she'd never fucked her own son. Yes, it was hot, erotic and so full of love, but it hadn't been fucking. No matter how much and for how long she'd wanted that, it would've been horribly wrong. Coming that close gave her a new perspective on her sordid desires.
"Um, we're both quite a mess," she pointed out. "I'm going to take a shower and I'm sure you want one too."
Holly locked herself into her bathroom. She started the water and could hear Quinn try the doorknob. But he was a smart, sensitive boy and knew his mother needed this time to herself so he left it at that. She took a long shower, shampooing, freshening the shave on her legs and pussy. Savoring the pleasure they shared. She didn't regret resisting the need to take his cock inside her, but at the same time she asked herself why she hadn't, even though she already knew the answer.
After drying her hair and slowly moisturizing her skin, Holly went back to her room. Quinn had picked up all the towels and left her bed in the same state it was in before. She slept naked that night, as she often did. She craved feeling him next to her, but she was tired and emotionally drained. Sleep came on quickly, and she didn't wake up until the middle of the next morning.
Quinn gave his mother a loving hug and a cautious kiss on the cheek when she joined him in the kitchen for coffee and a light breakfast. She was thankful he didn't say anything about the night before, but also a little disappointed. She knew he had to be thinking about it, though. How could he not be? The look in his eyes told her everything she needed to know. He damn well was thinking about it, and this morning he was looking at her in a way she'd never seen before. Her body went limp and she nearly faltered on her feet when she finally pinpointed what it was.
Her strapping Adonis of a son was looking at her like he owned her. There was a hint of doubt there, too. Uncertainty. The one thing that was missing from his attitude was regret. Holly could see he wasn't the least bit sorry about what happened. If anything, the gleam in his eyes made her feel like his love for her had swelled even more, if such a thing were even possible. His look was enough to make her blush, yet neither of them mentioned the minor instance of mother and son sharing a mutual orgasm barely a dozen hours ago.
They sat down at the table and had their coffee and some fresh fruit.
"Are you still up for going to your grandfather's storage unit?" she asked, forcing her voice to sound casual.
"Sure," Quinn agreed quickly. "If we go right after breakfast, we can pull a few boxes of stock, go to the shop and get them shelved, and then we could be back home by early afternoon. Still plenty of time to kick back. And we'll have all day tomorrow to chill by the pool before the grand opening."
"As long as you don't mind. I hate to take advantage of all your help. You've been doing so much. Are you sure you're up for more?"
Quinn gave her wry smile. "Definitely. That, um, stiffness I was feeling last night is all better now."
Holly almost spat out a mouthful of coffee, but she got it down and laughed it off. That's as far as they went toward talking about the night before, but Holly felt incredibly pleased with herself for giving her son the kind of physical therapy they both really needed. She knew they would have to talk about things in depth before much more time went by.
Old habits die hard, so Holly decided to dress to impress after breakfast. She was also feeling hotter and more beautiful than she had in a long time and it felt good to express herself that way in front of her son. She pulled on light grey booty shorts without panties. Then a white sports bra that showed off her cleavage and a pink, sleeveless blouse. She didn't bother to button the blouse but just tied it together right beneath the swell of her distracting tits. A pair of flat heeled sandals and she was ready to go.
Quinn was waiting for her downstairs. He was wearing a pair of board shorts and a fresh tank top that showed off his arms and shoulders to perfection. He drove Holly's SUV to the storage facility. It was pretty well deserted on a weekday morning. He pulled up in front of the door to his grandfather's unit.
Holly opened the garage style door and they went inside the shady stall. There were boxes of books stacked everywhere, mostly labeled according to their value. But in the rear corner of the stall, they discovered Holly's father had an easy chair and table with a lamp plugged into the one electrical outlet. There was an open box on the opposite side of the chair that was full of tattered paperback books. The box was large and unlabeled.
"Looks like Grandpa used to come here to read and chill by himself," Quinn observed.
"I never knew. I wonder why. He always had that nice den at home."
Holly watched curiously as Quinn sat in his grandfather's chair and looked into the box right beside it.
"Ohhh, looks like Grandpa had some sort of secret stock literature for reading in private." There was a naughty looking leer on his face as he looked at the book covers on top.
He started pulling books out of the box one at a time, looked at each cover and grinned before handing them to his mother. Holly was shocked at what she saw. These were not the sort of books sold in reputable bookstores. The covers were cartoonish looking and extremely suggestive. The first few books Quinn handed to his mother had titles like: Hot Sucking Daughter, Mom's Incest Orgy and A Mother Without Panties.
Holly was stunned to silence. She had no idea her father had such an obscene private stash. If he liked reading books like this, then why had he always resisted letting her teasing go too far? She wondered if he thought about her when he was reading them.
"Geezus," Quinn said, opening one of the books to read a little. "This one gets going right on the first page."
Holly looked at the cover of the book in her son's hands and read the title: Never Too Tight for Daddy. She couldn't believe her son was reading it right in front of her. He quickly put that one aside and picked up another one called, Suck-Loving Mother. Holly noticed his brow rise up as he started to read it with a smile.
When Quinn was obviously going to read past the first page, Holly looked into the box herself. There had to be over a hundred of those porn books, and every title she scanned had some kind of incest related title. But then she found an old journal notebook and pulled it out, curious. Just flipping through the pages, she saw they were all in her father's handwriting. Glancing at her son, she could see he was engrossed in reading Suck-Loving Mother like it was a work of classic literature. She couldn't help smiling and wondered if she should ever tell him how much his own mother loved sucking. But her mind went back to her father's secret journal. Why would he stash it away in a box of old dirty incest novels?
Holly sat on a nearby box and read the first page of her father's diary. The date was from late spring of her last year of high school, right after she'd turned eighteen.
'Closed the shop early today to pick up Holly from cheerleader practice. Can't believe my little girl is a woman now. And what a woman! In her little uniform, those titties were bouncing up and down all the way to my truck. I know it makes me a bad man but I couldn't keep my eyes off them. I know damn well she does things like that on purpose. Like she's testing me or something. God help me but I gave my cock a squeeze in my pants before she got in the truck. She never wears a bra for practice and I know damn well the little minx loves teasing all those boys on the team ... and the coaches and teachers who also come out to look. Can't say I blame 'em. My girl is a stunner, all blonde and stacked and not even in college yet. When she got in the truck she did that thing where she swings one leg in first, swinging it wide to squeeze her tiny skirt up and show off those tiny panties she wears. I know she does it on purpose just to make me look. She always gives me that naughty grin and says "hey Daddy how was your day?" I just played along like always, acting like I didn't almost see her tight, young pussy. I was thinking about that tonight in the shower. Yeah, it's really bad but I couldn't stop jerking my hard dick. I wanted to shove it inside her so bad I could scream. Better off just pumping my stuff all over the shower stall. No matter what kind of tease that girl is, I still love her more than anything in the world. Can't be helped she looks like she does in that little outfit. Oh well, at least she wears a bra and the proper uniform panties for games.'
Holly felt her eyes well up with tears. She had no idea how frustrated her father must've been all because of her. She paged through the journal and read a few more entries. Her father always paid close attention to outfits she wore and little things she did to make him look at her. Sometimes he described looking at her when she didn't know. Each of the entries she read through ended with her father describing how hard his blossoming daughter made his cock and how he stroked himself to climax after climax.
A little further into the book, she discovered something even more shocking. The summer before she left for her brief, ill-fated time away at college, Holly's father described fucking some of her friends when she was out of the house. The first one was from early June of that year, only a week before the group of eighteen year old friends graduated.
'Today Krissy came by again while Holly wasn't home. She's been flirting more and more and I can't help flirting back. She looks so much like Holly it drives me crazy, and she knows it. The two could just about be sisters. I guess Holly and me haven't been hiding our own flirty relationship as well as I thought. Anyway, Krissy was wearing those tight little shorts and a top just like one of Holly's that lets her big tits nearly fall out. She gave me the wickedest looking smirk and said I really seem to like big tits. I'm ashamed of myself but I threw it right back at her and said how am I not s'posed to look when she's practically shaking those big beauties right in my face. She giggled like a little devil and said of course I should look. "I wore this just for you," she tells me. Then she lifted up her top and flashed a pair of ripe titties that could've been a centerfold. That was it. I started feeling those gorgeous jugs. They were almost as pretty as my daughter's. They sure felt good, and Krissy cooed and moaned like a little sex kitten. She started playing with my dick right through my pants but she got it out pretty fast and started stroking it. Next thing I knew, she was on her knees on the kitchen floor sucking the whole shaft in and out of her wet mouth, moaning like it tasted like candy. After a little bit I got her bent over the kitchen table and yanked those tiny shorts down. She didn't have any panties on and her pussy was right there, all smooth and dripping wet. I fed that tight little teenaged girl hole my cock for all I was worth. The harder I fucked her the more she liked it and she came a couple of times. Then she started calling me Daddy and it got me so excited I filled her right up with cum. I admit I lost my mind a little and spanked her when I was cumming and that just made her cum again. I know this was really bad, but Krissy helped me keep the edge off enough to keep from giving in to Holly. It was bad enough to fuck one of her friends, but my own daughter? It isn't supposed to matter how much you love her, how much you want her, how much pride you feel and worship the ground your own baby girl walks on. So I gave in to one of her friends. Krissy wasn't complaining. She gave me huge hug and kiss before she left, saying she couldn't wait to do it again. I probably wasn't thinking straight when I told her I couldn't wait either.'
Holly read more episodes out of her father's hidden sex life. He'd fucked four more of her friends, and Krissy made good on her promise to go back for more. It seems Holly's father was fucking Krissy right up until his daughter came home from college in the middle of the year, pregnant with Quinn. She lived with him all through her pregnancy, and after the baby was born she went to massage school and earned a therapist's license. She and her boy lived with her father, allowing her to save money until the house next door went up for sale and she was in a position to buy it. But things between Krissy and Holly's father picked up again before long.
When Holly looked over at Quinn, he was engrossed in a book called The Son Also Rises. The work they came to do had been temporarily forgotten.
As Holly went back to her father's journal, she found a loose sheet of paper tucked in the back, also in her father's handwriting. She uttered a soft gasp of surprise to see it was addressed directly to her.
'My darling girl, Holly. If you're reading this it means I'm gone. I guess that means it's finally okay if you know your daddy's true feelings. If you've read even just part of this journal then you now know how much I always loved you, not only as my beautiful daughter, but as an incredibly desirable woman. You now know I had a lot of good times with some of your friends. Especially Krissy. That's how we kept it going for years, even after she got married. She was special, and maybe that was partly because she looked like you the most. And we understood each other. She always had a thing for her own father so we made good stand-ins for each other. I'm so sorry for betraying your trust, but I didn't know what else to do. Without Krissy, I might've broken down and given in. I think she even knew that every time I was ever inside her I was thinking of you. She didn't seem to mind and in fact I think she liked it that way since she was thinking about her own dad. I always wanted you more than anyone else. But I was afraid you could end up growing resentful and start thinking of me of as some kind of deviant instead of the reliable father I always wanted to be for you.
'But sweetpea, I've had a lot of time to think about that this past year or so and I realize how wrong I was. I know now that our love for each other was always deeper and stronger than all that. We would've been perfect lovers. Perfect mates. I know your love was something I should've trusted so much more. It's the biggest regret of my life.
'And now, I can see there's a growing young man in your life who looks at you the way I always did. And you look at him the way you always looked at me. Your son loves you like a man, and he's wired just like his mom and grandpa. Don't make the same mistake I did. Show my grandson you love him the way you always loved your father. You know what I mean. Take him inside your luscious body and allow yourselves to feel what I always denied myself, and you. To feel the amazing pleasure of a truer, deeper love. The deepest of all. And never forget I always loved you more than my next breath.'
Holly realized there were tears running down her cheeks. She folded the letter and slipped it back in the journal, which she then slipped into her bag. Maybe one day she'd show it to Quinn, but not today. She did her best to wipe the tears from her face and looked at him, still reading from his grandfather's stash of forbidden literature. There was a huge bulge in his shorts that gave away how aroused he was. And after reading her father's journal, Holly felt aroused despite her emotional reaction. She wasn't upset with him. She understood his misgivings. Even last night her own doubts had kept her from breaking the final barrier with Quinn. But now she was taking her father's words to heart and she was looking at her son's bulging shorts with a new feeling of determination.



"I think you're really enjoying that book, sweetheart," she said in a playful tone.
Quinn looked up suddenly and blushed, as if he'd forgotten he wasn't alone. But he grinned. His mother could clearly see he was blushing from being so engrossed in the book and not from the very obvious sign of the erection in his shorts. Holly stood up and squared back her shoulders, pushing her stiff-nippled melons obscenely forward. Her son's eyes widened at the sight of those luscious jugs nearly bursting out the top of her sports bra.
"Pretty interesting story," he replied, trying to sound casual. "Kinda even reminds me of some people I know."
Holly smiled slyly, happily noticing her son's gaze hovering steadily on her protruding jugs. "Hmm, I wonder who. And baby, it looks like your, um, stiffness is back." She nodded toward the bulge in his crotch with hungry look in her eyes.
Quinn smirked back at her and boldly put his hand over his cock, squeezing his shaft right in front of his mother. "It is, Mom. Between finding these hot books and what you're wearing, it's really bad again."
"Do you need more therapy from Mommy, baby?"
"I always need therapy from you."
Holly loved hearing that. She knew exactly what her obviously aroused son was suggesting. The tingles that started in her pussy while she was reading her father's journal quickly turned into a throb. It didn't take a genius to know Quinn was thinking about the night before just as much as she was. Her heart beating with anticipation, she said, "Why don't show Mommy where it's stiff, baby."
Quinn set aside the book in his hand, now having both to unzip his shorts. He lifted his ass enough to push them all the way to his ankles, then slipped off his sandals and pulled his feet free of the shorts. He sat back in his grandfather's easy chair with his muscular thighs parted and his magnificent cock standing thick and proud before his mother's loving gaze.
"It's too stiff to work right now, Mom," he said, wrapping his big hand around his shaft. He stroked it slowly up and down for his mesmerized mom. "I need you to help me like you did last night," he added.
"Hmm, I can see your condition is quite serious," his mother replied. "We may need to take a more creative approach."
Holly untied her blouse and shrugged it off, then pulled her sports bra off over her head, exposing her naked melons to her son for second time in their lives. She dropped her top next to his shorts and knelt down in front of his chair. Fortunately, there was a large carpet scrap laid down in front of the chair so she didn't have to kneel on bare concrete. Her breath caught in her throat as she came up close to that big, pulsing cock, now merely a few inches in front of her face. She thought how her father must've sat this way in this very same chair so many times as he read his incestuous fantasy books, stroking his cock to thoughts of his teasing daughter.
The excited blonde leaned forward, taking hold of her portly tits and wrapping them around Quinn's erection. His man flesh felt so hot and solid between her silk-soft jugs and his long sigh of pleasure was music to his mother's ears. Trapping his stalk in between, Holly pushed her tits firmly together and began rubbing her boy's cock up and down with her flesh.
"Ohhh, Mom, that feel so good," Quinn moaned. "You have the most gorgeous tits I've ever seen."
"Aww, baby, I'm sure you're exaggerating," she replied, excited even more by his youthful admiration. She would have loved having her lubes and massage oils from home, but Quinn's cock was oozing so much precum there was plenty of juicy to give her tits a good, slick slide up and down his pole. It nearly made her giggle out loud to realize how proud she felt of her son's truly gorgeous cock. She was proud of him for so many things, but this kind of pride went straight to her deep feelings of love and the horny lust that was a natural side of her being.
Holly also loved pleasing her strapping boy with her big tits. She'd always loved having big, heavy, impressive melons but using them now to pleasure Quinn's luscious man meat felt like that had always been the whole reason to have them. Big tits. Big cock. It was like the mother and son were perfectly matched. Like they were made for this. But Holly knew there was much more she could give the love of her life to make him feel his prodigious, male pleasures.
Backing away slightly, the topless mother grabbed her baby's cock by the base and started licking all around the upper portion of his shaft, never forgetting to savor the gooey, wet head. She took his oozing dome between her lips and gave him some suction while swirling her tongue all around the ridge. Soon she was stroking her lips up and down his rod along with her hand, making him moan and gasp for air.
"Ohhhh, yes, Mommy, suck it," her horny college stud groaned desperately. "No one else ever made it feel that good."
Holly released his cock with a loud smacking sound. "That's because Mommy loves you more than anyone else. And because I love your cock more than you know."
Before he could reply, Holly took her boy's organ back in her mouth, taking long, plunging sucks up and down his shaft. There was still so much cock left over she had to work in tandem with her hand, stroking and sucking him all at once. She serviced her boy's meat with wet love and hunger, barely breathing as her head bobbed up and down on his lap. Feeling his hot prick throbbing in her mouth was magic, but hearing his gasping moans of pleasure was enough to make her pussy drip and leak into the snug fitting crotch of her shorts.
Holly kept going until she felt her son grasp two hands full of her hair. "Mom! Oh fuck, Mom, I'm gonna cum!" he growled.
She simply bobbed faster up and down his delicious penis, yearning for the gush of hot cream she knew was about to explode across her tongue. And finally it came, squirts and spurts of her baby's fertile cream splashing into her mouth. She sucked out his special spunk like a milkshake through a straw, eagerly swallowing every gush of his frothy love.
Holly held her son's cock in her mouth as he relaxed into the chair, the hardness of his meat subsiding only slightly. "Mommy loves your cum so much, baby. Mmmm, it's so delicious. I hope you're going to be giving me much much more from now on."
"I'll always give you everything you need, Mom," he said meaningfully, the leer on his face making sure she knew what he meant.
Holly thought they'd recover a little now, then get their work done and when they got home she'd have her son take care of the raging need in her pussy. After cumming as hard as he just had, surely he'd need some recovery time. But when she stood up, he surprised her by grabbing the waistband of her shorts and tugging it away from her taut tummy.
"Take 'em off for me, Mom. We're not finished yet," he told her.
Holly felt a shiver run through her as she saw that look in his eyes like the one she'd seen at breakfast. That look that said he owned her now. She was happy to push her shorts down her shapely legs, standing back up completely naked for him. Quinn leaned forward and moved his hands behind her to grasp his mother by her ass. She seemed to know what he wanted as she stepped even closer to the chair and lifted one foot onto the arm.
"Mmmmm, that's just what I want ... Mommy. That hot, beautiful pussy," he said in a husky tone.
Quinn started stroking Holly's wet slit with his large fingers, moving with gentle care at first, like caressing the petals of a dew-coated flower. His mother felt weak, barely believing a guy as big and muscular as her son could have such a delicate touch. Yet the deeper her moans of pleasure became the more pressure she felt from his fingers. When he trapped her swollen clit between his thumb and index finger, slightly pinching the small, protruding nub, Holly was afraid her legs would go out from under her.
He massaged her clit in circles for a long time before sliding a long, thick middle finger into his mother's dripping hole. The buxom blonde mom couldn't believe she was watching her own son's finger slide into her body through the same, slippery portal he'd been born through. His finger was thoroughly coated and glistening with her juices, and she noticed he was watching it disappear and reappear, in and out, over and over, just as intently as she. It didn't occur to her to think what she watching was intensely wrong. To her, it was simply amazing, something only the most loving mothers would ever see or feel. And oh, how good her baby's finger felt as he curled the tip repeatedly into her inner sweet spot.
Holly could feel the shivers throughout her body building higher and higher, moving toward her peak without faltering. She was dying to cum, but then Quinn suddenly pulled his finger out of the woman's channel, leaving her craving more. He looked up at her and loudly sucked her juices off his finger.
"I need to taste you now, Mom. C'mon. Hop up here."
He patted the arms of the chair and Holly arranged herself on them on her knees, bringing her strikingly bald twat right up to Quinn's face. He inhaled deeply, making a clear point of savoring her delectable scent. Then he reached around to grip the cheeks of her ass, holding them firmly as he slid his tongue along her slit. He lapped thirstily at her sensitive lips and the open gap in between that her position offered him. She held onto his shoulders for extra support as he took her clit into his mouth and sucked that throbbing pearl of desire for all he was worth.
Quinn alternated between sucking and licking his mother's clit, driving her into a breathless delirium that seemed to take over her entire existence. She felt one of his hands move from her ass, over her hip and then down to her slit. Once again, Holly felt her son's big finger push into her wet sheath, but this time he was still slurping and sucking her love pearl at the same time. Her body was wracked with hard quivers of pleasure as she mewled and gasped over his surprisingly skillful attention.
Before much longer she felt it building up inside her again, almost like the night before, except even more intensely now. Another ball of electric sensation growing bigger and wider, until it exploded through every cell of her body.
"Fuck, baby, oh fuck!" she mewled. "Mommy's cumming!"
Quinn ground his finger into his mother's G spot while suckling her clit, fortifying his hot assault until her shudders finally stopped. Too sensitive to handle any more sensation, Holly backed away. She slipped her knees off the arms of the chair and squeezed them down on the seat on either side of Quinn's hips, letting her ass settle back on his knees. She was dazed as she looked at his smiling face, his lips and chin covered with his own mother's love dew.
"Baby ..." she said, still too breathless to add anything more.
"You're delicious, Mom," he told her with a defiant grin. "I can't even tell you how long I've wanted to taste your pussy."
Holly came about halfway out of her post-orgasmic daze and snickered. "You're a very bad boy," she teased. Then she saw his fully rehardened cock jutting up from his lap. "And this is proof you can't deny," she added as she wrapped a hand around his thick shaft and began stroking him.
"It's not my fault you always make it hard. With a mother like you a guy like me doesn't stand a chance."
"Always? Baby, just how long have you been getting as hard as this for me?"
She kept stroking him while they talked. Quinn quickly pulled off his shirt, leaving them both completely naked right there in his grandfather's storage unit.
"A little before I left for college," he admitted.
Holly was pleased to see more precum dribbling from the beautiful head of his cock. "Sweetheart, that was two years ago," she said, surprised. "I can't believe you haven't been distracted by some girl on your campus."
"I tried, Mom, honest I did. I got with as many girls as I could. But I only ended up thinking of you even more. It got where I was bored having sex unless I was thinking about you."
"Baby, I'm twice your age." Not that she wasn't incredibly pleased. And the warm throb of his cock in her hand was bringing her pussy right back to the simmering stage.
"And you're twice as hot as any girl I met at school."
Holly smiled with satisfaction. She wasn't above being pleased by compliments like Quinn's. He filled his hands with her warm, smooth tit flesh, massaging her blood right back into her nipples. They both moaned from the pleasure.
"And there's something else, Mom."
"Yes, baby?"
"I didn't love any of them like I love you. I mean, it felt great to fuck them and everything, but it was always like there was something missing. I hope that doesn't make me sound like a freak."
"Well, it kinda does," she said, smearing precum all up and down his fuck stalk. "But I guess I'm the same kind of freak, darling. I feel the same way."
Quinn reached for the back of his mother's head and pulled her face down to kiss. There was no hesitation. They both needed this equally and they needed each other now. Their tongues immediately swirled into each other's mouth while Holly rose high enough to reach down and hold her son's cock to the slippery folds of her snatch. She got the head plugged into her hole and started to lower herself onto his meat. Somehow, his engorged cock felt even bigger as it sank deeper and deeper into her maternal core.
Holly sank as far onto her son's cock as she could go, then held her body still, wrapping her mind around the idea she now had from him what she never had with her daddy. Her broiling pussy rippled around his hard, young shaft, causing them both to let out a long, wistful sigh at the same time. The look in his eyes was the most wicked gaze of lust she'd ever seen, yet no one, not even her father, had ever looked at her with such intense love and need. The fact that Quinn's cock felt like a naturally perfect fit to her own body was in the back of her mind.
"You're so fucking beautiful," he said as he caressed his mother's big, bare tits. "I can't believe we're finally doing this. I love you, Mom. So fucking much."
"Are you sure you're not just in love with Mommy's big tits and wet pussy?"
"I'm definitely in love with those too. But not just those. I love everything about you, Mom."
"I love you, too, baby. But you know we can never come back from this, right?"
"Who'd ever wanna come back from anything this good?"
Holly giggled a little. "Mmmm, you make a good point."
Quinn was beginning to rock his hips, starting to pump his rod into his mother's hole. She moaned, feeling her eyes water as she realized who this hot young man was who was now scraping the insides of her cunt walls with his broiling hot flesh. She started rocking along with him, countering his thrusts with her own up and down riding motion.
The undulating waves of perfect pleasure fanning out from Holly's dripping core felt like the ultimate culmination of her whole life. Maybe it was meant to be that her father resisted her for so many years. And now, obviously, her son wasn't about to. He was thrusting back at her riding pussy like it was his whole purpose in life, like his magnificent cock was created to pleasure the woman who brought him into this world all the way from her sodden twat to the core of her very soul.
With her tits still in his groping hands, Holly leaned forward just a few inches more so her boy could flick his tongue at her nipples and suckle them as much as he could with her body rising and falling onto his. She loved the way he adored them, nipping at them as if he understood just how sensitive they were.
"God, you feel so good, Mom," he grunted, pumping up hard enough to jolt her body up and down, making her hefty melons wildly shake and bob.
"You like Mommy's body, don't you, baby?" she said, breathless.
"It's perfect," he shot back. "And it's mine. From now on it's all mine."
"You wanna own your Mommy's body? These big tits? Mommy's tight pussy? Even your mama's mouth and asshole?"
Quinn growled in response and began fucking into her so hard it felt like he was going break that big, old chair. He could only tell her what he wanted through strangled gasps and grunts. "Yes! All mine! Especially this perfect fucking pussy! I know you jerk off some of your customers, Mom. And you can keep doing that, as long as you remember this pussy belongs to your son. Forever!"
Holly nearly exploded just hearing those words. "Oh fuck, baby, yes!" she shrieked. "That's only for them, my love, not for me. This ... you ... your gorgeous fucking cock! This is for me, for us ... oh god baby just keep fucking me! Don't you ever stop fucking Mommy!"
Quinn kept pumping into his mother with all the strength in his amazing body. Each and every thrust pushed wails of pleasure up from deep in her throat. The wet squishing sound of his pounding cock seemed to reverberate off the walls of the little storage space, echoing the desperation of a mother's and son's need for the only love they could feel with each other. The look in his eyes made her think he was even excited by the idea of her jerking off a few of her massage clients. It was fun but nothing that mattered to her very much beyond the extra generous tips she got. What she loved so much right now was promising her pussy to him and him alone. She loved knowing he owned it now as he pumped his rigid pole hard and fast into her body.
Holly was surprised, but highly pleased, her son hadn't cum yet. She was even more surprised when he started to guide her body off his cock.
"Get up, Mom," he told her. "I need you another way."
He then bent her over the front of the chair. She held herself with her hands on the arms, her ripe ass jutting out toward Quinn as she planted her feet in a wide stance. She purred happily when she his felt wet cock sliding along the cleft between her cheeks while he gripped her by the hips.
"Put me inside you again, Mom. Like you did before," he said.
"Yes, baby. Whatever you want. Mommy will never say no."
She reached one hand down between her legs and found his cock while his grip went tighter on her hips. He felt so hot and thick and she was relieved that empty feeling in her snatch went away when she plugged his head into her sheath and felt him surge into her channel. She missed being able to see his face while he fucked her, but feeling the steadily increasing force of his thrusts from behind was making her body light up with electrical pulses of pleasure. His strokes were so much longer and deeper now, with his cock shaft rubbing harder than before over her G spot.
The force of Quinn's cock thrusts made them feel faster than they really were, but the hard slide of his throbbing shaft was already making Holly's knees unsteady. She would've been perfectly happy to stay there forever, feeling the hard surge of her son's pulsing love in her snatch, yet the radiant heat balling up from her core was billowing to bigger and bigger proportions. Sooner or later, all that building pleasure was going to burst through her emotional steam valve.
"Baby," she cried. "Mommy's gonna cum! You're gonna make me do it. Owwwwww, fuck, I'm gonna ... gonna ... Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"
Quinn's reply was a husky howl as his cock pulsed and spewed gushers of spurting cum deep in his mother's cunt while her climaxing walls rippled around his pumping stalk. Holly never felt a man keep up an orgasm as long as she could, but her own son was doing just that, pouring his babies into her until his balls were empty.
They held their position for a while as they caught their breath. Then Quinn finally pulled out of Holly's pussy and pulled her up, turning her to face him and circling his thick arms around her. They hugged their sweaty bodies tight and kissed for what seemed like forever. Holly loved feeling her son's wet cock squishing against her skin, their juices mixing with their combined sweat and creating a pungent cocktail aroma that reeked of sex.



As the couple lost themselves in their first bout of deep, tongue-swirling, mother-son kissing, Quinn began fondling his mother's heavy tits again. Her nipples were swollen and sensitive, and before long she could feel his cock beginning to swell up all over again.
"Oh my god, you're getting hard again already," she said, amazed but also remembering the resilience of college aged cock.
She gripped his cock and stroked him a few times. "Maybe we can put this job off to tomorrow. And for now, we can go home where I can take care of your 'stiffness' in a real bed."
Quinn loved his mother's idea, and the two quickly pulled their scant clothes back on over their damp bodies. But before they got back in the truck, he grabbed a few of the porn books out of his grandfather's secret stash while his mother remembered the journal in her bag. They locked the unit back up and Quinn drove home.
Holly felt giddy the whole way back, and when they got to the house she was even more excited to get her naked, beautifully hung son back in her bed. But this time, there would be no holding back like the night before. They way were past that now.
Back at their house, Quinn followed his mother straight into her bedroom. The fact that he felt so at ease doing that, knowing what they both expected to come next, put a smile on her beautiful face that went all the way to the butterfly feeling down in her tummy. It didn't take long for them to strip off the few clothes they were wearing. Holly loved the way it felt so comfortable and familiar yet so exciting and wicked at the same time. As she watched her gorgeous son stand back upright after taking his shorts off and showing his fully refreshed erection standing up and proud eager for Mommy's love, she thought very briefly of her father's journal. She understood why he'd done what he had, but she knew her son wasn't going to follow the same path of fucking her friends to keep from fucking her.
Now fully naked, Holly knew her son needed her in a way that no substitution would ever be enough. He was walking toward her across the room, his succulent cock swaggering back and forth. In that moment, it was like a wave of blue flames rushed through her body. It felt like a revelation, that she finally understood the true meaning of love and desire. And true lust was that all too rare combination of both.
Quinn reached his mother, his forward jutting cock touching her first, then his hands coming up to cup and caress her prominent tits. Holly readily took his rock solid shaft in one hand and affectionately fondled his balls with the other. He leaned over and kissed her deeply, still kissing her as he started guiding her toward her bed. When she felt the backs of her legs come up against the bed, she stopped and broke the kiss.
"Baby, don't you think we're kind of sweaty and messy? Are you sure you don't want to take a shower before you fuck Mommy again?"
Quinn uttered a dirty snicker. "Hmmm, I do love you clean and fresh, Mom. And I love you just as much all dirty ... just like I am."
Before she could reply, he shoved her backward, sending her onto her bed for a soft landing. He crawled on with her as she scootched backward, but then he was on her, sucking her sweaty tits while he thrust his long, hard cock into her pussy, fucking into the load of cum he left there back at the storage place. She had to admit she loved how sweaty and manly her son smelled and felt. She loved him clean or dirty, just the way he loved her. And she loved the way he licked her salty skin while he pumped her full of his hard, throbbing mother-love ... and pumped and pumped and pumped ....
THE END
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"Tyler, what do you think you're doing?"
Janice was standing at the kitchen sink, attempting to wash that morning's breakfast dishes by hand, when her eighteen year old son, Tyler, came up behind her unannounced and reached around to cup her huge tits in his hands. The curvy, blonde mother had a firm pair of E cup sized tits. She was used to the world seeing her as little more than a pair of walking tits, but being groped out of the blue by her own son was a shock. Since her own hands were wet and soapy, she didn't push Tyler's hands away immediately, not wanting to get the front of her dress wet and soapy. She expected him to stop the moment she called him out on his outlandish behavior. But he didn't stop. He just kept kneading her braless tits, and as weird as it made her feel, Janice had to admit her son's hands felt good.
"I'm feeling your boobs, Mom," he said matter of factly as he continued fondling her orbs through her dress.
"Uhhh, yeah, that much is obvious," she replied. "But the question is, why would you grope your own mother's boobs without even asking permission?"
"Because they're gorgeous. And so are you. Seriously, Mom, your tits are perfect. I can't believe how good they feel. I know you've seen me looking at them. Everybody else looks at them so why shouldn't I? You're not exactly shy about showing them off, either. They always look so good I can't help it. Please don't make me stop, okay?"
Tyler continued squeezing his mother's tits through her dress while Janice stood still, feeling his warm, young body up against her from behind. She let out a long sigh that was meant to sound impatient, but she was afraid it sounded more like pleasure. Oddly enough, his touch was surprisingly sensuous and sure. He was caressing them, massaging them, not just grabbing and groping like most of the men who got their hands on her magnificent orbs.
"Just because you like them doesn't mean you get to handle them whenever you please. Without even asking," she said, doing her best to sound stern.
Tyler pressed the side of his face against his mother's shoulder, bared by the halter style strap of her lowcut sun dress. "Mmm, your nipples are getting hard, Mom. God, they feel so amazing."
"You really have to stop this immediately," Janice admonished weakly. But she could feel his cock beginning to grow long and thick against her firm, fully rounded ass. She was simultaneously hoping he'd stop and also that he wouldn't. Tyler had large, strong hands and his touch was so eager yet so affectionate. She couldn't remember when anyone had fondled her tits so perfectly, if ever. And then there was the shock of feeling his eighteen year old cock quickly growing hard with need against her body.
Hot waves of sensation swarmed her pussy in spite of her better judgement. For what felt like a whole minute, Janice indulged the pleasure of being fondled and the excitement of knowing she had the power to arouse such a virile, young cock. She almost even laughed at her son's audacious behavior. Part of her found it endearing, and when she felt the size of his youthful bulge she couldn't help feeling proud and impressed by her brazen boy. But reality reared its ugly head and she reminded herself this was her teenaged son groping her enormous tits.
"Tyler!" she shrieked, then dropped her volume as if someone else were in the house, even though there wasn't. "I'm your mother. Your mother! I shouldn't have to tell you what that means. A son doesn't do things like this."
"It means I'm feeling the tits of a woman I love," he said as if it made perfect sense. "Besides, any son with a mom as hot as you wouldn't be able to resist."
"Ugh!" The single blonde tried to sound exasperated, but she was flattered by her son's compliment. She knew she had to make him stop what he was doing, but it felt so good that maybe it wouldn't hurt to let him keep going just a little longer. Just another minute to feel that rippling, young cock rubbing against her ass.
"Honey, this is so wrong," she said, her voice growing weak.
"Worse than you letting Mr. Flanders feel you up at their yard party last night?"
Janice froze while her son's hands continued kneading her hefty tits through her dress. How did he know about that? Yet her gut reaction was to deny it.
"That's ridiculous," the blonde nearly sputtered nervously. "He's a married man. I'd never let him touch ..."
"Yeah, but Mrs. Flanders doesn't have tits like yours. Not even close. And it looked like you liked letting him feel you up. You were laughing, Mom, like it was fun."
"I had too much to drink," Janice said, even though she hadn't had as much as she claimed. She might've been a little tipsy, but the truth was that she enjoyed the older man's attention. Plus, it felt good to have a man's hands massage her sensitive melons. She also had to admit it had been fun to get away with it without Mrs. Flanders knowing. Yet she had no idea her son had seen what happened.
"I can't blame him, though," Tyler said, his face nuzzled into his mother's neck and shoulder as his hands steadily squeezed and caressed her luscious orbs. "Mom, you've got the best tits in the world, I swear."
"Oh my god, honey, that's crazy!" Deep down, Janice couldn't have been more pleased with her son's eager admiration of her glorious endowment.
"Do you like how I'm feeling you up, Mom? I think you do. Your nipples are getting really hard."
Janice closed her eyes and savored the feeling of those firm, male hands exploring her jugs, but finally she brought her wet hands up to Tyler's and yanked them away from her chest. At the same time, she pushed him backward with her ass. For a brief second, it felt like she was grinding her ass on his hard cock.
Feeling more sure of herself now, Janice spun around and faced her misbehaving son, wagging a finger at him.
"Never do that again!" she ordered. "What in the name of everything holy has gotten into you?"
Tyler just took one more look at his mother's half-exposed tits with a sly smile. His mother didn't miss the enormous looking bulge in the front of his pants. She felt a wave of butterflies in her tummy.
"Don't be mad, Mom. I can't help it you're so hot. It just makes me think about how much I love you and that makes me crazy to touch you."
Janice was too speechless to say I love you back. Nothing this bizarre had ever happened to her. She stared as Tyler left the room with his swollen cock tenting his shorts. A few minutes later he left the house to visit a friend. Janice leaned back against the counter and ran her fingers over the stiff nipples denting her dress. Her son had been right: they were swollen and aching for pleasure.
"Damn you, Tyler," she muttered as she cupped and squeezed her tits. "How dare you leave your mother in a state like this?"
Then she remembered how hard he was when she pushed him away and she felt a small satisfaction knowing he was probably just as frustrated. She let one hand slip under her short dress and into her skimpy panties. Her pussy was even wetter than she thought as she stroked her fingers along her tender sex lips and remembered the feel of her son's cock pressing against her body.
She loved what he'd told her about the way getting hard for her reminded him how much he loved her. It was hard not to giggle about it, not knowing if it was romantic or just plain perverted. She decided it was both, and that idea appealed to her in a way she couldn't explain.
With medium length blonde hair, Janice was growing uncomfortably close to forty. Although she wasn't going to be mistaken for a college girl, she did look young for her age, and she kept her body in firm form even if she would've liked to shed a few extra pounds. And yet her thick ass and legs, along with her monumental bustline, got more attention than she ever remembered in the past. As she rubbed her overheated slit, she had to admit her son had been right about her not being shy about showing off her tits. But that wasn't anything new. She'd always been proud of her world class melons and the admiration they got everywhere she went.
Janice had been wearing low cut tops and avoiding bras whenever possible for most of her life. She enjoyed knowing her luscious tits and good looks turned men on, but she had never considered the possibility they would do the same thing to her own son. If anything, Tyler should be used to seeing his mother's big jugs bouncing braless around the house. Janice assumed he wouldn't be fazed. Weren't boys supposed to have some kind of built-in filter to keep them from getting horny for female relatives? But the hard cock she'd felt against her ass just minutes ago told a different story.
And wasn't she supposed to have a filter that kept her from getting wet from his excited cock rubbing across her ass? Maybe that faulty wiring ran in the family.
But none of this altered the fact that the single mother's pussy was wet and aching. How could her own son put her in such a state of need in barely five minutes? With an empty house, Janice pulled up her dress and pushed a couple of fingers into her dripping wet pussy. Her panties were bunched to the side as she pumped her fingers in and out of her hole, her breath now coming in gasps as she relived the feeling of her son's cock pushing against her ass.
Could it be as big as it felt? Mr. Flanders had gotten hard while fondling her too, but her teenaged son's bulge put the poor man to shame.
The blonde's mind was spinning with unspeakable obscenities as she brought her other hand into her panties from the top so she could rub her clit while fucking her fingers. With her sensitive nipples swollen to the max, Janice wished Ty was still there to squeeze them and intensify her climax when it finally came on.
"You like feeling Mommy's big tits, don't you, baby," she mewled as her fingers sloshed loudly in her burning fuck hole. "And you just love shoving that big cock against Mommy's ass, don't you. Be a man and shove it right up Mommy's horny cunt, you naughty fuck!"
Janice felt dizzy while her climax gripped her mind and body in its swirling intensity. Her knees nearly buckled as she came, even squirting into her panties and around her rapidly pumping fingers. She cried out with the most intense waves of pleasure and then her cries subsided into loud gasps as the palpitations in her cunt finally ebbed away.
The woman was dazed, her hands still shoved in her panties as she leaned against the counter and caught her breath. Her hands finally came out of her panties while the fog of lust slowly cleared from her brain. She couldn't believe what she'd just done but at least she could just laugh it off as a one-time lapse in judgement. As long as no one, especially Tyler himself, ever knew she had masturbated to a knee-weakening climax to thoughts of her horny son everything would be fine.
But now Janice's panties were ruined. She slipped them off right there in the kitchen and carried them upstairs, first tossing them in the laundry hamper in the bathroom before going to her room to get a fresh pair. As she looked through her panty drawer, she picked up various pair, asking herself which ones Tyler would like. She smiled wickedly to herself, deciding he'd probably like one of her thongs the most. She'd noticed him looking at her ass almost often as her tits. She ended up putting on one of her favorites, a thong in pink, stretchy lace that cupped her pussy mound so snugly it showed a striking image of her camel toe.
The beautiful young mother then caught sight of her reflection in her full length mirror. The dress she put on that morning was her current favorite for hot days when she was mostly at home. It was a short, floral print sundress with a halter style top that still opened low enough to reveal plenty of her creamy, abundant cleavage. Her ass and thighs were firm and supple despite being on the thick side. Her hem came to about mid-thigh, showing enough leg to be alluring without being overtly revealing.
The top, however, was a different story. The plunging neckline showed more cleavage than would've seemed decent in most situations. Tyler could easily have slipped his hands inside it and felt up her tits in the flesh. The thought made her body shiver in a strange way. The idea seemed exciting and wrong all at once. She was relieved her son hadn't shown the audacity to push his hands inside her dress, but she realized she would have to be more careful about the way she dressed around him now that he was a good looking young man with a young man's physical needs, not to mention a twisted interest in his mother's huge tits.
Janice thought she should change into something less revealing before Tyler came back. Remove the temptation and his behavior should go back to normal. The proposition felt kind of sad, but she was convinced it was for the best. Something much more prim and conservative should do the trick and keep her boy's hormones in check. Maybe she should even wear a bra, which she almost never did at home, and only about half the time outside the house due to the types of outfits she usually wore.
The curvaceous mother slipped off her dress and looked at herself again in the mirror. She had to admit she looked really good in nothing but her scant panties despite her age and extra extravagant curves. It made her giggle out loud to wonder what Tyler would think if he could see her just as she was. With a naughty smile, she hooked her finger in the V of her panties and pulled it out of the way, imagining she was flashing her bald pussy at her son. Another wave of butterflies rose up from her lower tummy and she pulled her hand away, letting her panties snap back into place.
"What a naughty little slut you are," she told her reflection. But then she asked herself what was happening to her as she went into her walk-in closet.
Going through her wardrobe, Janice realized the only prim looking clothes she had were totally wrong for the warm, summer weather. She'd roast herself alive if she covered up that much. As she flipped one hanger after another along the rod, her mind naturally shifted to the question of what Tyler would think about her various outfits. In the process of choosing an outfit, it was as if her decision to cover herself had never even come up. It simply wasn't her natural default mode.
Tyler had seen her before in most of what she had in her closet, but there was a new pair of denim cutoffs she hadn't worn yet and a clingy, white tank top with spaghetti straps. The top was cut low, but not as low the dress she'd been wearing before. It did cling to her melons like skin, though. But the deciding factor for Janice was that the outfit was new, from a shopping trip to mall just a few days ago, and Tyler hadn't seen her in either the top or the shorts. The idea of pleasing him overpowered her previously "sensible" idea.
Janice brought her new shorts and top into the bedroom and laid them down on her mattress. First, she pulled on the shorts, which now seemed tighter than when she tried them on at the store. That didn't seem too bad until she twisted her upper body to get an idea of how they looked from behind. The lower part of each, spherical ass cheek was clearly revealed as the frayed hem rode in an arc over her ass.
"Oh, my," she said quietly. "These are a lot skimpier than I thought." She studied herself a moment or two more, realizing the shorts made her ass look spectacular. "Tyler will love these," she whispered to herself with a coy smile.
She then pulled on the top. It took a moment to stretch and pull it into place. It hugged her upper torso and bulbous tits like an extra layer of skin, leaving her tummy exposed. Technically, it covered more of her tits than the dress, but it highlighted the shape of her globes almost as much as if they were naked. The material was much thinner than her dress. She wondered what Tyler would've thought if he'd been fondling her jugs through this top instead of the dress. As she looked in the mirror, she realized her areolas were faintly visible through the well stretched fabric.
Janice attempted to put thoughts of teasing her son out of her mind as she tried to find ways to keep herself busy the next few hours. But every thirty or forty minutes, she found herself wondering where he was. When was he coming home? What was he going to think when he saw her? How would that big, young cock feel rubbing against her ass with half of it hanging out of her shorts?
"Just. Stop!" she kept telling herself. "He's your son, you ditzy slut!"
Trying to keep busy, Janice turned on the AC to cool the house down. In the meantime, she thought she'd go to the grocery store and pick up a few things. They didn't really need anything, but she was anxious and needed to kill time. It would be cool inside the store, and she'd sometimes seen other women out shopping in outfits like hers so there wasn't any need to change.
It felt nice and cool inside the market as Janice pushed her cart up and down the aisles. Ten minutes into her shopping and the cart was still empty. She was distracted, enjoying the looks she was getting from men and the dirty looks she got from a few women. At least there was no one she knew there, until she went from one aisle to the next and ran smack into Mr. Flanders, the man who'd been feeling her tits at his backyard party the night before. He was overjoyed to run into Janice, and his eyes roamed hungrily over her curves in the outfit she had on.
They made some typical small talk, but Arnie Flanders was barely able to keep eye contact the whole time. His gaze was roaming all over the bulge of Janice's tits and her smooth, supple thighs. He was an average looking man with a moderate paunch and greying hair. After a couple of minutes, Mr. Flanders leaned toward the blonde and lowered his voice.
"I had a great time last night," he told her in a suggestive tone. "I hope you did, too."
Janice gave him a coy smile, remembering how excited he was the night before getting a chance to feel up the most impressive tits in their neighborhood. Even though he'd been doing it on the sly so his wife wouldn't find out, she thought it was actually pretty sweet. Janice only knew him as a friendly neighbor, and despite his being a covert horndog, he was a pretty nice man and well-liked by their other neighbors. The Flanders' backyard parties were always well attended. Janice couldn't help wondering how many of his other female neighbors had he felt up at those parties.
On an average day, Janice would've made some pleasant small talk and moved on with her shopping, but this wasn't an average day. The man she was chatting pleasantly with in the grocery store was the same man who had his hands all over her luscious tits the night before. Then there was her own son feeling them and boldly pressing his cock against her ass that morning and she couldn't stop thinking about what was going to happen when he got back home. The voluptuous blonde found herself in a confusing state of mind, to say the least, with a warm, aching pussy that wouldn't stop responding.
"Oh, it was such a nice party. I had a lovely time," Janice told the man, purposely being vague.
Flanders took a long, obvious and wholly inappropriate look at Janice's tits. Apparently, their encounter from the night before was giving him the impression he had permission to openly eye-fuck his succulently built blonde neighbor.
"It could've been a lot lovelier," he said. "If it weren't for all the people complicating things."
"Like your wife, for instance," Janice said with a teasing smile.
Flanders blushed but gave her wicked grin. "Well, she's not here now," he pointed out. "We could always go out to my car and finish what we started last night."
Janice nearly laughed. As far as she was concerned, they hadn't started anything. But she realized the poor man must've been left with a painfully swollen cock. She couldn't help but love that idea. And after the way her son had left her that morning, she also couldn't stop thinking about some hot male contact. Not that Arnie was especially hot, but at least he wasn't her son, and she did love the way he couldn't stop staring at her body. Except now he was finally making eye contact, looking at her expectantly.



Janice shrugged her shoulders, knowing it caused a quake in the front of her top. "Why not?" she replied. "Today's your lucky day."
Flanders was grinning as he led Janice out of the store. He left a cart half full of groceries in the aisle. Janice's cart was completely empty and forgotten. She couldn't believe she was following Arnie Flanders to his car in the middle of the day. The sheer naughtiness of it was enough to make her heart race. It was almost enough to make her forget the wicked feelings she was getting for Tyler, but not quite. He was in the back of her mind at every step, even when she realized Arnie's cock was already hard and bulging obviously in the front of his pants.
When they got to Arnie's SUV, he unlocked it and opened the back door. Janice was relieved to see it had tinted windows. Arnie immediately moved in to kiss her, but Janice pulled away as if by reflex.
"No kissing, Mr. Flanders. That's personal," she said as diplomatically as she could.
Arnie shrugged, disappointed but not even close to slowing down. "No problem," he told her, grabbing the lower hem of her top and pulling it up above her glorious melons. "These beauties are what I really need. Fuck, Janice, you've been driving me crazy with these ever since you moved into the neighborhood."
Janice giggled, happily amused by his obsession with her tits. It gave her ego a nice boost, and now he was already fondling them. Squeezing them and hefting their weight with his hands. He was a little rough and clumsy in his handling of her globes, but her nipples were swollen with sensation and making the damp ache in her pussy reach deeper into her body.
"I think you like my tits," the blonde snickered.
"They're amazing and you know it, you fuckin' tease," he growled, squeezing her flesh for emphasis.
"Hmm, be nice to my girls or you'll never see them again," she warned him, already knowing this would be his first and last chance to sample her jugs.
Arnie suddenly changed his behavior, kneading his neighbor's huge tits with a much more sensuous touch.
"Mmmm, that's much better," Janice sighed. "You may suck my nipples, if you like."
"Mmmmm, I like, I like," he told her, leaning forward to take turns suckling the right, then the left.
Janice couldn't help the fact that her pussy was getting hotter and wetter, but she was resolved not to take off her shorts. Some harmless boob play was one thing, but she wasn't about to let Arnie fuck her no matter how badly she needed a rigid cock between her legs. She still reached for his crotch and started feeling his cock through his pants. He was hard as a rock. Judging from what she felt rubbing against her ass that morning, Mr. Flanders had about two-thirds of the cock her son had.
When she unzipped his pants, Arnie stopped playing with her tits long enough to help her push his shorts down to his ankles. His stiff cock stood up at about five inches. Janice took him in her hand and began stroking him while he went back to feeling and sucking her tits. The whole situation was amusing but pretty weird, and she figured jacking off her pent-up neighbor would help things go faster. He moaned into her pliant flesh as she jacked him, precum quickly oozing out of the head of his cock.
Flanders had a nice enough cock. Nothing too memorable, but not too bad, either. Janice was just happy to have a man's horny cock in her hand again. It had been too long. The obligations of a single mother didn't allow for as much sexual pleasure as she would've liked.
Things became much more interesting for Janice when she started to pretend Mr. Flanders was actually Tyler. The sensation of his sucking lips intensified. Her pussy spasmed against the crotch of her shorts and she started stroking him with a more erotic touch.
"Mmmm, you're so hard for me," she said, imagining she was speaking her words to her son. "I bet you're always hard for me. I see how you always look at me, you naughty boy. Do you like it better having me jack your horny prick instead of doing it yourself while you dream about fucking these big, firm tits? Hmmm?"
Arnie was grunting with need, completely oblivious to the fact that Janice's hot words were meant for the last person he'd ever imagine. But the more Janice talked to him, the more excited he got. Within a couple more minutes, she knew she had him on the edge of an orgasm.
"And now you're gonna cum for me, aren't you? Cum nice and hard for me. Show me how much you love these gorgeous fucking tits!"
"Oh fuck!" Flanders cried, reaching his peak.
Janice kept jacking the man's dick, keeping his shaft aimed upward against his own body, making sure his spurts of cum fired straight up onto his shirt. He was practically hyperventilating as the beautiful blonde expertly milked his cock until the front of his shirt was soaked with spunk.
"Oh, fuck, that was good," Arnie groaned, leaning back against the door.
"Mhmm, nice load, Mr. Flanders."
She wiped her hand on the dry parts of his shirt, pulled her top back down to cover her tits and opened the door.
"Be sure to give me a call for the next party," she told him with a wink just before shutting his car door.
Janice didn't bother going back in the store and crossed the parking lot to her own car. She couldn't believe what she'd just done, but there was a devious smile on her pretty face. Except for stimulating her sensitive tits enough to make her pussy ache, jerking off Arnie hadn't done much for her except to boost her confidence. But that was enough to put a spring in her sexy walk. She loved knowing she could still make a man so desperately horny and felt taller and bustier as she walked to her car.
By the time Janice got home, she'd almost forgotten about Mr. Flanders. Being back in her house brought her mind right back to her son and his boldly inappropriate behavior that morning. Her smooth pussy felt like it was broiling with need. Jerking off Arnie had done nothing but drive the ache in her body to higher levels. Her mind was spinning. She felt annoyed that Tyler still wasn't home as she ached to feel his hands groping her in forbidden ways. It was even more annoying the only cock she'd gotten to touch that day was Arnie's. The one she really wanted to feel, to grip and stroke until it spurted, was the one she'd felt rubbing against her ass that morning. Her very own son's.
"Damn you, Tyler," she muttered to herself. "How dare you put your own mother in this terrible condition?"
Tyler didn't come home until the very late afternoon when his mother was usually getting something ready for dinner. When the handsome teen came in the house, Janice was in the kitchen putting together a couple of cold dishes for dinner since it was too hot to do any cooking. She frowned at her boy when he walked into the room, seeing only her upper body as the island counter was in between them. She caught his eyes take a long detour to the enormous bulging of her tits in the top she had on, almost expecting him to come around the counter and start groping them like he did that morning. But he caught the unhappy look on her face and hesitated.
"So now you just take off all day without calling or even a text to let me know where you are?" she admonished him. "Maybe I should be setting stricter rules around here."
"I'm sorry, Mom. I'll be better about that, I promise."
"Hmm. Maybe you were avoiding me after whatever you call that behavior of yours this morning."
Tyler blushed but also grinned, but he wiped the grin off his face when he spotted his mother's stern expression. If he only knew how much she was aching to feel his hands intimately on her body again. Her nipples were once again swollen and forming obvious knots in her top.
"Well you're in charge of the dishes and kitchen cleanup tonight," she said. He looked relieved to be getting off easily. "And whatever else I think of later on," she added.
As always, they ate together at the dining table. It was a routine that developed after Tyler's father left. Janice never had to tell him he had to be home at a certain time for dinner. He always showed up no matter what was going on during the day. There were plenty of times he might've gone back out after eating, but it became an unspoken sort of ritual for them. With only two of them living together, it would've been so easy for them to drift apart. Janice couldn't help admiring her loyal boy for hanging on to the little things that made them feel more like a family.
Tyler was also visibly impressed with his mother's outfit of the day. He didn't say anything about her changing out of the dress she had on that morning, but his eyes were all over her shapely legs and prominent bustline. She could practically feel his eyes burning her ass cheeks when she left him at the table to go get something off the kitchen counter. When she went back to sit down again he was staring at her barely covered pussy like a boy in a trance.
Dinner started out quietly. Tyler seemed contrite, not that it kept him from glancing at his mother's tits every chance he had, and Janice started to feel like she might've been too rough on him. By now she was just as afraid he'd try to touch her again as she was that he wouldn't. She couldn't stop thinking about that morning.
"How was your day?" she finally asked, needing to break the awkward silence and get her mind on anything else.
"It was okay," Tyler replied. Then he gave her a general rundown of the friends he'd hung out with and the time they spent playing basketball at one of their houses.
Janice knew all the boys Tyler was talking about, and she knew most of their mothers too. After today, it was impossible not to wonder if any of those other mothers had experienced with their own sons what Janice had this morning with Tyler. Darlene Briggs came to mind immediately. She was about the same age as Janice, and her son, Freddy, was a very handsome, athletic boy who was as popular as Ty. He was much more flirty and confident than the other boys of their group, and Darlene was a good looking MILF with tits that were just as attention-getting as Janice's.
The blonde started to imagine the busty brunette mother getting fondled the same way. She wondered what Darlene would do in the same situation. Maybe she'd just slap the naughty boy's hands away like most mothers would. Or maybe she'd be like Janice and just stand there in shock and let it happen, not wanting to admit how good it felt. Or maybe she'd reach back and feel her son's excited cock, taking it out of his basketball shorts, turn around and drop to her knees and take that delicious meat stick in her mouth and ...
"Mom? Are you okay?" Tyler suddenly asked.
Janice realized she was now blushing. "Just fine," she insisted. "I've just, um, had a lot on my mind today."
"Yeah, I guess," Tyler said evasively. Then, after an awkward moment, he started clearing the table. "Just chill, Mom. I'm on cleanup tonight, right?"
"Oh, right. Of course," she said, as if she'd already forgotten.
Janice was fully aware of the way her son was gazing down her top as he cleared things off the table. Her nipples were standing out thick and proud, and she knew Tyler had to be enjoying the view as much as she enjoyed giving it to him. There was an exciting tension in the air as she contemplated whether or not he might push the dishes aside and plunge his hands down her flimsy top to feel her hefty orbs again.
When he started running water in the sink, Janice got up from the table and went to the island counter, standing and watching him from behind. Was he aware of his mother's gaze? Or completely oblivious?
Tyler's upper body looked so good in his tight tank top, showing off his muscular arms and shoulders. His shorts were another story, though. Those silly basketball shorts didn't do a thing to help her appreciate the athletic ass and thighs underneath. Did he watch her the same way that morning before his brazen move to fondle her?
Janice's nipples were aching with desire while her pussy felt like it was pulsing against her confining shorts. What if ... she wondered, slowly moving around the island, then forward, closer to her beautiful son. It felt like her feet were moving through mud. Her body was trembling and felt like her temperature was rising with every step.
Finally, Janice pressed her monumental tits against her son's back and slid her hands around his hips to the front of his shorts at the same time. She quickly found the bulge of his cock under the fabric and started caressing the lump.
"Ummmmm, Mom?"
"Yes?" She could feel his sex flesh beginning to swell.
"What are you doing?"
"Keep washing those dishes, young man. You're wasting water."
Tyler had stopped washing but he wasn't about to make his mother stop fondling his package. He went back to washing. She couldn't believe how good it felt to have her body up against him. It was even better to feel the rapid growth of his cock. She could tell he was wearing briefs under his shorts and his long, thick shaft had nowhere to go but off to the side. Janice traced the shape of his pole with both hands. He was her son, and he had one of the biggest cocks she'd ever felt in her hands.
"Mom?" he said, still expecting an answer.
"I'm just doing what you did this morning," she said. When you just came and started feeling me up without asking."
"Oh, yeah, ummm, sorry."
"Are you?"
He chuckled briefly. "Not really."
"I didn't think so."
Janice's heart was racing so hard it felt like it was going to break her chest. She couldn't believe how good it felt to mash her enormous tits against her son's strong back. And the rippling hard rod she could feel through his shorts was astonishing. She kept trying to imagine what it looked like from the exploratory feel of her searching hands. When she heard Tyler groan with pleasure, the sound sent a spiral of warm sensation rising into her body from the core of her pussy.
"You were a very naughty boy this morning," she whispered closely to his ear, her hands steadily roaming over the shape of his cock.
"I think you liked it, Mom," Tyler said, half moaning.
"I was in shock at first," Janice told him. "I knew I shouldn't have let you keep going, but ..."
"Did it feel good, Mom?"
Janice's knees almost went out from under her. Her pussy was starting to seep past her thong and dampen the crotch of her shorts. She mashed her huge tits tighter against Tyler's shoulder blades.
"Yessss," she confessed, squeezing his cock tighter, stroking the shaft through the thin material of his shorts. "It felt too good. You made your mother do some very slutty things."
Tyler groaned deeply and Janice realized he loved imagining his mother doing slutty things. She almost told him about jerking off their neighbor in the supermarket parking lot but she felt even more ashamed of that than she did about fondling her own son's rock hard cock. God, he felt so fucking big and solid. It felt like the lips of her pussy were quivering with the need to be filled with his solid meat.
"I like it when you're slutty," the boy moaned, grinding against his mother's hands.
He was finished washing dishes by now, but kept standing in front of the sink, letting the most important woman in his life explore his cock with her hands. She could clearly feel the ridge of his cock head through his shorts, big enough to almost fill the palm of her hand. Her right hand moved upward under the hem of his shirt to his lower abs, then slipped down under the waistband of his shorts, going inside his briefs. After some simple maneuvering, her hand came into contact with the hot, bare flesh of his throbbing cock. He gasped deeply as she touched it, curling her hand around his silky shaft.
"How's that for slutty?" she asked in a reverent whisper.
"Fuuuuuuck," her son sighed deeply.
She was now stroking the shaft of his cock within the confines of his shorts. Having her precious boy's cock in her hand was beyond anything she could imagine. It was suddenly as if her life could be divided into two parts: the part before touching Tyler's cock, and the part after. She used her left hand to push his shorts and briefs downward. He took hold of his shorts to help, pushing them down over his hips until they fell at his feet. Now she could openly stroke the full length of his cock without any obstacle. Her left hand came to caress his ballsac.
"Baby?" she said.
"Yeah, Mom?" he groaned, breathing hard.
"Did you start shaving ... down there?" All she could feel under her hands was smooth, warm skin.
"Yeah."
"I like it," she said. "I can feel everything. Mmmm, so smooth. And kinda naughty," she added with a giggle.
"Don't you shave your pussy?"
"Yes, baby, I do. I've been keeping it smooth for a long time."
"Thought so."
"What made you think that?"
"The way your camel toe shows in your bikini."
Janice giggled again. She loved the idea that her son had been closely checking out her camel toe at the pool. "Baby, how long were you thinking about touching me like yesterday?"
"A long time, Mom."
"I love that, sweetie, but why? Don't the girls you hang out with let you play with their tits?"
"Yeah, some of 'em. But it's not like with you."
"I don't understand, honey. They're so much younger than me."
"I don't care," he told her. "I dunno, Mom, it's just ... nnnnhhhhh, fuck, that feels so good."
There was a steady flow of slick precum oozing from Tyler's cock head now and Janice was smearing it all over his shaft with her hand.
"What, baby? What is it?" she wanted to know.
"They're cool and everything," he started to explain breathlessly. "And it feels nice. But ..."
"What, baby, what?"
Tyler heaved a deep, bracing sigh and moaned from his mother's talented stroking. "I don't love them like I love you," he said. "You're always so perfect. I look at you and my heart just stops, Mom. And it feels like I just gotta have you and no one else really matters. You're so much hotter than any girl I know."
"Ohhh, baby," she cooed, kissing his neck.
Janice was stunned yet throbbing with need like she'd never felt before. She suddenly understand how Tyler felt. The way she couldn't look at anyone else the same way she looked at him. He was her son. No other man or boy could ever be the center of her life like he was. She now realized gripping his throbbing pole and bringing him pleasure was the main purpose of her whole life. To live for him. To give him those deep, special feelings those other girls couldn't. To cum for him. To make him cum for her over and over again.
The curvaceous blonde beauty stopped fondling him long enough to grasp his shoulders and urge him to turn around and face her. As he turned, he leaned back against the counter with his cock jutting straight upward.
"Baby," Janice sighed, gazing at her boy's naked pole with pure adoration, "it's so beautiful."
She lifted the bottom of his shirt and Tyler raised his hands, allowing his mother to take it off him and leave him standing there naked. She thought she was melting when she saw the subtle twitch and jump of his rigid cock to the rhythm of his heartbeat. She raked her fingers from his smooth scrotum up the long, fat shaft of his rod to the beautifully flared head, running her fingers around the precum coated ridge of his helmet.
"Ahhhh, Mom," Tyler sighed. "I can't believe you're touching my cock. I thought about this so many times."
"Does it feel as good as you thought?" she smiled, giving his stalk an extra squeeze.
"So much better."
Janice then let go of his cock and swiftly pulled her top up and off, tossing it aside. Her magnificent melons were now bared in all their heavy glory. "I guess you thought about these, too," she giggled, warmed by the amazed look in his eyes. He instantly brought his hands to her orbs and started massaging them.



"Only every day forever," he admitted.
Janice continued stroking her son's cock while he felt her tits. He leaned over and took one of her hard nipples into his wet mouth. Sucking. Swirling his tongue all around her sensitive nub. He was ravenous for her copious tit flesh and soon had the tips of each globe soaking wet from his mouth. His cock was now soaking wet too from the steady ooze of his precum. His mother was breathless with pleasure over his intense adoration of her tits, but even more amazing was the feel of his straining cock in her hand. Feeling the heated throb of his sex flesh under her fingers was like a dream she never wanted to wake up from. Knowing she was responsible for the moans and gasps of pleasure Tyler was making made her feel hot and beautiful like never before. She knew now how erotic love between a mother and son was addictive in a way no other love was close to.
Big, iron-hard and strong were the words that kept floating through Janice's mind as her hands roamed freely over her son's cock and balls. She was feeling a deep maternal pride in her boy's manhood. It was the kind of maternal pride that sent shockwaves rippling through her snatch. Her mind stopped drifting when Tyler's hands moved downward from her tits to begin unzipping her tight shorts.
"You look amazing in these shorts, Mom," her amorous boy told her, "but I bet you look even better without them."
Janice giggled at the eager look in his eyes. She brought her own hands down to her sides as she stood still to allow her son to push her shorts and panties down her legs, all the way to her feet. She stepped out of them, leaving them on the floor while Tyler paused. He was now on his knees with his face barely two inches from her naked pussy.
"Fuck, Mom, your pussy is gorgeous," he said, almost as if he were speaking to himself.
Janice felt her heart leap. She knew Tyler well enough to know when he was being sincere, and her beautiful boy most definitely thought his mom had a beautiful pussy. In fact, he was one of the few men to bother saying so, and it meant so much more coming from him.
"Is that part of what you were thinking about before this morning, too?" she asked.
"Oh yeah, Mom. Especially this."
She swooned, feeling the warm pulses of his breath on her silky smooth mound. He slid his hand up the inside of her thigh and brought his fingers to her slit. Her legs were open just enough to give him room to explore the folds of her oozing twat.
"Fuck, you're so wet," he said, spellbound.
"Do you want that pussy, baby?"
"So much, Mom."
"You wanna make it all yours?"
"I wanna own it. Just for me. No sharing."
Tyler's possessive words sent a flaming heat through his mother's body. Or maybe it was having her slit being fingered by her son for the first time. No. It was both. It was everything. It wasn't even worth trying to keep track anymore. All she knew is her eighteen year old son was making her feel a deeper love and pleasure than anyone before him. It made her pussy drip harder to realize she could deny any man in the world ownership over her pussy except her son. Her clit was throbbing so badly she felt powerless to say no to anything her baby wanted.
"Taste it, baby," she said in a throaty croon. "Give Mommy that hungry mouth."
Tyler didn't need to be told twice. He leaned his head back against the cabinet doors just below the sink while his mother squatted partway, lowering her sodden pussy to his face. The second she felt his tongue swipe over her slit she grabbed on to the edge of the counter practically howled with the combination of shock and pleasure. Tyler was using his fingers and mouth at the same time, massaging her sex lips with his fingers and alternating between sucking and licking her clit. One of his fingers was soon to delve into her slick hole, stroking her body from the inside while his soft lips fought to contain that slippery clit.
Janice gripped the edge of the counter until her knuckles turned white since her son's loving cunt hunger was making her knees threaten to go out from under her. She yowled in a raspy tone when she felt his second finger slip into her channel beside the first.
For a while, Tyler simply finger fucked his mother's hole while his lips ravaged her throbbing clit. It was enough to make her feel like she was floating, except for the effort she was making to keep her legs from turning to rubber in surrender to his delicious assault. But then she felt his fingers curling in search of her G spot. It wasn't long before he was hitting it dead on. He just about had her in a sexual trance except for wondering where he learned to work a woman's pussy like a seasoned expert.
He must've had some ecstatic girlfriends that gave him ample chance to hone his skills. Or maybe some older woman from the neighborhood had taught him what to do. She'd noticed more than once that Missy Spencer who lived on the next block was often uncomfortably flirty with him. Uncomfortable for Janice, anyway. Tyler had always flirted right back. And after this, there was no way Janice could ever doubt her boy knew just how to please a woman his mother's age.
"Naughty fucking boy!" the blonde cried in strangled howl. She was imagining her son making their horny neighbor cum all over his face, but she didn't say anything else. It was more fun to let him think she was calling him names because he was eating his mother's overflowing twat. Seconds later, she forgot all about Missy Spencer as her body started to shake with the tremors of a rapidly building climax. It was coming on like a runaway freight train, and when it hit she cried out uncontrollably, grinding her slit into his mouth and fingers.
Tyler kept going on his mother's squirting snatch until she had two, explosive orgasms in a row, leaving her breathless and dazed. Janice was still working to catch her breath when she felt the sensation of not knowing how she came to be stark naked in her kitchen with her naked son's lips attached to her sodden fuck hole. She took a couple of steps back and looked at him in awe. No one had ever made her cum that hard. She let out a small gasp when she saw how hard his cock was, as if she'd forgotten he would need to cum just as much as she had. He hadn't lost any of his hardness while eating her pussy. If anything, he was even harder now, if that was possible.
Janice stepped over to one of the chairs at the kitchen table and motioned for Tyler to come over and take a seat. His swaggering cock looked downright painful as he made the move. Before he sat down, though, he put his arms around his mother and kissed her mouth. She whimpered quietly, surprised. Even with his tongue and fingers in her pussy she hadn't thought about kissing her son. Not the way they were kissing now, with eagerly open mouths and swirling tongues.
The kissing almost made Janice feel like a virgin. It was the first time she'd ever been kissed by anyone who loved her as much as he did. Her tits felt so good squashed against his hot, damp skin while his hands firmly kneaded the substantial globes of her ass. Janice never closer to anyone, but the red hot cock straining against her body seemed to be calling her name. She finally backed off and Tyler sat down. His eyes followed her every move as she sank downward to her knees on the hard, kitchen floor. It wasn't comfortable, but that just seemed to underscore the sordidness of her current position, on her knees between the open legs of her rock hard, naked son.
Tyler groaned deeply when his mother reached for his cock. She leaned forward immediately and ran her tongue up and down the portion of cock meat that wasn't covered by her hand. There was more than enough left exposed to keep her heart pumping with excitement. Tasting him felt like something unimaginably dirty and yet sublimely beautiful all at once. She couldn't help covering her baby's rod with loving kisses, running the tip of her tongue a hundred times around the rich flare of the ridge around his cock head.
"Oh, fuck, Mom, yes, that's good. Sooooooo good," he moaned, his chest heaving for breath.
"Mmmmmm," she replied. "So, so good, baby." Then she quickly took the tip of his pole between her moist lips and started sucking.
"Fuck, yes!" Tyler cried out, much to his mother's pleasure.
Janice wanted her mouth to become the source of her son's most intense joy. She wanted him to become addicted to her sucking lips, her rolling tongue, the wet swirl of heat inside her mouth. She wanted him to know his mother's mouth was where his cock would always belong. She wanted him to love that mouth as much he would ever love any pussy.
She gave his balls their due attention too, but always went back to his imposing rod. Sucking. Licking. Savoring his musky flavor.
With Tyler's shank fully lacquered with precum and his mother's saliva, Janice started sucking and stroking his fat stick at the same time. She was completely aware of his unbroken attention to every bob of her head along his cock. She kept brushing her long, silky hair out of the way to make sure he had a good view of her lips working his meaty shaft. Knowing he was watching her suck his beautiful cock felt as good as having her body touched and she wanted him to always know how much she loved the feel and taste of his pulsating man flesh between her lips. In her mind, loving his cock was the same as loving him. It made her pussy throb with waves of desire to know he loved her back just as hard.
Janice's free hand moved down between her thighs to massage her clit while she worked over her son's fuck stick with steady patience. She held herself back from sucking too hard or too fast, wanting to make his pleasure build more slowly and gradually. The cold, hard floor started to make her knees ache, but she didn't care. It was the least a loving mother could do for a gifted son. The longer she sucked and swirled her tongue, the heavier his flow of precum became.
Her clit was swollen and throbbing mercilessly under her grinding fingertip. The pulsing sensations in her beautiful body kept rising along with Tyler's. Janice had never felt more in synch with her son than now. His moans of pleasure and declarations of love for his luscious mom made her realize their rapidly changing bond was too special to be wrong. Of course she'd always loved her son more than anything else -- with all her heart and mind -- but now she could love him with her body, too. Without restraint. With her lips and hands and tits and ass and pussy. This is what it meant to love someone with everything.
The beautiful blonde's pleasure was building along with her son's as she kept up her steady massage on her clit, feeling the slip and slide of his thick cock flesh against her lips at the same time. Yet what she was feeling was something beyond pleasure. It was a true kind of ecstasy that could only come from Tyler's pleasure melding with hers.
"Fuck, Mom, fuck," he groaned desperately. "I'm gonna ... nnnnhhhhhh ahhhhhhh, I'm gonna cum!"
Janice stepped up the force and speed of her sucking. The excitement of her boy's warning set off a series of inner spasms that blossomed into a full blown eruption of hot pleasure. It was the first time she'd ever cum while sucking a cock. But then her climax shifted into overdrive when her beloved son's musky tasting sperm suddenly came gushing into her mouth, flowing right across her tongue.
With a garbled whimper, Janice managed to swallow as much of Tyler's spunk as she could while still shuddering through her own orgasm. She surprised herself that she could take as much of her boy's juice down her throat as she did while still caught in the throes of her own climax. She accommodated most of Tyler's creamy load while a small dribble of overflow ended up running down her chin.
Janice made sure to suck as much sauce out of Tyler's cock as she could, then leaned back and looked up at him with a satisfied smile. He sat in his chair looking stunned and out of breath, gazing at his mother like she just stepped out of a wet dream. She giggled, fully aware of how she must've looked to him with his fuck sauce running down her face. She wore it proudly, but still dabbed at it with her tongue, making sure he saw how devoted his mother was to savoring his delicious baby juice. Then she giggled again over absolutely nothing but a feeling of happiness as her son looked at her like she'd just performed a miracle.
It was another minute or two before Janice got back to her feet after her own recovery from their mutual pleasure. She also wanted to kiss him again while the cum on her face was still wet and dribbling. When she leaned over and kissed her baby's mouth, he kissed her back deeply. Eagerly. He didn't shy away from the spunk on her chin and even kissed the wet part of her jaw, smearing his lips with his own spunk before going back to take her mouth once more. Janice was in heaven and kissed her son more deeply than any other man before him. He filled his hands with her heavily dangling melons, exploring her maternal orbs.
Janice would've been more than happy to keep kissing Tyler until his cock recovered and rose up again, but her mind was spinning off in every direction. She was feeling overwhelmed. Before this morning, she had thought her son's love for her was a much more typical, predictable kind of love. Her love for him, too, for that matter. But that shocking few minutes at the sink changed everything. At first, it made her think she needed to avoid her boy's forbidden desires at all costs, to the point of even leaving the house and jerking off one of their neighbors in his car. But now, here she was, letting him kiss away his own cum from his mother's face while his hands overflowed with her massive tit flesh. Both of them still recovering from a life-changing explosion of sheer ecstasy.
She could tell Tyler was disappointed, but Janice concluded their long, passionate kiss and excused herself, claiming she was tired. It was hours before she'd normally go to her room for the night, but she didn't trust her powers of judgement while being naked with him.
Janice took a long shower. After she finished, she could hear the shower running in the hallway bathroom and assumed Tyler was cleaning up too. She took a few minutes to dry and brush her long hair and didn't bother dressing afterwards. It felt good to be fresh and nude. Besides, it was the kind of time in the early evening when it was too late to put on clothes and too early for her skimpy sleep attire. She already missed being kissed and intimately caressed by Tyler, but she needed time alone with her thoughts.
What was happening to their lives, she wondered. Was her son really turning out to become her lover? Even a kind of replacement husband to the one who left her six years ago? Or was this just a perverse lapse in judgement brought on by her hot, sexual hunger that no one had ever really satisfied until now?
Janice took a good look at herself in the full length mirror on her bathroom door. Cupping her bulky tits in each hand, she trapped her nipples between her fingers and squeezed. She had everything to be proud of as far as her looks and body were concerned. It made her smile to think her son had been tempted by those glorious jugs since well before that fateful morning. And sharing that simultaneous orgasm with him had been one of the most thrilling moments of her life. Yet they still hadn't fucked. Having her boy's cock in her mouth wasn't the same as taking him into her pussy and letting him splatter her insides with a waterfall of incestuous spunk.
She could still put a stop to this. Maybe things wouldn't go back to normal, but semi-normal would have to be good enough. She'd always be the mother who swallowed her own son's cum. She squeezed her nipples harder as she brought back the memory of his flavor. Oh, how perfect it was to feel him blasting off across her tongue like a rocket flying to the moon. It was so much more than just letting some horny man cum in her mouth, not that there was anything wrong with that. But that delicious cream gushing from the penis of her own, beautiful son -- that was like getting a mouthful of pure love.
Janice's pussy was still wet. It seemed like she'd been wet all day, starting from the moment Tyler felt up her tits that morning. But now her slit was pulsing with fresh need, dribbling more of her mom honey onto her upper thighs. Her attempts at logical thought felt ridiculous. An exercise in futility. With one hand still full of breast meat, she slipped the other down her smooth body to her pussy, first just cupping her mound but then exploring her juicy slit with a finger. She'd always thought she had a nice pussy, but the way Tyler seemed to adore the very sight of it made her blood sizzle.
The succulent blonde watched herself rub her clit in the mirror until she was on the edge of another orgasm, realizing she'd had more in that one day than she usually had in a week.
"I deserve to cum as much as I damn well please," she said aloud to her reflection.
Studying herself, she decided she deserved a horny young male who loved her and thought she was hot. She'd taken good care of herself and felt proud of the tall, voluptuous beauty in the mirror. It made her feel good to know there were at least a dozen or more men just in their neighborhood who would've loved to fuck her just as much as Arnie Flanders. But it made her feel mysteriously warm in the pit of her soul to think of choosing her son to be the one give herself to. Then she remembered her father telling her how people don't always choose who they fall in love with.
"Sometimes, love chooses us," he'd told her. She was eighteen at the time and sitting on his lap in the living room of the house she grew up in. She'd never forget feeling her father's swollen cock under her ass as he fondled her tits through her top, much the same way Tyler had felt her up that morning. She was leaving for college the next day and told her father she'd never love anyone the way she loved him. She ground her ass against the rod in her father's pants and made him cum in his briefs. Her mother had been due to come home so they separated and promised to continue when she came home for Christmas.
But that was the year of her parents' accident. She never got to know what would've happened.
She put those tragic thoughts out of her mind and focused on the here and now. On her clit. On the fact that the boy who would become her man was right there in her own house, probably thinking she was avoiding him and having second thoughts.
Forcing herself to pull her hand away from her pussy, Janice left her room and went to Tyler's. His door was wide open and he was as naked as she was, stroking his virile, young cock on his bed. He looked at her standing in his doorway but didn't stop stroking his meat.
"Honey."
"Yes, Mom?" His hand moving steadily up and down his shaft.
"There's something we forgot."
"Yeah, you're right," he agreed, knowing just what she meant. "And it's really important, too."
"I agree, sweetie. Very important."
She walked into the room toward his bed. The way his eyes followed the heavy sway of her tits made her smile with pride. There was something extra in the way he looked at her. Something beyond mere lust for a mature woman's huge tits and smooth pussy. He loved her. And that was all she needed to know to keep going. He loved her the way she loved him. She wondered if he could see the same look in her eyes as she scanned his tight, slender body stretched out on his bed, his hard, beautiful cock standing up like a tribute to the love of a mother and son.
Janice didn't stop when she reached Tyler's bed. She climbed on and straddled his prone body. She took his cock out of his hand and held it to her pussy, pressing his shaft between the slippery folds of her aching snatch. They both let out of moan of pleasure at the same time. Holding his hot stalk against her slit, she rocked her pussy up and down his column of flesh.



"So baby," the blonde began haltingly, feeling a moment of nervousness, "are you gonna be going after those pretty young girls at school after this?"
"Not if I have you," he said without hesitating.
"If I put this big thing inside me are you gonna be my man?"
"I better be. I love you, Mom. This is better than anything else we could have with somebody else. Didn't you get that downstairs?"
"Of course I did, sweetie. I just ..."
"Yeah, it's okay. It's hard to know what's what with you being my mom, me being your son. But that just makes me love it even more. Only you and me will know how right we are together. Now will you please push my cock in your pussy?"
Janice giggled, but was impressed with her son's mature words. "Horny, are we?"
"For you? Oh, fuck, always," he groaned.
Janice finally pushed the head of her boy's cock into her hole. She gasped when she felt his bulbous dome spread her lips out of the way and push inside.
"Oh, fuck, yes ... Mama's gooooooood boyyyyyyy," she moaned as she sank her wet pussy onto his shaft.
Gradually grinding and rocking her curvy hips, Janice impaled her steaming snatch all the way onto Tyler's thick pole. His organ felt like it was tailor-made for her pussy, fitting perfectly and stretching her just enough. Her sheath was so tight around him she could feel every pulse of his throbbing cock. His hands were moving all over her legs and ass as she let her body adjust to the sweet invasion of his flesh pole. After what seemed like a full minute, she started to rise up, then back down, slowly riding that delicious meat.
Janice wasn't long in finding a strong, steady rhythm for riding her son's cock. They were both grunting with her downward movements and Tyler filled his hands with her bobbing tit flesh.
"Yes, yes, yesssssss, my good boy," she cooed, fucking him fervently.
"Does that feel like a boy's cock, Mom? Doesn't it feel like man cock?"
"Oh god, baby, yes. You're your mother's man now. With a man's cock, and ohhhhhh, fuck, baby it feels so good!"
Tyler grunted deeply and firmly twisted his mother's nipples between his fingers. But Janice soon leaned forward and crushed her huge melons against his body and used her hips to pivot up and down his raging cock. She loved having their bodies in almost full contact. Having his love stick inside her at the same time made her feel closer to him than she'd ever felt to anyone. She was careful to angle her hip thrusts to make sure his cock kept grinding over her G spot. She was well on her way to her most intense climax of the day when she felt her son clutching her full, round ass cheeks and start thrusting his own hips to meet her rhythm.
Tyler's thrusts felt so hard and desperate, convincing Janice he needed his mother's hot pussy like he needed air. And she now knew she would be needing as much of his ravenous, young cock as she could get. Fuck what anyone else thought about their unholy union. She was his mother, he was her son, and they were made for each other.
Tyler's right hand started to explore the warm, sweaty cleft between the large, round spheres of her ass. When he touched her tender rosebud, she cried out and nearly came on the spot. Tyler quickly caught on how much the added sensation to his mother's asshole was doing to her. He massaged the tight rim with the pad of his finger while she fought for breath with loud, rasping gasps.
"Don't be shy, baby," she moaned out between breaths. "Push that finger up in Mommy's ass."
Tyler groaned. Janice could feel his cock lurch with excitement. Then his finger plugged gently into her asshole, tenderly at first. His finger went steadily inside, until the whole digit was buried in her anus.
"Arrrggghhhh, fuck it, baby! Fuck both of your mother's holes!" she yowled in a voice she barely recognized.
It felt like her eyes rolled back in her head as Tyler began sliding his finger in and out of her ass. He was careful to keep pumping his cock in her pussy at the same time and he was soon ramming his finger into her asshole just as hard and fast as his cock was ramming her pussy.
The building sensations in Janice's body reached a point where she felt like she was entering some kind of erotic nether zone. She closed her eyes and imagined herself in flight. Yet she never went so far as to forget the feelings her son's finger and cock were causing. With her tits mashed hard against his body, Janice threw her head back and howled like an animal. The orgasm overtook every cell in her body. Her cunt was rippling and squirting. Her ass twitched and tried to clench at Tyler's finger but he just kept pumping right through his mother's anal spasms.
She wanted to cry out that he was making her cum but her voice wouldn't work. Then she could hear him howling just beneath her. His cock thrusts grew so hard and intense they were lifting her lower body up and down. He was cumming as hard as his mother was, pumping gushers of potent spunk deep inside her welcoming cavern.
Tyler's climax lasted almost as long as Janice's. He spurted until his cream was squeezing back out of her hole and dribbling down his balls.
She held his cock inside her until he started to go soft. They stared at each other like they couldn't believe what just happened, as if the feelings they both had were so good they couldn't be real.
"That was the perfect fuck," Janice cooed, feeling like a lovestruck schoolgirl.
"I love you so much, Mom."
"I love you too, baby."
The mother and son then kissed deeply but lazily, being drained after such an intense experience. After a long stretch of hungrily loving kisses, the pair left Tyler's room and went to Janice's so they could sleep in a bigger bed. The blonde never felt so happy as when she had her bare naked son's body cuddling up to her own. She loved the way it felt waking up in the morning to find him spooned up behind her and cupping one of her boobs in his hand.
Naturally, everything changed after that and no one had ever seen a happier mother and son. Tyler kept his room just for appearance's sake. They both had friends visit just like before, but when the house was finally empty and it was time to lie down for the night, this mother and son lay down together and felt the perpetual bliss of their hot love for each other. Over and over again.
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Gina left work early and decided to stop at her father's house without calling. This wasn't unusual. It was the house she grew up in and her recently single father now lived there by himself. Why would she bother calling when she never had before? She'd been stopping by to check on him at least four times a week since her mother left and moved to the west coast with another woman. Gina was deeply upset with her mother, so the raven-haired twenty-four year old took it upon herself to look after her dad. It wasn't so bad for her mother to accept being gay, then come out to them and admit to being in a new relationship. But it had all happened in the space of three days. In the end, the man her mother had been married to for over twenty years was left on his own, questioning if he'd done something wrong.
Of course, he hadn't. If anything, Gina couldn't imagine a more ideal husband than her father. Then again, she was his baby girl no matter how grown up she was now, and there wasn't a girl on the planet he ever treated the way he treated her. Maybe she was a little spoiled that way, but she didn't care. Her mother used to tease her about being the other woman in her dad's life. It used to upset her, but deep down she loved knowing she was that important to her father. She loved her handsome daddy and he loved her. That was all that mattered. And in the end, the only one who had another woman in their life was her mom.
Over the past several weeks, Gina had another reason to spend more time with Jackson, her dad. Her asshole husband of two and a half years had left her. And in the same way her mother had left her dad: suddenly, and for another woman. Gina couldn't believe it. She knew she had more than enough to offer a man. So much more than an average girl. She was beautiful, for one thing, with a striking face that people remembered. She had piercing, ice-blue eyes that stood out against her raven dark hair, a sweet, button nose and full, supple lips that could make a man forget his own name when she wrapped them around his cock. Taller than average, she had a curvy, voluptuous body with melon-like tits and thick hips and legs to match.
So what if she couldn't hold conversations about Greek history or nuclear physics? It wasn't like Donny, her soon to be ex, was much of an intellect, either. He was a lot like Gina in that he spent lots of time working on his body and appearance, keeping up his appeal.
However, Gina still hadn't told her father about Donny leaving. Her mother had only been gone a little over six months and she didn't want to give her dad more to worry about. She was still angry, but coming to terms with it day by day. It helped to be able to have dinners and spend evenings with her daddy watching TV and snuggling on the couch. On those nights she was actually glad Donny was gone. She didn't have to worry about getting back to her apartment at a certain time and she could indulge all the time she wanted cuddling with a man who made her feel special like no one else ever could. It made her feel like a teenager again sitting beside the safest, most loving man in the world.
It was almost like still being married, except better. Daddy was a much better man than Donny ever dreamed of being. Barely forty-five, Jackson was in tiptop shape and much better looking than his soon to be ex son-in-law. Not to mention he knew much better how to treat a woman. Gina figured her dad's maturity had a lot to do with that and decided if she ever got married again it would have to be to an older man. Someone just like Daddy.
Of course, as much as she loved spending time with her father, there were still some important ways it wasn't the same as being happily married. She couldn't remember the last time she'd gone over two months without a hard cock pumping between her full, supple thighs. She giggled to herself as she parked her car. Even though she loved Daddy more than anyone else, feeding her cock-starved pussy was one thing he couldn't do for her. Unfortunately. He was just the man she really wanted it from.
Stupid society rules, she thought. Maybe she'd ask about some of his friends. Most of them flirted with her shamelessly and a couple had even asked her out when he wasn't around. Even after she was married! She had just laughed good naturedly and turned them down after telling them how naughty they were. Fucking a few of them might've been fun, and a good way to get back at Donny, but it felt too much like a pathetic consolation prize.
Gina was excited when she got to her father's house, eager to let him see her new dress. She'd worn it to work at the day spa where she was a receptionist. It was a lightweight summer dress in turquoise, a color she thought always looked good on her. It was short enough to look sexy without looking slutty. Not that she minded looking slutty, but she loved it when her daddy told her she looked beautiful. The top was cut low, but not so low that slutty was an individual judgement call over the amount of cleavage it showed. She couldn't help it if nature had given her a pair of tits that were impossible to tone down. She never wanted to anyway. She couldn't help feeling beautiful whenever she caught her daddy sneaking a look at her deep, smooth cleavage. It made them both happy so what harm could it do to let her dad see some booby flesh? It had been kind of an unspoken thing between them even before either of them became single.
Gina took her dad's appreciative looks as even higher compliments than when he told her she was beautiful. Anyone could say anything, but the real proof was in a man's eyes. She may not have been the smartest girl in the world, but she knew that much.
On the way to her father's house, Gina was in a great mood. It was going to be a great night. She was planning to cook for Daddy, using whatever he had in his kitchen, and then she'd sit on the couch with his strong arm around her knowing he'd be sneaking looks down the top of her dress while they pretended to pay attention to some TV show. Her nipples would get big and hard and hold his attention for hours while she rested her head on his shoulder and inhaled the scent of his aftershave.
Jackson's garage door was open, so Gina decided to go in that way, into the garage and then into the house through the connecting door. But when she opened the door she heard the most horrifying sound.
"Ohhh, fuck yes, Jack! Pump it hard! Harder. Owwww, ohhhhh, that cock is ... uh ... nhhhh ... ahhhh ... so fucking good! God, I love the way all that huge, hard meat fills me right up!"
Gina knew the bitch's voice immediately. It was Sandy Svenson, their blonde next door neighbor. Their MARRIED, next door neighbor. She wasn't even a natural blonde. That top-heavy slut had been flirting with her father for years, even before Gina's mother walked out. Now that Jack was on his own, it must've been easy for the slut to take advantage of him. Although even Gina had to admit her father didn't sound like he was exactly suffering. He was grunting and moaning while that greedy whore kept wailing like a bad porn soundtrack.
Gina's curiosity became more than she could resist, and she stepped carefully into the corner of the kitchen where she could see her father pumping his cock into their neighbor from behind. In heels, Sandy was almost as tall as Jackson, and as far as Gina was concerned she was too skinny. She was in great shape for a woman in her forties, athletically toned, but to Gina her legs were too thin and her ass was too small. But those big, fake tits were her most popular feature.
The blonde was bent forward at the waist, holding onto the counter. Gina could see Sandy had dressed to tease a man, especially a man who'd been without a wife for too many months. She was wearing a daringly short skirt that was now bunched around her hips, exposing her ass and pussy. A pair of thong panties were nearby on the floor. Sandy was also wearing a white tank top that was pulled above her braless tits. With tits almost her size, Gina thought they were too big for her skinny body, but Jackson was holding and squeezing them while driving his cock hard and fast into her pussy.
Gina was in shock, which was partly due to the striking size of the rigid pole her father was pumping into their half-naked neighbor. He was huge, yet not monstrously so. Big enough to fully stretch a woman but not so big as to make it hurt. If anything, Gina now realized for the first time that her perfect daddy had the perfect cock. She was disgusted by Sandra, but mesmerized by the pendulous pumping of her daddy's beautiful dick. Now knowing her father's cock was so big and perfect, it was like he was growing even more perfect before her amazed eyes. Except for the fact he was fucking that whore like some kind of porn stud in a video.
Sandra looked over and spotted Gina. She didn't say anything to alert Jackson. Why would she? He was on the verge of driving her deep into a delirious climax. The blonde brazenly winked at Gina, then smirked, realizing the younger woman was staring at her father's glistening cock. The look on the blonde's face seemed to say 'you're so busted staring at your own daddy's cock but who the fuck would ever blame you?'
"Ohhhh, Jack, yesssss," Sandy hissed, as if for Gina's benefit. "That huge cock feels so fucking good. You're so much bigger than my husband, baby."
With a nasty growl, Jack gripped the blonde's hips even tighter and started thrusting into her slim body harder and faster. He gave the bent-over blonde a sharp spank that made her squeal, thrusting his rod into her leaking slit even harder.
Despite the fact that her nipples were getting hard and her pussy was rapidly catching on fire, Gina couldn't stand hearing Sandy call her father baby. As mesmerized as she was by the seesawing motion of her father's amazing man pole, she wanted to throw up. But she stood watching the unexpected display much longer than she should've. Clearly, this was a sight her daddy never meant her to see, but her feelings about Sandy couldn't overcome her awe of her father's build and prowess. He fucked that moaning slut like it what he was born to do.
Realizing her dad would eventually see her, Gina made herself back out as quietly as she'd stepped in and beat a quick retreat to her car. She was so upset she didn't even know how she got back to her apartment. She was driving and fuming over what she'd witnessed. She found herself parked in front of her building as if she'd been on automatic pilot.
The second she got into her apartment she thought about calling Sandy's husband to tell him what a cheating whore his wife was. But then she realized she didn't want to risk getting her father in trouble too. Logically, she couldn't blame him. Sandy had obviously taken advantage of him with her huge, fake tits and skinny legs. All men had their needs. Dirty, naughty, lust-fueled needs. And to Gina, her dad was the greatest man of all.
Fuming, she knew she could easily take the blonde slut in a fight, being just as busty but thicker and more athletically built. But that would only make everything worse.
Gina realized there was nothing she could do. Or should do. Being Jackson's daughter didn't give her the right to stand in the way of his horny pleasures. But Sandy was creating problems for her. At the very least, she'd robbed the dark haired beauty of a night with her dad, not to mention the opportunity to show off in her new dress for him. She was reduced to spending the night on her own, feeling pissed off at Sandy as well as her ex. It didn't occur to her to think it was weird to feel jealous. She took it for granted she was the most important woman in her dad's life, especially with her mother now out of the picture. And if anything, it was a relief not to have Donny around anymore to distract her from devoting her time and attention to her most important man. She was his fucking princess, god dammit!
As she remembered the impressive sight of his big, swollen cock, she giggled and thought he wasn't like other men. He was so hard and imposing, so big and demanding. Her daddy was special. His needs were special. She giggled even louder when she thought how a married slut like Sandy would never be enough for her virile and obviously horny daddy. Despite the sting of jealousy she felt, she had an even stronger feeling of pride. Daddy was a fucking stud, she laughed to herself.
Gina went to her room and took off her dress. She hung it carefully in the closet, planning to wear it again the next day so Daddy could see how pretty she looked. She'd been wearing the dress without a bra, so she now stood in her room with nothing on but a skimpy pair of panties that closely matched the turquoise color of the dress. She stepped back and studied herself in the mirror on her closet door, running her hands over her silken body, hefting and kneading her impressive tits until her nipples burned with almost as much desire as when she'd been watching Daddy fuck his dirty little whore.
"Why, Daddy?" she said out loud, as if he'd been there to reply. "I'm so much hotter than she is. Younger. Curvier. Bet my pussy's so much tighter, too."
Gina uttered a wicked giggle as her hand slipped into her panties and rubbed her bald pussy. There was slick dew all over her snatch lips and she realized she was still wet from the shocking scene she'd witnessed at her father's house. She pushed her damp panties down her legs and sat on the end of her bed with her thighs open wide. Then she started stroking her warm slit again, watching herself in the mirror.
"Daddy would love baby girl's tight little hole so much more," she announced to the empty room. She watched her finger disappear into her slippery sheath, letting out a rush of raspy breath. "Ahhhhhh, yessssss, look, Daddy. Don't you think it's pretty? I'm so wet and warm inside, just for you."
Maybe it was a good thing she'd caught her dad in the act with Sandy. Maybe all this time she'd only been loving her father halfway. Not with her complete body and soul like a woman in love lives to do. She still hated Sandy for using her daddy, but she could now see him truly as a man. A complete man, with hot, erotic needs and desires. An impressive man with an impressive cock any woman would be lucky to possess.
But did that include a man's daughter, Gina wondered as she now slid two fingers into her slit? Her juices were flowing more feely as she gave herself permission to think about her daddy as the sexual animal he obviously was. She only wished he could see her now and realize how hot and erotic his daughter was. How much she loved and desired him.
Gina's pumping fingers were now making schlick schlick schlick noises as her fingers jammed harder and faster into her needful hole. "Look how wet you made your little girl, Daddy," she cooed breathlessly, imagining him standing there, watching her please her aching, pink twat between her satin-smooth thighs.
God, how she wanted her father to see how she made herself feel like a woman. How she ached to see a hungry look in his eyes as he watched his own baby girl fuck her fingers like a whore in love. He wouldn't be able to keep from taking his big, hotly aroused cock out of his pants and stroking it right in front of her.
Gina moaned and huffed for lungsful of air, grinding her fingertips into her G spot as she thought of how long it had been since a man watched her masturbate. It was something she loved doing and never got enough chances to indulge. She'd done it a few times at parties before she married Donny, and then a couple of times after for him and small gatherings of his friends. Four other guys who all had their naked cocks in their hands, swollen and excited for her. She even let them cum on her body, loving the feel of their warm cream spattering her glorious body, every spurt and spatter reminding her how badly they all wanted her.
Right now, Gina wasn't thinking about what it was like after letting Donny's friends cum on her. There were dirty chuckles all around before they zipped back up and acted like nothing had happened. They gathered in the living room and watched a game together, and Donny had the audacity to tell her she should make sandwiches for them all, but Gina told him they could make their own fucking sandwiches and went out to vent her frustrations with a close friend.
After those times, even though Donny had excitedly squirted his watery spunk on his gorgeous wife's body along with his friends, it would be a couple of days before he would touch her again. She would be fresh and clean of his filthy friends' cum, but she could tell it was still on his mind. It was one thing to call a girl a slut or whore because Gina had always enjoyed talking dirty, but she hated when Donny actually made her feel like one.
But that was all in the past. Donny was history. Period. Her daddy was not just her real history, but her present and future.
"Am I as good a whore as Sandy, Daddy?" she moaned, imagining doing the same thing for him and his friends. "Are you proud of your horny little slut, Daddy?" she cooed.
Then she imagined her father needing her pussy so badly he came to her and fucked her hard and long right in front his stroking friends. Showing how proud of her he was. Showing how she belonged to him and only him. Go ahead and stroke those cocks, guys, but this girl hole belongs to Daddy, he'd proclaim possessively, just before pumping her channel with a hot gusher of fertile daddy sperm.
Gina's mind was spinning and her senses exploded with waves of dirty pleasure that made her entire body shake like a leaf in a storm. Her climax was so deep and powerful it felt like she was cumming with her whole body, not just in her squelching pussy. The voluptuous beauty had always been deeply in tune with giving self-pleasure, but this was something beyond, as if the barriers she'd crossed in her mind were being crossed by her shuddering body, too. She'd never cum this hard just on her fingers before. For that matter, not even Donny ever made her cum so good.
She hadn't even realized she squirted until her pleasure had peaked and started to subside. Her full, bare thighs and the floor at the end of her bed were shining with the speckles of her pungent lady spray. She giggled aloud at how naughty she felt. And how good. And she rationalized her kinky fantasy with a mental note that she certainly wasn't the first girl to have dirty daydreams about her sexy father. As long as he didn't know, everything could go on the way they were, only with a slight attitude adjustment on her part.
The only problem was to think of way to get that slut next door to keep her hands off him. Yet Jack was a handsome, obviously virile man with a man's needs. Gina should have probably felt bad about wanting to monopolize a man whose needs she wasn't free to satisfy, but she didn't. She could still give her daddy all her love. So much more than Sandy could begin to give him.
Gina finally stood up and went into her bathroom for a long, relaxing shower. She carefully shaved, including her pert pussy mound and along the sides of her slit. She dried her hair and moisturized her body, but she didn't bother putting on makeup since she was just going to spend the night at home alone. She put on one of the big, oversized T shirts she'd helped herself to from her father's bedroom once, not bothering with panties. Then she went to the kitchen and made herself a fruit salad to eat while she streamed something on TV.
Right about the time Gina was finishing up her shower, her father was in his bedroom getting undressed to have a shower too. The smell of Sandy's pussy discharge was all over him. The other times he'd fucked his hot, busty neighbor this made him smile, but tonight there was a look of concern on his face. Gina had seen him fucking the blonde. She didn't know he knew she was there but he'd seen her from the very corner of his eye. Instead of stopping, like most men probably would, he opted to pretend he was unaware and kept pumping his rigid cock into Sandy's receptive twat. It was impulsive and probably a dumb thing to do, but at the moment his cock had been ruling his mind.


Much to his own disbelief, Jackson liked knowing Gina had been there. He was even disappointed she didn't stay long enough to see him cum. Beyond his awareness of his daughter's very obvious beauty and sexuality, he'd never dared to imagine anything more than that. But unexpected situations bring out unexpected reactions, and his reaction to Gina wasn't so unexpected. It was something he'd been repressing for a long time. Despite being in her own marriage, she'd been so much like a dedicated wife to him since her mother had left. Donny probably didn't like it -- maybe it could even be causing them a little trouble -- but his son-in-law's happiness was the least of Jack's concerns.
He also knew Sandy had looked right at his daughter and gave the younger woman a saucy wink from the saddle. Jackson wished his neighbor hadn't seen Gina or else had had sense enough to pretend not to notice, the same way he had. Gina must have realized she'd shown up at a bad time and quietly backed out like a good girl. He was grateful for that yet didn't know what to think about why she watched as long as she did, not to mention Sandy's brazen reaction.
It wasn't like Jackson was in love with Sandy. She still loved her husband, Ron. She just happened to be a woman who needed more cock than she could get from any one man. But it wasn't until Ron paid Jackson a visit and explained how he and Sandy liked playing hot wife games that he finally considered fucking the eager blonde. Not that it had been a hard decision. Sandy was hot and horny and Jackson's wife had been gone for months by then. He wasn't interested in getting involved with someone new. At least not now. With Ron knowing and approving, Sandy seemed like an ideal solution.
He'd been with Sandy about half a dozen times by now. He thought things had been going pretty well, but he didn't like the way Sandy had looked at Gina that afternoon. It gave him a wary feeling in the pit of his stomach. It was like she was taunting the younger girl and Jackson didn't appreciate it.
On the other hand, Jack couldn't help feeling excited about his luscious daughter seeing that side of him. He knew she could see his aroused cock plunging in and out of Sandy's wet pussy. It wasn't right, but it didn't feel wrong, either. He'd never tell Gina he knew she'd seen him, but he liked having that tawdry little secret. He liked thinking he could make his daughter as proud of him as he was of her. Gina was, after all, something to be very proud of. With her model looks and heavily voluptuous body, she was the kind of girl who made a father wary of all the boys around her yet proud at the same time for the way she stood out from the crowd.
While the water was heating up for his shower, Jackson started fondling his cock before stepping into the stall. Despite filling Sandy's pussy with cum not so long ago, his cock was growing rapidly as he caressed and stroked himself and thought about his daughter witnessing him mid-fuck.
"Did Daddy's angel like what she saw?" he muttered aloud with a devious chuckle.
He had no illusions his daughter was some innocent, inexperienced girl. The way she looked and had boys and men swarming around her for years made that too much to believe. He'd also suspected her husband, Donny, of being a bit of a freak, even though he'd never liked the whiny little idiot.
But now that he'd stopped worrying about it, Jackson found himself wishing Gina had stayed longer and seen more. His cock was fully erect now as he stepped into the shower with his mind full of ideas about his precious daughter catching him with his cock inside his first woman since her mother took off. He filled the palm of his right hand with liquid body wash and started to lather up his jutting cock with slippery foam.
The newly single father's meat was throbbing as he stroked it. He remembered his daughter seemed to be wearing a new sundress that showed off her gorgeous tits beautifully. He thought so, at least. He hadn't been able to bring himself to turn for a better look at her, but he could tell it wasn't one he'd seen her wear before and she always liked stopping by to show him new outfits. He loved it that his approval was still as important to her as when she was younger. In some ways, maybe even more. And father or not, no man in his right mind wouldn't love having a girl as beautiful and lusciously built as Gina coming to him to show off in outfits that did more to reveal her body than cover it. Some might even go so far as to say Gina had a propensity to dress in pretty bimbo-esque kinds of outfits. Her father preferred to think of his daughter's fashion sense as playful.
With his firmly gripping fist now jacking a steady rhythm up and down his impressive stalk, he had only his daughter in mind. It was like Sandy had never even been there, despite his loading up the neighbor's pussy with a record-breaking cargo of cum. He now had a mental slideshow of his baby girl's body parts running across the moving screen in his mind. Her huge, succulent tits bursting out of the sports bras and tank tops she regularly wore to visit him. Her creamy smooth legs and substantially spherical ass in short skirts and booty shorts. And yet her face was the most mesmerizing of all. The way her jet black hair set off her ice blue eyes, her little button nose and those supple lips that ...
"Fuck!" Jack growled, stroking harder as he imagined his daughter's lips encircling the girthy shaft of his cock. And those eyes, a little vacant and confused looking but gazing up at him with the sweet love she'd always had for him.
"Suck it for Daddy," he started grunting. "Do it, baby! Show Daddy how you love that big, hard, fucking cock!"
Jackson's pole jolted with spasms of pleasure as the thought of talking that way to his luscious daughter made him pulse with need. He suddenly spurted cum in every direction of his shower stall as he imagined Gina mewling like a kitten slurping milk as she took those hard pulses of Daddy spunk into her mouth, swallowing every, creamy dribble of his love.
Taking a minute or two to get his bearings, Jackson finished washing and then rinsing his cum off the walls of the stall. He got out of the shower and started drying off. Shaking his head in disbelief, he couldn't believe he allowed himself to jerk off to the filthiest thoughts of his daughter he'd ever had. Even crazier was that he came harder than he had with Sandy earlier. Admiring Gina's remarkable qualities in a more objective way made sense. She wasn't the kind of girl any man could ignore. But this was way over the line.
As he pulled on a pair of shorts and a T shirt, he just shook his head and laughed at himself. It was a good thing he was fucking Sandy now or else he might get into the habit of thinking the wrong way about his hot daughter. This was as far as he'd ever let himself go, and he wasn't going to let it happen again. He was sure of it.
With the TV running some movie she wasn't paying attention to, Gina was still thinking about her father. She almost started masturbating again at least three times as she remembered the unexpected sight of his big, gorgeous cock in action, but she forced herself to stop. All it would accomplish was make her want it that much more. It wasn't as if he was going to let her step in and take her mother's place in his life and bed. Especially now that he was fucking the slut next door.
She was glad Donny was gone, though. Otherwise she would've been tempted to let him fuck her and that would've been nothing but the usual disappointment. Yet the emptiness of her apartment made her loneliness that much sharper. It was one of the reasons she'd been spending more time at her dad's lately. That, and he was the best male company she knew. She could easily be dating any man or men she wanted, but they all ended up being too much like another Donny in one way or another. The last thing she needed in her life right now.
She couldn't blame her father for fucking Sandy. Not when she thought it over logically, at least. He was a desirable, virile man -- and now she knew just how virile he was -- so it only made sense he needed an outlet for all that steaming man juice overfilling his balls. She was glad he found someone to give him that all-important spunk release, even if she did think of Sandy as a cock-stealing whore who was cuckolding her husband. Not that the blonde was stealing Daddy's cock from Gina. But a man's cock was one of the most important parts of him, and if Jackson belonged to anyone, he belonged to Gina way more than to Sandy. The part she hated admitting was that she'd never get the part she saw Sandy getting that afternoon: his big, thick cock.
It was so unfair. Her father had always taught her that sex should happen between people who loved each other. She hadn't been all that good about following that rule, but she knew damn well he wasn't in love with Sandy, either. Gina had drained enough horny cocks in her time to know what she'd witnessed that day was a just a hot, needy man straining to pump out a load of badly pent-up spunk. It was shocking to see her own father that way, and so infuriating that it had to be with Sandy.
If Jackson had only said something to his daughter she could've set him up with one of her friends. Almost all of them had told her how much they'd love to get her dad between their legs. They always made her mad when they did that, and she got even madder when they laughed and accused her of being jealous. It was ridiculous.
So why did it make every inch of her succulent body tingle? And why didn't she stay longer and watch more of that amazing cock as it sluiced in and out of Sandy's wet pussy, glistening with a heavy coat of her hole honey? At least she'd seen enough to keep that brief loop of pumping man flesh playing over again in her mind.
Gina slouched low on her sofa, bringing her ass to the edge of the seat and raising her daddy's T shirt around her hips. She spread her luscious legs and exposed her smooth slit to the TV. She could feel the simmering moisture begin to seep around the lips of her warm slit. She probably should've felt ashamed of herself to think illicit thoughts of her daddy's big cock were doing this to her, but she wasn't. All she felt was annoyed that some stupid rule invented by somebody she didn't even know said she could never love the most important man in her life the way she wanted to. The way her tingling body said she needed to. It was so bad if she ever tried to tell him how she felt even he would probably call her a nasty slut. Then she suddenly giggled, imagining how good it would feel to be her father's nasty slut.
With the fingers of her right hand now massaging her slit, making her juices flow hotter and heavier, Gina picked up her phone with her left and thumbed through the settings menu until she had one of her favorite pictures of her father up on the TV screen. His handsome, smiling face and shoulders filled the screen as if he were right there watching his horny daughter finger her juicy snatch just for him.
"Your little girl is so wet for you, Daddy," she cooed, knowing she could never say those words to his face in a million years. But it felt so exciting just to say them out loud with his image on her TV. God how she wished he could see her the way she'd seen him. She loved imagining how amazed he'd be.
"Oh, Daddy, it's sooooo much tighter than Sandy's used up old twat," she purred with a dirty snicker, even though she'd had to admit the blonde's pussy had looked really nice.
She knew she could give him so much more than Sandy. More than her mother ever did, for that matter. She spread her snatch wide open with one hand and strummed over her swollen clit with the other. His big, naked cock was all she could think about. And now, knowing the size and shape of his stalk, she tried to form an idea of what it would feel like pushing deep into her loving fuck hole.
Gina whimpered and purred with desire as she teased her throbbing pussy closer and closer to her climax. Her breath came deeper and more ragged as her daughterly desires rose to a fever pitch that caused her hips to rock and swivel.
"Ahhh, ahh, ahhhhhhh, Daddyyyyyyyyy fuck!" she moaned. She was right on the verge of an eruption of pleasure she hadn't felt in so long.
And then she realized someone was pounding their fist on her apartment door.
"Fuck!" she muttered quietly, closing her legs and getting up off the couch.
With her father's T shirt coming down barely an inch past her ass, Gina shut off the TV screen and nearly stomped to the door, assuming it was probably Donny. If he asked her to borrow money again he was going to get the door slammed in his face. But the raven haired vixen was visibly taken aback when she found the man of her forbidden fantasies standing there.
"Uhh, Daddy ... I," she wasn't sure what to say after nearly cumming to thoughts of him for the second time that day.
"I'm sorry for not calling first, sweetie. But I started wondering why you didn't stop by today and I thought I'd just stop over here for a change and make sure everything's alright."
"Everything's fine, Dad, just fine," she said, wondering if her face were expressing the same idea as she felt the slick juices on her upper thighs. Her clit was still aching, making it hard to string her words together. "You know I'd always call you first if anything was wrong."
Jackson gave her that wry smile that always made her nipples hard. "I know, baby," he nodded. "To be really honest, I just ... well, I missed you. I was hoping we'd have another TV night together on the couch. Pretty boring for a gorgeous young thing like you, I know, but ... your old dad loves our time together."
"Oh, Daddy, you're not old, and I love it too. So much! Why don't we just have our TV night here?"
Jack looked curiously inside. "Where's Donny?"
Gina felt guilty. She couldn't avoid telling her father her marriage had gone the way of eight track tapes. She should have told him by now. It was odd enough for him to even be there because he always avoided running into Donny. It made her smile, though, that he missed her enough to show up at her apartment not knowing Donny was out of there. It brought back the warm, syrupy feeling in her pussy she'd been feeling just before he knocked. Her smile grew even wider when she caught his eyes grazing over the nipple dents in her T shirt.
"You better come in, Daddy. There's something I need to tell you."
The ache in Gina's pussy only subsided a little as she led her father to the couch. She had to brace herself to tell him her news, even though he'd probably be happy to hear Donny was out of her life.
"Hey, isn't that my T shirt?" Jackson asked, his eyes dropping toward her protruding tits again.
Gina nodded. "I hope you don't mind me helping myself to some of your T shirts. You know how I love using them to sleep in." She pouted and used her little girl voice, hoping it would keep him from getting mad. But her father just chuckled.
"You always did," he remembered. "It's okay, baby, I think it's sweet. You're welcome to anything of mine you find at house. Umm, just let me know when you take something, okay?"
Gina giggled playfully. "Okay, Daddy, I promise."
Jackson looked around curiously again. His daughter got the feeling there was something else on his mind besides Donny. "So where's that idiot ... sorry, honey. Where's Donny?"
The girl's frown wasn't for Donny being gone. It was because she felt bad about not telling her news before now. Then again, Daddy hadn't told her he was fucking the next door neighbor, either. She took a deep breath and finally explained how his daughter came to be a single girl again. He looked serious at first, but when she explained how much happier she was now that Donny was gone, he smiled too.
"I just don't understand why you didn't tell me sooner," he finally said.
"I was embarrassed, Daddy. Plus, you had so much on your mind with Mom leaving I didn't want to give you more to worry about."
"Oh, baby," he said, putting his arms around Gina and pulling her close, hugging her as she snuggled tightly against him. "It's my job to worry about you," he told her, stroking her hair affectionately. "Not yours to worry about me. I thought you felt like you could talk to daddy about anything."
"I do, Daddy, I do. But. Umm. I was going to tell you, honest. I just thought the timing was always bad."
"Don't ever worry about that again, okay? Promise?"
"Okay, I promise."
"That's my good girl," he said with a loving smile, lightly stroking her cheek and looking at her that way he always did. A way no one else ever looked at her. Gina had tried so many times, but she could never figure out how just her daddy's eyes made her feel safe and little and loved more than anything. It was like his eyes had a special power. She wondered if other girls or ladies ever felt that way about her daddy's eyes. She hoped not. She doubted it. He sure hadn't been looking at Sandy that way even while he was fucking her.
She squeezed up nice and snug against him, savoring the way he held her with both arms. She knew her T shirt was riding up dangerously close to the point where he'd be able to see she wasn't wearing panties, but in her present mood she didn't care. She even hoped he'd look. It was bad enough he could probably smell the scent her wet pussy was giving off. She could smell it herself so it made sense if he could too. The idea that he could only made her slit feel warmer and wetter.
"You always know how to make me feel better, Daddy. When you're here it's so much better than Donny."
"That's sweet, baby angel," he said, kissing her lightly on the forehead. "I hope it's not bad to say, but I'm glad Donny's gone. I never liked him and never thought he was a good husband for you."
Gina made a purring sound followed by a playful giggle. "Hmmm, maybe you know a better husband for me, hmmm?"
Jackson cleared his throat a bit nervously. Gina caught him glancing at her lap. That was when she knew her pussy must be showing at the bottom of her T shirt.
"At least while you're single, we can have lots more daddy-daughter evenings like this," Jackson said evasively.
"Mmmm, lots and lots, Daddy." She rested her face on his shoulder.
A short silence went by. "Uh, sweetie. Since we're in confession mode here, there's something else I think I should tell you."
"Oh? What is it, Dad?" She raised her head again so she could see his face. He looked pretty serious. He fumbled a little and took a deep breath.
"Baby, I know you were at the house today. I mean, I know you stopped by earlier and saw something you weren't supposed to."
Gina felt her face go hot. She was busted. "Oh. Um. I'm so sorry. I didn't see that much. It was just a for a minute."
"Or maybe two?"
Gina blushed. "Yeah, okay, closer to two. But I tried to sneak out as quick as I could. I was just surprised, Daddy. And then Sandy looked right at me. She even smiled!"
Jackson shook his head in disapproval, though he had a wry smirk on his face. "Well, she doesn't know I realized you were there, and I'd kind of like to keep it that way, alright?"
"Sure. Makes sense."
"Anyway, I'm the one who owes you an apology, sweetheart. I was foolish and ... um ..."
"Horny?"
Jackson chuckled. "No point denying it," he admitted. "But the last thing I want is for you to worry about when you should or shouldn't come see me. You grew up there and I still think of it as your house too -- even though you're all grown up with a place of your own. I want you to feel like it's okay to come and go as you please, sweetie. It will always be your home. I'm really sorry. I feel like I let you down."
"No, Daddy, no," Gina protested. "That's your house, and I should remember you're a healthy, hot man with a man's needs. You should be able to do what you want in your own home. Even if it's with a slut like Sandy."


Jackson sighed. "There's no need for name calling, young lady," he said in a stern dad voice. His tone made his daughter's twat quiver with heat. "Just because a woman likes a lot of sex doesn't make her a bad person."
"Yeah, okay, I know, Daddy. I don't mean a slut is bad person. Just a slut," she ended with a giggle. "But she's also cheating on her husband."
"Um, not exactly." When Gina looked curiously at her father he went on to explain how Sandy liked being a hot wife. And Ron, her husband, got every, dirty detail of her adventures when she went back to him and gave him sloppy seconds on her cum-filled pussy. He didn't go into that much detail, but enough to give his daughter the general idea.
Gina looked at him wide eyed. She giggled for a long time. "Ha! I should've known. I always thought she was nice, but I kinda thought she might've fucked Donny a couple times. Nothing I could prove. I just, ya know, had a feeling."
"Then Donny's even dumber than I thought," Jackson said angrily. "Cheating on the most beautiful girl in the world. One who was always out of his league."
"Oh my god, Daddy. I'm not all that!" she protested but loved every word of his compliment.
"Yes you are, baby girl," he said, stroking her cheek again. Then he lowered his voice like someone who didn't want to be overheard, even though the apartment was empty. "You're the sexiest, most gorgeous thing I've ever seen. You're so much hotter and sexier than Sandy it's not funny. I know it's not right for a dad to talk this way, but my little girl should know how beautiful she is."
"Aww, Daddy. You always know how to make me feel that way." Her large boob was pressing into him, but the way he was holding her she wasn't sure how much he could see of her exposed pussy, coming in and out of view as the hem of her shirt kept shifting with her movements. But being as close as they were face to face, there was no way her father could miss it when she looked at his crotch, happily spotting a large bulge in his pants. Knowing he was hard made her heart race with excitement. But when she looked back at his face he averted his eyes.
"Daddy," she went on, "I have another little confession I should let you know about."
The look on his face said his curiosity was piqued. "Oh?"
She was dying to feel that bulge in his pants but forced herself to stay on track. There was still a chance he might tell her it was very wrong.
"Well," she continued, "I think you looked so hot fucking Sandy. I know it's bad, but I couldn't believe how amazing you looked. Your, uh, cock, I mean. God, Daddy, I had no idea you're that big. And you were just, oh god, just plowing that whore like a ragdoll. Is it bad how much I really wanted to see you cum?"
Jackson smiled widely at her. "I know this is bad, but I wouldn't have minded, sweetpea. Bet you would've made Daddy cum even harder. Why didn't you? Why did you sneak out so fast?"
"I was afraid, Daddy. Afraid you'd get really mad at me for spying."
"That's 'cuz you're the good little girl I raised you to be," he soothed her. He reached for his daughter's hand and brought it to his cock bulge. Gina thought her heart would explode with excitement. It felt like one of the greatest moments ever, like a whole new life was opening up to her. She readily started feeling the shape of her father's erection through the fabric of his pants.
"Because honestly, sweetpea," Jack continued, "I loved having you watch. So I guess Daddy's really bad, too, but it made me so much more excited knowing you were there, watching your father's cock pump our horny neighbor." His voice dropped to a dramatic whisper. "I wanted you to see Daddy cum."
"And I soooo wanted to see my daddy cum," she matched his whisper. "Even if it had to be in her."
Jackson put his hand high up on her thigh, so close to her pussy the edge of his hand was right beside her slit. He could feel the heat emanating from her perfect, young cunt. Maybe he was biased being her father, but he thought it was the most beautiful pussy he'd ever seen. He let his fingers slip over the lips of her warm slit and felt the moisture already forming there. Gina purred like a contented kitten as her father's fingers traced along her slick pussy, massaging her with the special touch of a father's love. Simultaneously, her grip over his cock suddenly went tighter.
"Oh, ohhhhh, Daddy," she cooed sweetly.
Jack massaged his daughter's slick, perfectly hairless pussy with firm but careful fingers, teasing just slightly into her hole as he explored her folds. His eyes were lowered to her slit as he watched his fingers doing in reality what he only thought would ever happen in his imagination. His little girl's twat was even more beautiful up close than it was in his dreams. But she was his own, luscious, busty baby girl. What could there ever be about her that wasn't perfect to him?
"Do you like your little girl's cunt?" Gina asked in a sweet voice, as if she could read her daddy's mind.
"It's so perfect, baby. Just like all of you. That husband of yours never deserved anything like this," he told her.
"You deserve it, though, Daddy. My hot little snatch can be all for you if that's what you want," she purred sexily.
Jackson had never heard his daughter talk that kind of slut talk before, but she was so good at it and he loved every filthy word coming out of her mouth. He loved it even more because he knew she meant what she said, even if she was going out of her way to make it sound dirty. And even through the fabric of his pants, her touch on his cock showed just as much skill and loving care. He made eye contact with her and pushed his middle finger deeply into her snug, slippery core.
"Ooooooohhhhhh, Daddy, fuck yessssssss," she mewled.
"Do you know what you're saying, baby girl?" he said. "Are you really promising this delicious little fuck hole all to me? Your own father?"
His finger was slipping in and out of her sheath now. "Y-y-yes, Daddy. It's what I've always wanted. I love you so much. And I know you love me, too."
"Is that why you looked upset when you caught me fucking Sandy? Was my baby girl jealous?"
"Yes!" The luscious young raven suddenly turned mean and nasty, with an angry look on her doll-like face. "That dirty cunt was fucking the cock that rightfully belongs to me! My Daddy! My cock! I can take MUCH better care of you than her!"
Jackson could barely believe the possessive, lust-driven creature his daughter was turning into. Her normally doll-like face was now contorted into a grimace of angry jealousy and lust. He felt an odd sensation making eye contact with her now with his finger sliding in and out of her clasping, wet twat. On one hand, he was indeed gazing into the face of his beautiful daughter, but on the other she wasn't his daughter. How could she be when his finger was stuck deeply into her pussy? He was stunned, and more than a little bit amused.
"Since when did my little angel turn into such a bad girl?" he pondered with a wry grin.
Gina's eyes hooded over and she rocked her hips into her father's pumping finger. "Maybe you should spank me and teach me how to be a good girl ... Daaaaaddyyyyy."
Jackson's cock suddenly leaked a flow of precum into his pants that caused a stain. At the same time, Gina pulled her hand away so she could pull off the shirt she was wearing, leaving her fully naked and fully displayed to her father. He'd never seen such a taunting, defiant look on her face. He kept watching her as he continued fingering her pussy, treating his other hand to a thorough feel of the most perfect tits he'd ever seen. When he gripped her nipples to give them each a firm squeeze and twist, she seemed to go weak while the inner walls of her sheath rippled around his finger.
"Don't stop, Daddy, ohhhh please, you're gonna make your little girl cum!" she cried.
She leaned back and humped at his finger. He added a second into her pussy and kept pumping her, grinding the pads of his fingers over her G spot while she gasped and moaned through her climax.
After her peak passed, Jack stood up in front of her. He took off his shirt, and she was already working on his pants by the time he tossed it aside. She had his aching cock in her hand before his pants even hit the floor. It never seemed to occur to either of them they shouldn't be doing this. If anything, their father and daughter bond only made them both feel that much more entitled to each other. When Gina leaned forward to lick the end of the large cock jutting out of her hand, Jack only cursed himself for not seeing the signs much sooner. He had let social rules keep him away from his true love. If only he'd fucked his gorgeous daughter long before now, maybe he could've saved her all the trouble of a bad marriage.
Then Gina took the end of her father's cock into her wet, warm mouth. He immediately realized how adept she was with a man's throbbing cock between her lips. As she stroked, suckled and sloshed her tongue all at once, all he could do was groan and ache for more. Until now, he'd thought Sandy was probably the best he'd ever known at sucking his cock, but Gina was driving him to heights of pleasure he never knew were there. It almost felt like he was standing outside his body and watching his own daughter suck his cock, except for the very real sparks of pleasure lighting up his entire body.
"My little girl loves sucking cock, doesn't she?" he groaned, both amused and impressed by her skill.
Gina pulled her mouth off his now sloppy wet stick just for a moment, looking up at him with a driven look in her ice blue eyes. "I've always really liked sucking cock, Daddy. But I LOVE sucking yours," she informed him just before taking his flesh back in her mouth.
Jackson merely groaned louder and deeper than before, mesmerized by the sight of his girl deftly working his pole with her mouth and hand at once. Her other hand was caressing his balls while he could hardly believe the look of sheer rapture on her face. His own pleasure was far beyond anything he'd ever felt. There were few pleasures in life equal to having your cock sucked by a gorgeous girl who sincerely loves what she's doing. And when the gorgeous girl happens to be your own loving daughter that pleasure is other-worldly.
As he watched the most beautiful girl in the world make sloppy, wet love to his granite-hard cock, his mind flashed on what a waste a woman like his daughter would be on simpering idiot like Donny. He was glad the marriage had failed and didn't feel the least bit bad about it. He didn't feel the least bit bad or guilty about savoring the feeling of his cock in her hot, swirling mouth. How could he ever feel bad about loving her this much? Not when she was just as needy for him as he was for her. And he would never deny her the right to express to her love the most beautiful way she knew how.
Watching the girl's world class tits swivel and sway as she moved on his cock was mesmerizing. It was so hard not to imagine what those beauties would look like spattered with her father's dripping cum.
Jackson moaned and pulled deep breaths into his broad, solid body. "This means you belong to Daddy now, baby," he told her. "There'll be no more boyfriends or husbands for you. Only Daddy. Understand, princess?"
Gina gazed up at her father with pure fire in her eyes, pulling her wet lips off his cock as she kept him firmly gripped in her hand. "Oh yes, Daddy, yessssss. You promise?"
"I promise, baby. I'll always give you everything you need."
"I need this! Lots and lots of this," she giggled, wagging his rigid cock with her hand. "But Daddy, I can give you everything too, if you haven't noticed already. No more other men for me, and that means no more sluts from next door for you, right?"
Jack chuckled heartily. "Baby, if I'd had you sooner I never would've given Sandy the time of the day, let alone my cock."
"Well, this is mine now," she said, giving his cock another quick wag for emphasis. "I'll take better care of it for you than any other slut you ever had."
"You already are, baby girl," he grinned proudly.
He reached for his daughter's hand and led her into her bedroom where he laid her back on her bed. She spread her thick, firm thighs readily, obviously eager to take his cock. But he surprised her by kneeling on the floor at the end of her bed and pulling her forward. She yelped with excitement as she anticipated what was about to come.
With his hands caressing her smooth inner thighs, Jackson began kissing his daughter's wet, bald pussy. He kissed her dripping slit like another mouth, clamping his lips over her and pushing his tongue deeply into her hole.
"Ohhhhhhh, Daddy, yessss, Daddy, fuuuuck!" she mewled breathlessly.
The loving father was intoxicated with the creamy sweetness of his daughter's oozing twat. He took turns between licking her from her puckered asshole to her clit and alternately shoving his tongue into each of her welcoming holes. Her juices were flowing so hard and heavily that her rosebud started to taste like her snatch. He was pleased to see the way she lost her ability to utter more than heavy gasps and moans for more. The view of her huge melons from down between her legs was one of the most beautiful things he'd ever seen.
Gina was her daddy's princess in every way now, and he was determined to see that she was going to cum in royal fashion. Suckling her swollen clit, he shoved one, then a second, finger into her pussy hole, massaging her G spot while sucking her pearl like a piece of hard candy.
"Daddy, fuck!" she finally managed to cry out. "Suck that fucking cunt! That's your little girl's fuckhole! All yours! Holy fuck I'm gonna ... ahhhhh ... oooohhhhhh ... gonna fucking cummmmmm!"
Jackson's little princess was obviously a very horny one and her filthy mouth was making his cock throb harder and harder by the second. But at the moment he was completely focused on taking his baby girl through her own peak as her glorious body shimmied and squirmed, her pussy grinding selfishly into her daddy's mouth and fingers.
When he finally detached himself from her pussy, Gina was dazed and catching her breath, but her eyes went wide and bright as she saw her father stand up with his pulsating cock dangling just above her mound. Still in recovery mode, she scuttled backward to give him room to get on the bed. He knelt between her wide open thighs and took his cock in hand, rubbing the head along her warm, gooey slit.
"Ahhhh, Daddy, are you gonna fuck me now?" she cooed.
"Yes, baby. Daddy's gonna give you every inch of his cock."
"Mmmmm, finally!" she giggled.
Jackson pushed the dome of his prick into the space between his daughter's cunt lips. She felt wet and warm. Slippery and perfect. Pushing forward, his rod began to sink into her velvet channel. Father and daughter looked into each other's eyes and the whole mood suddenly changed. The irreversible weight of what they were doing now came over both of them. Jackson slowed his entrance into the broiling inner sheath of Gina's snatch, savoring every last millimeter of his cock's inward push.
"Daddy," Gina uttered breathlessly, her eyes open wide, her voice like it hadn't sounded in many years. "You're ... oh Daddy ... you're going inside me."
"Yes, baby," he replied in a solemn tone. "Isn't it beautiful, princess?"
They both looked down at the joining of their bodies, taking in the barely fathomable sight of a man's solidly swollen cock slowly opening his little girl's wet twat, slowly sinking deeper, feeling hotter and tighter with every fraction of an inch.
Gina's ice blue eyes were open wide, amazed, as if she were watching a hard cock slide up her pussy for the first time.
"You're almost all the way in me now, Daddy," she whimpered.
"Almost, my beautiful love. Do you want it all, baby? Every inch?"
"Oh yes, Daddy, yes. I want it all."
With a long, growling breath, Jackson sank the rest of his cock into Gina's pussy. His balls came up against her ass, but he waited, just holding the length of his cock deep in her hole.
"We're a perfect fit, princess. It feels like your lady hole was made just for Daddy's cock," he told her.
"It was," she said, almost whispering. "Am I your woman now, Daddy? Or am I still your little girl?"
"You're both, sweetheart. You'll always be both to me from now on."
He leaned over, mashing his bare chest into his daughter's huge tits as he leaned in to kiss her beautiful mouth. She moaned, even as her father's tongue slithered between her lips and engaged in a hot dance with hers. It was a deep, breath-stealing, soul-changing kiss that made a father's cock pulse and twitch with need. Gina made muffled whimpers into his mouth as she squeezed the slippery walls of her pussy around his deeply embedded flesh pole. Jackson groaned in return, only breaking their kiss so they could both draw breath. But then he just stopped and stared into her wide, improbably blue eyes, holding his entire body still.
"Is something wrong, Daddy? Ain't I what you like?"
"Aww, my love," he told her soothingly. "You're everything and more. I was just having a moment. I realized you're the most beautiful girl I've ever kissed in my life."
"Ohhh, Daddy, I love you so much."
"I love you, too, baby. More than anything in the whole world."
The pair merely looked at each other like the most lovestruck pair of kids in history. Then Gina got a devious look in her eye as she started rocking her snatch into her father's unmoving cock.
"Fuck me, Dad," the breathless beauty cooed. "Your little girl needs you to pump her like your own personal slut now."
Jackson's expression left no doubt how pleased he was with his baby girl. She started to smile up at him, but then he began slipping his cock shaft back and forth, stroking his meat into his girl's pussy just as she craved. His strokes gradually grew longer and harder, until he was giving her nearly the full length of his cock with every stroke.
"Like this, little girl?" he said teasingly. "Is this how you like your Daddy to pump your precious little fuck hole?"
"Oh, fuck, Daddy yes!" she said, half purring and half gasping with excitement. "God, I can feel you right up in my G spot. Oh, Daddy, no one ever felt like you."
He started pumping her harder and faster, leaning close to her ear. "I can't believe your pussy feels this good, princess. You're like pure velvet inside. So tight. So hot. So. Fucking. Perfect. You're gonna make a good little wifey for Dad, aren't you?"
"Oh god, yes, just keep fucking me just like this. I promise I'll be good for you, Daddy. I'll never say no to this big, perfect, fucking cock! Fuck me!"
Pleased and excited, Jackson kissed his daughter hard and deep again, their tongues swirling like battling animals. He savored the perfect feel of her huge tits as they squished and rubbed against his lunging body. Her girl honey was flowing so hard he could feel it dripping down his balls while his pounding cock squelched and squished into her sodden cunt.
After no one knew how long, the kiss broke again and the room was filled with the gasps, moans and sighs of the two lovers. The rest of the world ceased to exist. There was only a man, a woman and the deepest intimacy either of them had ever known. Jack was stunned by the mesmerized glaze over his daughter's eyes as he ground his cock into her body with hard desperation. He arched his body so he could bring his mouth to the stiff points of her swollen nipples. He licked and suckled on each of them in turn. It was enough to make his little girl cum twice in a row as they fucked. He could tell from the way she desperately jerked her hips into his thrusts and the hot, clasping ripples of her inner walls along the shaft of his cock.


Jackson didn't know how much longer he could hold out, but he kept fucking his daughter long enough to give her another orgasm. Then he was so close almost anything would set him off.
"Daddy's gonna cum, baby," he announced. "Are you safe?"
"Fuck safe! Just cum inside me now! Always cum in your little girl. She needs that Daddy cum forever!"
"Fuck!" Jack howled, arching his back and pounding his raging cock into his baby's luscious hole with every ounce of strength in his large body. Gina's eyes went wide at the creamy bursts of spunk splashing inside her. She squealed loudly and squirmed into another climax while her father was still pumping jets of sperm deeply into her core. Their shared explosion left them delirious and gasping for breath until they started to guide each other back to Earth at the same time.
Neither of them could speak for a long time. Jack stayed on top and inside of his girl as they kissed again. This time their kisses were still hungry and deep, but so much more tender and loving than before. This went on for a long time, father and daughter lovingly caressing each other's nakedness as they lay in the afterglow of their love. Jackson's cock seemed to take forever to relax and finally slip naturally out of his daughter's pussy.
As they lay in bed leisurely kissing and caressing each other, softly breaking the silence to exchange countless vows of love, Gina eventually drifted off to sleep, even though it was still pretty early. Jack got up and decided to take a shower in her bathroom. This felt strange because he'd never showered at Gina's apartment before and it was much smaller than what he was used to at home. But, it made him feel good to see every trace of Donny was gone. He started the shower running and thought about Gina now living there on her own. Then he made a mental note to talk to her about moving back to the house with him. It didn't make sense to wait. They could keep up appearances for the outside world, but in their mutual home they could be everything they truly were to each other.
He stepped into the stall and let the water flow over his body when he saw through the glass enclosure that Gina was awake and coming into the room. She smiled and took a moment to look at her naked father getting all wet. She looked pleased to have him looking back at her the same way. Neither of them had to worry if the other were having any regrets about what happened.
"There's plenty of room for us both, princess," Jack said with a coy smile.
Gina giggled happily. "First things first, Daddy," she said. She then sat down on the toilet, which put her directly facing the shower stall. Keeping her eyes on her dad, she placed her hands on her knees and spread them so wide the entire split of her delectable pussy was on full display. Knowing her father couldn't take his eyes off her made her smile. Then she closed her eyes and concentrated a few seconds until a strong stream of piss burst from her hole, splashing noisily into the bowl. She let her stream flow a few seconds before opening her eyes again, looking at her father like she was proud of herself and thoroughly pleased to see him gazing in awe between her open legs.
"Fuck," he muttered quietly from the shower. His cock was already growing again. He began stroking his meat as he watched his little girl keep her legs open and pissed for him. There was no way to deny she was doing this for his benefit, which made his cock swell up rigid all over again. But it became clear it was for her benefit too when she reached between her legs and lightly rubbed her swollen clit while her powerful stream kept going.
All too soon, Gina's flow began to ebb and decline to its last and final tinkles, but she kept rubbing circles around her swollen clit as she looked at her father with a girlishly impish expression. Through the glass, Jack still gazed in awe at his daughter's pussy. His cock looked just as big and hard as it was just a little while before. It made her giggle wickedly to know her dad got so hard again already just from watching her pee.
"You're so dirty, Dad," she teased. "I didn't know you liked watching a girl spread her legs and piss for you."
"Neither did I," he replied with a nasty chuckle. "And you're a dirty girl for teasing your father like that."
Jack slid the door to the shower stall open, still holding his cock in his free hand, while Gina got up and stepped in under the water with him. She flowed gracefully into the circle of his strong arms, squashing her bulbous tits against his body as they kissed for a long time. She soon had her hand between them, wrapped around his freshly throbbing cock while he massaged the firm, substantial globes of her ass.
Kissing his gorgeous daughter like the lover he was claiming her as made him feel like the first time he'd ever soul kissed a pretty girl. Times a hundred. He couldn't look into her eyes without being reminded of who she was and always would be to him. The same feelings seemed to radiate from her, all mixed together in a blend of love, devotion and torrid lust. It wasn't a matter of simply wanting each other badly. It was a matter of needing each other. No other physical coupling made the same kind of sense anymore. Jack realized there must have been other men in the world with daughters like Gina, but they had to be a very rare and lucky breed. He would've been a fool to question the rare love and pleasure that would be part of his life from now on.
Gina pulled out of the kiss and gave her dad a coy smile as she calmly sank to her knees until she was facing his pulsating cock. She looked up with her daddy's doll eyes as she started to stroke his rock hard flesh, finally lashing out with her tongue to lick his shaft while she held him by the root. Jack couldn't feel more pleasure from his busty little girl as he happily observed the way she loved taking care of his throbbing cock. Between his moans of approval he heaped continual praise on her for being so hot and beautiful and told her how it pleased him so much how she loved sucking cock.
"Just relax, Dad," Gina told him sweetly. "Let your little girl take care of you."
"Oh, baby," he groaned, cutting off any more comments as he leaned back against the side of the stall and watched the gorgeous creature slowly and patiently suckle his aching man flesh. The hand caressing his balls moved until she was squeezing her finger past his nuts toward his pucker hole. Jack accepted her finger into his ass while she kept up constant suction on his pole. His gasps turned to guttural moans and he changed his stance to give her hand more room to play. Soon, her finger was carefully gliding in and out of his ass, her lips and tongue never letting up the wet swirl of their loving assault for a second. Jackson was stunned at how patient his baby girl was, keeping her finger and mouth in a patient tandem motion that built her daddy's pleasure to the kind of breaking point that came over him in a tidal wave.
He growled deeply and filled his beautiful baby's succulent mouth with such an eruption of fatherly cum it felt like a dream. Not one drop of his love juice escaped the girl's supple lips.
Jackson and Gina barely left her apartment for the next three days. The only time they got dressed was to go out to dinner, or if Gina wanted to strut around the place in slutty lingerie for her father's amazed enjoyment. And it worked every time. But father and daughter were both getting eager to get Gina's move back home under way so Gina talked to her landlord and started packing while Jackson went home and ended up talking to Sandy. He explained his daughter was single again and moving back in so they couldn't keep up the relationship they'd been enjoying the past couple of months.
Of course, he exaggerated, telling his blonde neighbor that Gina was devastated by the divorce and they both needed simple, family comfort. He conveniently left out the fact that his daughter had now become his own, hot little wifey and he was fucking the girl with more energy and pleasure than any other woman in his life.
Stacy wasn't upset, knowing she had other cocks to call into service, but she did make a point of telling Jackson she was going to miss his big cock, not to mention the convenience of just walking next door to have her needs taken care of just about any time of the day or night. He didn't have to pretend to be disappointed too. He'd loved the pleasure and convenience of their no-stress affair, not to mention how horny and adventurous she wasy, but he wasn't about to let anything or anyone get in the way of his new relationship with Gina.
Even though Gina's rent was paid to the end of the month, she moved into her father's two weeks early. Jack was happy she didn't want to wait any more than he did. For all appearances, she set herself up in her old room, which had become a guest room, but the voluptuous doll made her way to her daddy's bed every night without fail. The two were happier than ever, even though they both found it increasingly harder to act more like father and daughter than a couple outside the bedroom and house.
It was only a week into their new arrangement their sex play started to stray beyond the confines of the master bedroom. No matter how drained the loving couple left each other in bed at night, Jack's morning wood never failed to throb with need every morning when he came into the kitchen to find his barely dressed daughter making coffee and whatever kind of breakfast was on the menu for the day. This was when Jack began to develop a keen appreciation for his daughter's extensive collection of hot little panties. It was amazing to see how the tiniest amounts of fabric could be fashioned into an actual garment. And Gina was just as daring with the revealing tops she wore in the morning.
One morning about three weeks after Gina moved back in, she was standing at the counter cutting up some fruit salad for breakfast. She was just wearing a bright, yellow thong with a matching lace top that left her upper cleavage and tummy bare. Jack sat back in his chair and smiled as he admired his daughter's sizably perfect ass. He felt like the luckiest man on the planet, listening to his baby girl hum to herself in her charmingly off-key voice. She might've had the body of pop diva, but she wasn't even close to having the voice. But her daddy thought it was sweet. And yet the sight of her fully exposed ass was even sweeter.
Jack sighed and fondled his cock through his boxer briefs, the only thing he'd put on for breakfast. And now his cock was pulsing with fresh life, steadily growing hard and thick enough to stretch his briefs. He slipped his hand under the table and rubbed at his growing length. The half-naked body revealed to him by Gina from behind as she stood at the counter was indeed a magnificent specimen of beauty and sensuality. It wasn't as if he hadn't enjoyed the affections of beautiful or voluptuous women before, but this was his precious daughter. The love and desire he felt for Gina above all others was in a category that could not be defined, as elusive as trying to describe air.
Gina continued humming and cutting fruit, taking her time. Jack noticed her glance back with a coy smile a few times, like she was making sure Daddy was paying attention. He now realized this was far from the first time she'd played this trick. Back before she left home and got married, she appeared this way at the kitchen counter, monopolizing her father's attention in all kinds of alluring outfits, though never in anything as overtly sexual as what she had on this morning.
Jack smiled to himself, realizing this was their life now. She was his. All his. The treasure of a lifetime to be savored and loved. It would've been the easiest thing in the world to gaze at that luscious, thong-clad ass and take the girl for some slutty, garden variety bimbo with the lack of morals that made her beg for her own father's cock day after day. And maybe there was more than a little of that going on in his little girl's uncomplicated mind. But what Jack saw before him that morning was a beautiful flower in all its blossoming glory. All he could do was cherish every succulent inch of her.
Moving quietly, Jackson slid off his boxer briefs and left them on the floor under the table. Gina didn't turn as he got up and approached her from behind, but he knew she was well aware of his approach. With every step closer, he realized how many times in the past he could've done this same thing. He wished he had, but there was no use looking back. He could only look forward as he drew close and put his hands on his daughter's bare hips and slid his rock hard cock into the warm cleft between her sizable ass cheeks. Her skin was so warm and silky, and even the feel of her thin thong along the underside of his cock felt good.
Gina giggled happily when she felt her father's hands and cock on her body. "Daddy! I'm trying to be a good little wifey and make you a healthy breakfast," she mock protested, sensually grinding her lush ass against his rigid prick.
Keeping his cock nestled between her cheeks, Jack's hands moved upward along Gina's sides until he snagged her top with his fingers, pulling the stretchy garment up until it was in a bunch over her exposed tits. She pushed her ass back, grinding into her father's stalk while he squeezed and caressed her heavily dangling melons. Her nipples were already stiff and sensitive when he trapped them between his fingers, pinching and twirling them as she cooed with approval.
"Mmm, baby, you're always a good wifey to Daddy," he said. "That fruit looks great, princess, but you're what I need for breakfast."
"Ohhhh, Daddy, you horny fuck," his daughter giggled naughtily.
"I can't help that, baby. Only you can."
Gina's dirty mouth only made her father's cock throb with greater need. Clutching the counter with one hand, she reached back with the other and pulled her thong to the side, fully exposing the wet, smooth slit between her thighs.
"Here it is, Daddy. Just for you. Isn't this what a good wifey gives her man for breakfast?" she cooed.
Jack then gripped his cock and pushed the dome into the folds of his daughter's simmering snatch. She mewled as he pressed in between and began to sink his rod into her creamy depths, gradually filling her glorious body with his throbbing love.
"Oh, Daddy, fuck, that's what I need," she said, her voice garbled with lust.
Jack groaned deeply, taking hold of her by her hips again while he started to slip his cock back and forth, working his length into her until his entire shaft was coated in her girl sauce. She was so wet it didn't take long, and in moments he was sliding his fat rod in and out of her sheath while she rolled her hips and moaned with equal need. As he fucked her, he kept moving his hands back and forth from her ass to her tits, giving each of her gorgeous features equal attention.
After the first few minutes of their delirious morning fuck, Jack and Gina were both distracted by a faint noise. As father and daughter both looked to the side at the same time, they discovered Sandy standing in the same spot Gina had been that day she'd caught her father and neighbor fucking. It wasn't lost on any of them that Jackson and Gina were also in the same spot and position Sandy was in that day. The blonde neighbor didn't look the least bit surprised. If anything, she seemed pleased to have to caught her former lover with his cock pounding his loving daughter's pussy.
"Oops, sorry" Sandy said playfully, obviously not sorry at all.
Gina and her dad could both see the look of delighted excitement in the blonde's eyes as she stared at the man's glistening cock thrusting into the younger woman's body. Neither Jack nor Gina made the slightest move to pause.
"No, you're not," Gina replied, breathless but teasing. "Oh fuck, Daddy, don't stop."
Jackson just groaned deeply, making eye contact with Sandy while he fed his daughter's pussy with dad cock a little harder and faster.
"You're right. I'm not sorry. And I can't say I'm surprised, either. I do miss that big cock, Jack, but the two of you look so gorgeous together all I can do is just admire you both so much. And, um, maybe I'm a little envious too," she ended with a devious snicker.
"Admire all you want," Gina huffed out between breaths. "Long as you remember he's mine now. 'Sides, I think Daddy likes it with you watching. That huge dick is throbbing like crazy right now."
Gina tried to giggle but it came out sounding funny between her deep gasps and moans of pleasure. Jackson could feel the inner sheath of her pussy ripple and clench tightly. He could tell his daughter liked being caught as much as he did. The way she looked at Stacy was defiant and possessive and that just made her father thrust harder and deeper.
"Well, since you asked ..." Sandy boldly walked into the kitchen and took a seat in one of the chairs at the table. Of course she took the one that offered the best view of Jack pumping his long, hard rod into Gina's squelching hole. She lifted the hem of her sundress around her hips and began rubbing her pussy. Only a few seconds later, she pulled off her panties and left them on the floor not far from Jackson's briefs. With her slim legs proudly open wide, Sandy fingered her excited slit as she watched her neighbor fuck his own daughter.
"Get those tits out," Gina told the other woman huskily. "Daddy really likes 'em. I don't mind if he looks. Men look at tits no matter what anyway."
With a coy snicker, Sandy pushed the deeply plunging V neck of her dress to each side, freeing her substantial tits. Her nipples were already hard as she played with them, greedily pumping a pair of fingers into her squishing twat at the same time. Even though she knew she'd never get to fuck Jackson again, this new twist of events with her horny neighbors promised to keep their domestic lives very interesting, to say the least.
Jackson and Gina were both watching Sandy as she watched them, her driving fingers pushing her quickly toward a climax. Gina felt like her union with her father was being sealed and validated. It seemed weirdly appropriate that a woman he used to fuck turned out to be the one to witness it all. It was like having a witness to their wedding.
"Oh my god, this is too much!" Sandy cried. "Fuck her, Jack! Fuck your little girl. That tight little pussy was made for you! Gonna ... oh fuck! ... gonna cum!"
Sandy moaned loudly while her body shivered with pleasure. Gina began squealing with her own climax, as if Sandy's pleasure were suddenly contagious. When Jackson felt the hot spasms deep in his little girl's snatch, he realized how much she loved being seen with her father's cock in her pussy. And being honest with himself, he loved it just as much. He began pounding his cock into her for all he was worth, letting loose his jetting geyser of man spunk that wouldn't let up until he was drained.
After, Gina stood up and turned around. She and her father kissed and caressed each other for a long time, making a brazen show of their forbidden love to their appreciative neighbor. Sandy's pussy was still on display as she languidly rubbed her slit and watched them.
Gina pulled her top off. She and Jackson remained naked while they invited Sandy to join them for breakfast and coffee. Jack could tell his daughter was just as relieved as he was to know they didn't have to hide their relationship from Sandy. The blonde was very understanding and even a little envious, vowing that their secret would always be safe with her. But she added that her husband would be just as discreet.
"If he gets turned on watching his wife with other men," she explained, "just imagine what he'd do watching a dad with the hottest daughter next door he's ever seen."


Jackson looked at his daughter. She hadn't said anything yet, but she wore a devious smile, and her nipples were hard and pointing straight at him. It was all he needed to let him know she was up for anything.
The End
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A Whole Family Holiday
I
The living room was dimly lit while an old, black and white Christmas movie played on television. It was that old Hollywood classic they'd all seen a hundred times. The whole family was gathered to watch it as they did every year. For at least a week leading up to the holiday, they would all have hot chocolate or eggnog and watch their favorite holiday movies and variety specials. This year was a little different, though, because twenty-two year old Chad hadn't been home for Christmas in a couple of years. But he was finished with college now and working a job with a flexible schedule so this year he was able to enjoy the comfort of sitting on the family's big couch, cuddling his sister, Becky, just like they used to before he left home.
Becky and Chad had always been the two closest members of the family, so no one thought it was strange to see the two of them cuddling on the couch sharing a blanket. It was just like the old days, except a few details the two siblings were keeping on the down low. Chad had his arm around his twenty year old sister's shoulders, and every few minutes he'd lean over and smell her hair, which smelled of peach scented shampoo from her recent shower. Every time he did, Becky turned to look at him and smile coyly.
This was definitely something they didn't do before, but it made Chad feel good to know how happy Becky was to have him back home after such a long absence. He reached over with his free hand to brush her long, silky brown hair behind her ear. Then he leaned to whisper softly enough so only she could hear him, his lips actually moving against her ear.
"You're the one I missed most of all."
Becky smiled like she'd just won money and made a subtle purring sound that only her brother could hear. Then she squirmed her impossibly voluptuous body against him as tight as she could make herself fit against his body considering their position. His little sister's big, densely firm tits pressed against him from the side. He could tell she wasn't wearing a bra under her oversized sleep shirt and he loved the way her pliant mounds felt mashing against him. He loved it much more than he should, but Becky wasn't being very subtle about the way she was rubbing them on his body and he wasn't about to discourage her. Becky had always had a beautiful pair of tits, but they were even bigger now than when Chad left home.
"I missed you even more," she whispered against his ear, the same way he'd whispered to her. She even gave his ear a light kiss, quickly before anyone could see. The touch of his beautiful sister's lips heated his blood, even though they'd never expressed themselves quite this intimately before. It just proved the old saying that absence makes the heart grow fonder.
Chad flashed his sister a quick smile and squeezed her tight with the arm around her shoulders. He cast a quick glance at their parents and Tara, their eighteen year old sister who was curled up under a blanket with their father in his large, reclining easy chair. They were all staring at the TV. Chad leaned in close and planted a soft kiss on his sister's warm neck.
"Neck kisses are only gonna make me miss you even more when you have to go away again," Becky whispered.
"Can't help it," he whispered back. "Didn't even know how much I missed you."
"Didn't mean you gotta stop," was Becky's near silent reply.
It was a more intimate kiss than Chad had ever tried giving his sister before, but in the moment it felt so right. For that matter, they were snuggling much tighter and more intimately than ever before, but he'd been away so long that neither of them could get enough of being close again. They'd always been so close that no one noticed anything different about what was happening between them now, but it helped that everyone was paying attention to the movie. But hearing Becky bring up his leaving again in a couple of weeks made him flinch inside. He'd be eager to get back to the new life he started, but leaving Becky behind for a second time didn't feel good at all.
He stared at her profile as she turned back to face the TV. He'd never really paid attention to how full and supple his younger sister's lips were before, but he was noticing them now. He'd always been aware of how pretty she was, but in a more logical, brotherly kind of way. Right now, she was the prettiest thing he'd ever seen. He'd never felt such a strong urge to kiss his sister as he was feeling just now, but that would've looked like they were making out right in front of their whole family. It wasn't like they hadn't kissed each other on the lips many times before, but it was always quick and seemingly innocent. Not at all the way he imagined kissing her right now.
Becky had always been pretty, maybe not in a classic way, but she exuded a natural kind of sexy sensuality that everyone noticed. It had always been the curvy girl's trademark. Being cute and sexy was pretty much her superpower, since schoolwork was never something she was good at. She had, in fact, finally flunked out of community college that fall. Their parents had been upset, and it was one of the main reasons Chad went to the trouble to come home for the holidays this year after getting a job and apartment that were still a few hours away. He hadn't been especially surprised, though. Becky had always been more adept at fashion and makeup than anything academic. That was just who she was, and her brother actually thought it was sweet.
Bob, their father, had always been much stricter with Becky than Tara, the youngest of the family. Tara was very much a daddy's girl, so Becky had found the affection she craved with her brother since her father had shown her so little over the years.
Chad didn't care what kind of student Becky was, though. His sister was the sweetest, most loving girl he'd ever known. At least to him. He didn't need her to be smart. He just wanted her to be his sweet, affectionate Becky, the girl he had loved and defended ever since she was a kid. He was unhappy with the way his parents treated her, expecting her to be more like her brainy younger sister. Of course, Chad loved Tara, too. She and Becky were just different kinds of girls.
Becky suddenly turned back to her brother to whisper in his ear again. "Chad, you're staring at me," she said in a slightly louder whisper than before. Yet her tone was anything but plaintive.
He checked to make sure no one else heard. He didn't really know why. It wasn't like she said anything bad, but maybe it would be a little weird to the rest of the family if he was gazing at his sister the way he was even considering how close they'd always been.
"I can't help it," he whispered back. "You're too pretty not to look."
Becky blushed, even though her brother knew she was used to people telling her how good she looked, especially guys of all ages. Even some of their father's friends made a point of telling her how good she looked, but never when their father was in the room. Chad felt a weird pang of jealousy when he thought about it. But then again, he had always been his sister's protector, and it probably made him a little more possessive of her than big brothers are usually supposed to be.
"It's okay if you wanna look," she whispered. "I like if you think I'm pretty."
"Beck, everyone thinks you're pretty," he teased.
"I don't care about anybody else. You're special."
"Hey, you two. What are you whispering about over there?" their mother said, just now noticing the extra close huddle her oldest kids were in.
"Uhh, we're just talking about Christmas," Becky said, none too convincingly.
"Like two peas in a pod, just like always," her mother said, rolling her eyes.
Ellen was happy to have her only son home for the holidays again. She had her whole family together, and Chad knew his presence was providing a much needed distraction from Becky's bad luck with college. It probably didn't help that Tara always got perfect grades and glowing comments from all of her teachers. Either way, seeing her son and older daughter cuddling, even if it was closely enough to be a little weird, made her smile a bit more than she had for quite a while.
Chad had noticed a lot more tension around the house than ever before. His parents were noticeably distant, and having all three kids together for the holidays seemed to give them a buffer from one another. Right now, Ellen and Bob were keeping a safe physical distance, with Bob in his oversized reclining chair and his wife sitting in the matching chair on the other side of the couch. In the old days their parents would've been cuddling in the same chair, but now it was Tara who snuggled up to her father just the way her mother used to in years past. The daughter and father and brother and sister were almost like a mirror image of two, snuggling couples.
Ellen was like a mature version of her daughter, Becky, with much the same looks and a curvier, more pronounced version of her daughter's body. Before leaving home, Chad had to put up with too many of his friends telling him how hot his mother and sister both were. He never liked that, but it only seemed to make him feel that much more protective of all the women in his family, but Becky had been special to him since before they were kids.
"Are we two peas in a pod?" Becky whispered softly to her brother's ear.
"Always," he whispered back.
"Promise?"
Chad smiled and gave his sister a serious nod. "I love you," he told her in the softest voice he could manage.
"I love you more," she whispered back instantly.
Chad caught Tara casting sidelong glances at them. His youngest sister bore a modest resemblance to Becky, except with a much more slender build and hair that was longer and darker. She was pretty in the same way as her older sister, but with a bookier, more nerdish look as she wore glasses and lived up to her more intellectual reputation. She seemed curious, and Chad couldn't quite put his finger on it but maybe a little skeptical too. He didn't think all that much about it since she was paying more attention to the movie than her older siblings. Fortunately, both of their parents were mainly focused on the television.
He squeezed Becky tight again and snuck another warm kiss against her neck. She purred softly. Her skin felt so smooth and warm he wished he could've kept kissing her all night. And the way she was rubbing her boobs against his side was making his pulse race. Even his cock was tingling with heat he shouldn't be feeling for his sister, but he didn't care. He was too happy to have her by his side again.
The eldest and only son in the family pulled his arm from around his sister's shoulders, earning a disappointed pout from her. But then he stuck it under the blanket as he squeezed his upper arm against Becky's unavoidable side boob and put his hand on her bare thigh. Her skin felt perfectly smooth and so warm. Becky flashed her brother a look of wide-eyed surprise, but her response was to lift her feet onto the edge of the coffee table. This brought her knees higher, too, making the blanket form a tent-like covering over their laps.
Chad and Becky now exchanged a conspiratorial smile as she closed her full, shapely thighs around his hand. He put his feet up like hers, making the tent effect of the blanket go all the way across both of their laps. His hand was placed about midway along Becky's thigh, about as high as he dared to go. As it was, the silken heat of her skin was enough to make his entire body tingle. And the way she had his hand lightly trapped between both thighs was more intoxicating than he could ever admit, at least to anyone but Becky. He'd never touched her quite this way before, but then again he'd never given her so many neck kisses before, either.
Chad gently started to squeeze and caress the meat of his sister's luscious leg, giving her a careful massage so as not to be noticed by the rest of their family. Tara was still casting curious glances at them, but he was confident their younger sister couldn't tell what he was doing to the middle child under the blanket. It wasn't really bad, but it was hardly innocent, either. Becky pulled in a deep breath in response, pushing her prominent orb against the back of his arm and letting her brother know she liked what his hand was doing to her.
"I like the way my big brother's touching me," Becky whispered as quietly as she could.
"I like touching my little sister. You feel amazing," he replied just as quietly.
"It's okay to go higher... if you wanna."
Chad's cock started to ache and grow thicker at hearing his sister's generous invitation. He didn't know how high she was inviting him to go, but he slid his hand a couple of inches closer to her pussy. Becky smiled coyly and looked at the TV while her brother massaged that thicker part of her leg.
Tara was taking longer, more obvious looks at them. Chad was relieved to have the blanket covering them, but their youngest sister could probably tell something was going on down there even if she couldn't see what it was. By now his hand was in a spot that was too close to her pussy to explain with some made up excuse. But Becky's leg felt so good he didn't care as long as they had the blanket for cover. He could always deny anything Tara couldn't see for sure, and at least she didn't do anything to alert their father.
Chad chanced stealing another neck kiss from Becky and now his cock was steadily growing thicker and harder inside his briefs. He lingered longer this time, and Tara turned and caught him in the middle of it. He and Becky just looked at the TV like nothing was out of the ordinary. Tara stared at them a little longer and turned to the TV also. Her brother was relieved she still didn't say anything. At this point, their father was already nodding off and their mother didn't look too far behind.
"Go higher," Becky whispered. "Pretty please."
Chad gave his sister a surprised grin and moved his hand another inch closer to her pussy. Her skin just felt warmer and smoother the higher he moved his hand, and he kept massaging her flesh just the way he started. He could feel her breathing go deeper as he fondled her and his cock was nearly fully erect and aching with need.
"Higher," Becky whispered after a couple of minutes.
Chad shifted his hand until the edge was lightly touching Becky's panties. She sighed almost loud enough for everyone else to hear while his cock surged with excitement. He was now completely swollen, his thick, oversized shaft pushing at the limits of his briefs.
"Even higher," Becky whispered.
"If I go any higher I'll be touching my sister's pussy," he said.
"Maybe your sister wants you touching her pussy."
"You're such a bad girl."
"But you still love me."
"But ... will you still love me if I touch your pussy?"
"More than ever, silly."
Chad's hand moved the final inch and cupped Becky's bulging pussy mound through her panties. Even through the thin fabric he could feel she was shaven smooth. The gusset was already saturated with her flowing nectar. He pressed and rubbed at her slit, massaging her through her panties. She leaned back hard against the couch and arched her pussy greedily at her brother's hand. Her eyelids were starting to hood over as she stared at him.
"I love you so much," she mouthed silently.
Becky opened her legs wider and Chad then pulled the crotch of her panties to the side and started stroking her pussy lips with his fingers. He couldn't believe he was touching her wet slit. She felt even slicker and smoother than any pussy he'd ever touched. She started to bite her bottom lip, working to control her reactions as her brother gently massaged her juicy slit. He couldn't believe his younger sister was so turned on and so willing, yet it felt so natural at the same time. The only thing about it that felt wrong was the fact he hadn't felt his hot little sister's luscious pussy long before now.
Chad caught Tara staring at them. The look on Becky's face was hard to mistake, but as long as his youngest sister couldn't see what he was doing with his hand he didn't mind. He could always make up a believable lie. But their baby sister's attention wasn't enough to make him stop. Becky was the most important girl in the world to him, and he'd dreamed of touching her pussy more than any brother ever should. She was wet enough to soak her brother's searching fingers and getting even wetter the more he explored her creamy slit. And with Tara still looking at them, Chad slid a finger into Becky's hole, massaging her lathery entrance.
Knowing Tara couldn't tell what he was doing, Chad started to fuck his sister's slippery cunt with his finger. Becky's hand nearly shot across under the blanket as she clutched her brother's leg, her fingers digging into the tight muscle. Then, while he continually fingered her snug, wet fuckhole, Becky slid her hand into Chad's pajama pants and under the band of his briefs. She instantly wrapped her hand around his fully hardened cock shaft and started stroking him.
Both siblings were being careful not to make too much distracting movement, although Chad was fully aware of Tara now watching them openly. He couldn't begin to imagine what she thought was going on under the blanket, but there weren't too many options she could be considering. But the way Becky's hand felt on his cock, Chad wouldn't want to stop even if their parents suddenly saw what was happening. He drew his finger out of his sister's hole and began massaging her swollen clit. She started jerking his shaft inside his briefs a little harder in response.
Becky leaned back over to Chad's ear. "You're gonna make your sister cum," she hissed.
"You're gonna make big brother cum," he whispered back.
"That's what girlfriends do for their men."
"Hmmm, does that make you my girlfriend now ... little sister?"
Becky's smiled turned wicked and her eyes hooded over. "Yesssss," she hissed, louder than she meant to.
While Chad teased and massaged Becky's clit, she stroked his throbbing rod as hard as she could get away with under the circumstances. Her brother couldn't believe how good her hand felt. Her body started to shiver and rock, and Chad knew she was finally reaching her climax. Despite her stroking his dick carefully, she soon took him over the edge until his body tensed and his twitching rod spurted over her hand and into the cotton of his briefs.
Chad was momentarily dazed, and he could tell Becky felt the same way when he looked at her. He then looked over at Tara who stared back at him for a few seconds. Her jaw was open almost as wide as her eyes. She quickly turned her face back to the TV.
Becky drew his attention back when she pulled her hand up from under the blanket and sucked his cum off her fingers while gazing into his eyes with the most intense look of love he'd ever seen. He responded with a grin as he pulled his hand from between her legs and sucked her sweet pussy cream from his fingers. He then put his arm back around her shoulders and pulled her close. She snuggled up to him as close as she could without climbing onto his lap.
"That was amazing," she whispered, kissing the rim of his ear.
"I love making my beautiful sister cum," he replied.
"And I love making you cum. I've wanted to do that for the longest time," she admitted.
Chad looked at his sister in surprise, raising an eyebrow in question. She just smiled sweetly and gave him a subtle nod.
"I love you so much," he whispered.
"I love you more, silly."
Tara kept turning back to look at them. She had a mysterious frown on her face now, and Chad realized she probably knew her older siblings had just made each other cum. Since Tara hadn't said anything to draw their parents' attention, Chad chanced tipping Becky's face up by her chin and giving her a kiss on the lips. She eagerly kissed her brother back, even though they tried to make it quick. But they both saw that Tara was watching them kiss. That only inspired Chad to kiss Becky again, deeper this time, slipping his tongue quickly into her mouth for a quick swirl and then back out again. Whatever his youngest sister thought she knew or suspected, it seemed she was keeping their secret so far.


Chad's kiss left a sweet smile on Becky's face while their younger sister finally looked back at the TV. The older brother and sister snuggled for a while, but Chad decided he wanted to take off his cum soaked briefs. He untangled himself from Becky and got up, making her flash another pout. He made a quick trip upstairs to his old room and pulled off his pajama pants. After taking off his briefs, he put the pajama pants back on and went back downstairs, going commando. He was eager to get back to the couch and spend as much time snuggling Becky as possible, but he decided to make a detour into the kitchen to make hot chocolate for everyone.
II
Making the hot chocolate gave Chad a good chance to let it sink in that he and his hot younger sister had just made each other cum while the rest of the family was watching a Christmas movie. He probably should have felt guilty, but he was already thinking about making her cum again. There was no denying he wanted more with Becky. Much more. But he was still her brother, and maybe their playful masturbation game was as far as they should let it go. The more he thought about it, though, the more he suspected Becky wanted what he wanted. She did call herself his girlfriend, pretty much, and he couldn't deny she could be the hottest and most loving girlfriend he could ever have.
Even if it wasn't sex, Chad still couldn't help thinking he and his sister had just performed an incestuous act. It was one thing to think about it, even wish for it and jerk his excited cock to hundreds of sister-inspired orgasms, but it was another to actually push his fingers into her wet pussy or shoot his cum all over her hand. There was a lot going through his mind now. What did it mean? Where would it lead? But the last thing he felt was guilt. And if he was in love with his sister before, it was only magnified now. He'd never felt closer to her, and turning back was the last thing he wanted. Social rules be damned.
As for Tara, the eighteen year old sister, Chad started to think he and Becky should've been more careful. Even if it looked like she was keeping their secret so far, it was a lot to expect. What if she didn't know how to put her older siblings' relationship in perspective? Tara may have been the smarter sister, but she was still younger and less experienced. Even if she hadn't seen everything, she'd seen enough to know something off-limits was happening between her older siblings.
On the other hand, Chad was afraid he could be taking advantage of Becky during a rough time after flunking out of school. Either way, he would soon have her beside him again. For now, that was all that mattered. At the core of all his misgivings about his impulsive actions, he had that light, butterflies in his stomach feeling. He'd felt the same sensation over Becky many times before, but never this intense. Maybe he just had to accept the fact that he was in love with his sister and always had been. And she was just as in love with him. She wasn't exactly subtle about the way she felt about her big brother.
It was probably the worst idea in the world to fall in love with your own sister, but Chad didn't feel bad about it at all. He just wanted to make sure to make up a story that his youngest sister would accept. There was also the fact that he would be leaving after the holidays. He would be forced to be separated from his sweet Becky again, but he didn't want to have to think about that yet.
While he was waiting for the milk to heat up, Tara came into the kitchen and stood close beside him at the stove. She was almost the same height as Becky, and her body was a more slender, almost athletic version of the older sister. Tara's boobs weren't as big, but they had the same firmly sculpted quality as the older sister's. Her ass was also smaller, but tightly rounded in a way that Chad hadn't noticed before. It was hard to make out very much detail in the pajama top and bottom she had on. The top was open just enough to show a teasing hint of cleavage, but this was Chad's youngest sister. He resisted the urge to take more than a passing glance.
"Guess you guys didn't know your blanket was up halfway to your knees," Tara said quietly enough so they wouldn't be overheard in the other room.
"Oh. Um. Shit," her brother said.
"Yup. I pretty much saw everything. You're lucky Mom didn't see you. Geeze, right there on the couch? At least she couldn't have seen as much from her side."
"Why didn't you say anything?"
"Yeah, right. How weird would that be?"
"I see your point. I'm sorry, Tara. I hope it wasn't upsetting for you."
"It was, but probably not the way you think."
"I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me," he told her.
"Becky did. Your other sister?" She paused a couple of seconds. "And then you came over her."
"Ouch."
"Yeah."
"Sorry. I guess it's lucky Dad didn't see, either," he added.
"Hmmm, well, that's the thing. He did see. He had almost the same angle I had."
"Oh, fuck," Chad groaned.
"Don't worry. He's not gonna say anything," Tara assured him.
Chad looked at his youngest sister skeptically.
"Don't worry," she insisted. "I'm his little princess, remember? I'll make sure he never says a word. Besides, our family hasn't changed since you left. As long as everything's normal on the surface it's okay."
Chad was about to question her further, but she was blushing so he let it go. Yet he couldn't help feeling very curious.
"We've never done anything like that before," he said, trying to shift gears. "Really."
Tara looked at him skeptically. "I'm surprised it took you so long the way you guys have always been."
"What's that supposed to mean? Geeze, Tara, Becky's my sister."
"Yeah. I was thinking that the whole time you were finger fucking her."
"I guess that came out the wrong way."
Tara actually laughed briefly. "Don't worry. Whatever you say is probably gonna come out wrong."
Chad nodded. "I'm sorry about it. I really am."
"Hmm, you mean sorry you did it? Or just sorry you got caught?"
Chad thought about the question and glanced into the living room where he could see the back of Becky's head above the back of the couch. He didn't want to lie to Tara. She'd know if he was anyway. But even more, there was something so twistedly pure about his feelings for Becky he couldn't imagine denying them. "Let's go with the second one," he said.
Tara smirked. "Thought so."
Chad thought it was weird he didn't think what happened with Becky was wrong. Whatever rules there were about brothers and sisters not touching each other sexually felt like they didn't apply to them. Their connection was special, and it had obviously withstood the test of time since he'd been away. But even weirder was the fact he didn't mind that Tara knew. If anything, it was a relief. Being siblings, it was against the odds that anything more would happen between Becky and him, especially since he was leaving again after the holidays. But it was strangely comforting he didn't have to keep his feelings completely hidden. He probably should have been worried about their father seeing them, but Tara seemed perfectly confident about keeping him from having a bad reaction.
"It's okay," Tara finally said. "I guess Becky really needed you badly. It's been hard for her what with flunking out of school and stuff. Mom and Dad were not pleased. And then there's all this weird stuff just between them. It makes everything else that much weirder."
"I can imagine. But that's never been Becky's thing. They shouldn't make her feel bad about it. She's not like you with your power IQ and all."
"Yeah. Sometimes I wish I was more like her, though."
"Don't say that, Tara. You're amazing. Becky's who she is and you're who you are. And you're both the best sisters in the world."
"Umm, I think Becky might have the edge on that now."
They both snickered quietly.
"No comment," Chad said.
"Yeah, that's what I thought."
"I didn't mean it that way."
"Yeah, you did. But whatever. Totally understandable."
"I love you just as much, Tara. Just kind of in a different way."
She nodded and took a minute to respond. "I wouldn't totally mind if you loved me that way, too."
Chad stared at her in surprise. It was the last thing he expected her to say. She took him completely off-guard and he didn't know what to say. Then the milk broke a boil. He quickly shut off the stove and started pouring into the row of mugs. It was a relief to have something to do with his hands.
"Don't bother with Dad's," Tara said. "He's already asleep."
"What about Mom?"
"She's nodding but still awake."
Her brother filled four of the mugs. Then his youngest sister suddenly turned to face him. "Becky's not the only one who really missed you, ya know," she said.
"Aww, Tara, I missed you too," her brother said.
"Not like you missed Beck."
Chad sighed. "Are you gonna be mad at me forever?"
"Probaby, but not cuz of Becky."
He looked at her curiously.
"I've been mad at you since you left home," Tara added. "I was younger than Beck and you two were always ... ya know ... like you are. You hardly knew I was alive."
"That's not true. Becky's just closer to my age. That's how ..."
"It's okay, I get it. And don't worry, I'm not gonna go blowing your secret to Mom."
Chad was caught speechless again even though he already knew Tara was keeping their secret and seemed to have some way of making their father keep it, too. He suddenly realized their mother was the only member of the family who didn't know.
"You and Dad seem pretty cozy," he finally said. "Almost like you took Mom's place while I was gone."
"Yeah, well ... Daddy loves me, and I didn't have my big brother to snuggle with like Becky. Besides, Daddy's been kinda sad since Mom's been, uhhh, having some issues, for a while now."
"Geeze, Tara, what's been going on around here?"
She shrugged, making her braless tits quiver enticingly under her flannel pajama top. "Without you around I guess everyone's just been off on their own thing. You left a big space in the middle of everything and nobody else can fill it the same way."
Chad nodded seriously, considering what she told him.
"I love you, Tara," he said. Then he hugged his youngest sister. He didn't hug her the same way he wanted to hug Becky, but he could feel her lithe body more than any time in the past. Her tits were pushing against him through her pajamas, firm, round C cups which on her more slender frame seemed almost as big as her older sister's D cups. Chad tried to ignore how good they felt.
"I love you, too." She kissed him on the corner of his mouth. Then they adjusted and kissed each other fully on the lips. Chad let his hand drift over the shape of his youngest sister's ass. Then they suddenly released each other and tried to act like it hadn't happened.
Tara helped him carry the mugs of hot chocolate to the living room. Their father was snoring lightly, but their mother made a token attempt to sip some of hers, but soon she got up and took the stairs toward her bed. Bob woke up when Tara tried getting back in the chair with him. Chad and his father avoided looking at each other. He and Tara whispered a few things back and forth, and then he ended up following their mother upstairs, leaving the three siblings on their own. Tara looked disappointed that her father got up to go. She took her blanket and mug and settled into his chair without him.
With their mugs on the coffee table, Becky snuggled closer to Chad, pulling the blanket over to cover them. She smiled at him like a girl in love, and he felt a wave of happiness flow through him. He put his arm back around her and held her close. They all sat and watched as another old movie started playing. Chad held Becky close and took every chance to inhale the scent of his sister's hair. Every time he did she let out a contented sigh.
Not caring if Tara was watching or not, Chad snuck more fragrant neck kisses from his Becky. After a few of them she whispered, "If you keep doing that you're gonna make me wet again, you naughty boy."
Chad responded by kissing Becky's neck once again. He started wondering whether or not he should tell her that Tara had seen what they did. But before he could say anything, Becky's hand moved back between his legs under the blanket. Her eyes went wide when she discovered he wasn't wearing underwear now.
"Naughty brother," she whispered. "But just so you know, while you were making hot chocolate I took off my panties."
Chad could hardly think straight when he realized his sister's pussy was completely uncovered below her sleep shirt. Aware that Tara was now watching them even more closely than before, he reached between Becky's thick, smooth thighs and felt her silken, uncovered pussy. She made a soft purring sound when her brother touched her slit. The way she made him cum little more than half an hour ago didn't matter. The feel of Becky's bare pussy had Chad tingling all over again.
Once they finished their hot drinks, Chad lay down and Becky squeezed in next to him with her back against the back of the couch and her brother lying along the edge. With the blanket over them, she rested her leg across his and lay her face on his chest. He kept his arm around her and held her close.
Tara was watching, though not as closely as before. Having the youngest sibling in the room seemed to inhibit any more exploring under the blanket. But there was no denying the pair were lying like a loving and very intimate couple. Chad couldn't go more than a few minutes without kissing his sister's hair, and she couldn't go any longer without kissing her brother's neck. At one point, Becky angled her head so Chad could kiss her lips, a kiss that lasted so long it qualified as making out.
Chad was aware of Tara watching them kiss. Becky had to be aware of their sister, too, but she just kissed her brother back as if they were alone. If he wasn't going to let it stop him then neither was she. She never even glanced at Tara until the kiss subsided. Only then did Becky seem to think there was a reason to look around and be careful. Still not knowing what her younger sister had already seen, she blushed when she saw Tara watching them, but she didn't show the slightest sign of being ashamed or embarrassed.
"It's okay," Chad told her. "Tara already knows. She saw what we did."
"Ohhhhh." Becky looked shyly at her younger sister. "I'm sorry, Tar. I can't help it how much I missed our brother."
"Yeah, I could tell," said the smarter, younger sister.
Becky giggled. If anything, she took the chance to snuggle even closer to Chad, making sure her big, braless tits were crushing into him. Her brother couldn't control how good that felt. Nor could he forget the fact she wasn't wearing panties now, and with the bottom of her sleep shirt up around her hips her bare mound was rubbing against his hip through his pajama pants. His dick was in danger of getting hard again. It was a relief that Tara was being so tolerant of whatever was going on between them, but Chad was still unsure of how much they should do in front of her. Yet there was a huge part of him that was excited to know their brainy sister could see everything they were doing.
Becky angled her face toward her brother's again, inviting another kiss. He stroked her pretty face briefly and then kissed her. This one went on even longer than the last one, their tongues swirling together between their open lips, and when they finally broke for air he saw Tara watching them with a glassy glaze over her eyes.
Becky saw how Chad was looking at their sister and turned to look at her too. "Are you sure you're not mad, sis?"
"Yeah, I'm sure," Tara said softly, her gaze not wavering.
"I'm really glad. Cuz I'd feel really bad if you were." Then she paused for a minute, and Chad felt Becky's hand move carefully under the blanket until it was over his cock again. She was rubbing his meat through his pajamas, lightly to avoid making an obvious motion under the blanket. "What about jealous?" she asked Tara. "I wouldn't blame you. I would be if I was you."
"Pffff, that's ridiculous." She rolled her eyes with exaggerated drama.
"Okay, good. I'm glad about that too," Becky said, turning back to her brother with a gleeful smile and giving him another long kiss.
Chad caught Tara watching them again, but kissing Becky was too good to resist. As he thought about it, he realized he'd never thought any girl was as pretty as her, or as sweet. The only possible exceptions would be Tara and their mother. He loved kissing Becky deeply and felt good that they didn't have to hide it from Tara. At the same time, Becky was continuously fondling his cock through his pajamas and his meat was swelling back to the same intense hardness he had just a little while before. By now, the motion of Becky's hand under the blanket was becoming obvious, and Tara was staring at that very spot.
Chad couldn't help sighing with pleasure as his sister began massaging his swollen cock again. He didn't care that Tara was watching the motion of their sister's hand under the blanket. She'd already seen them before, and he couldn't help feeling even more aroused knowing their baby sister was watching intently, biting her bottom lip. He started feeling bad for Tara, not because he was doing something so wrong with Becky, but because he didn't want his youngest sister to feel left out. Nor did he want her to feel loved any less than Becky.
"Are we making it weird?" Becky asked Tara, turning to look at the other girl but keeping her hand in motion at the same time.
"Kinda. But not really in a bad way. I don't mind if you keep going." Tara had a dreamy, glazed look in her eye that made both of her older siblings smile.
"Good. I can't help it. I've thought about this forever," the older girl confessed.
"That's no surprise," Tara said with her eyes glued to the motion of her sister's hand under the blanket.
"What's that s'posed to mean?" Becky asked, stroking their brother's rod without stopping.
"Only that everyone in the world knows you've been in love with Chad forever. And that means Mom and Dad, too."
"Yeah, well I'm not the only one who really loves their family, am I, little sis?"
Tara just looked down shyly and blushed. Chad stared at his youngest sister in surprise and curiosity, but then Becky pulled down his pajama pants. Without a second thought, he lifted his ass off the couch just enough so she could pull them down below his balls. She clearly didn't care that the stroking movement of her hand was now clearly displayed with the rise and fall of the blanket still covering Chad's cock.
"Holy fuck," Tara whispered.
Chad wasn't about to stop Becky from stroking him. It felt much too good, and whenever he looked at her face he moaned and thought it was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen who was now massaging his rock hard shaft. And the other most beautiful girl he ever knew was sitting just a few feet away watching them.
"I love doing this for you," Becky told him. "If you only knew how many times I thought about it."
"Mmm, sweet sister," Chad said in a half moan. Then he kissed her again and they kept licking each other's tongue for a long time while her hand kept moving up and down his aching shaft.
Becky leaned close to his ear to whisper. "You got such a nice one. I love how hard and big it is." Then she giggled and buried her face in his chest.
"It's not nice to whisper," Tara complained. She was watching the stroke, stroke, stroke of her sister's hand under the blanket like a hawk.
Becky sighed dramatically. "If you must know, I was just telling our brother he's got a really nice cock. Really big and really hard."
"Oh. Uhh, thanks," Tara replied. "Nice to know."


Then both sisters just started giggling at the sheer craziness of their conversation. Chad might've laughed, too, but Becky had him in a daze of pleasure with her hand. She was good at this, knowing just the way to touch and stroke his cock. After the laughing stopped, he could see motion under Tara's blanket, too, and realized his other sister was rubbing her pussy. The younger of the two sisters whimpered and started rocking her hips in the chair.
Chad couldn't believe Becky was giving him his second hand job in one night while their other sister was fingering herself just a few feet away.
"Beck?" Tara called out shyly.
"Yeah, sis?" Becky said, but keeping her eyes on her brother's face.
"I wanna see you make our brother cum."
"Seriously?"
"Mmm."
"You wanna see our brother cum?"
"Is that okay?"
It was Chad who pulled the blanket out of the way so Tara could see her older sister stroking his excited cock.
"Oh. Wow," Tara said. "Fuck."
"What?" asked Becky.
"You were right. It's really nice."
"And really hard," giggled the older sister.
Chad moaned. Tara was obviously moving her hand faster under the blanket while Becky openly stroked his exposed cock. It was intoxicating enough just to see her fisting his long, thick cock, but seeing their other sister finger herself as she watched made their brother's rod pulse all the harder. He wanted to cum for both of them. Becky had only made him cum inside his briefs the last time, but now she was focused on his cock like she was mesmerized by it. She was staring at his pole with intense concentration, like she was trying to memorize every vein and contour, like it was an important project she had to complete without the slightest mistake.
Her brother only now realized just how much of a sexual creature his next younger sister was. It was like she was made to please a man's cock. Lacking her other sibling's brain power, Becky had one quality she knew how to play like a virtuoso: her immense beauty and sexuality. Chad didn't want to think of how many guys had experienced the pleasure of his sister's incredible passion and skill. All that mattered right now was the masterful stroke and twist of her hand along his pulsing shaft, and the way she brought her other hand to his balls to caress them with just the right touch.
Tara was just as amazed, but Chad wasn't sure if it was because of their sister's intense sexual concentration or just the sight of her big brother's impressively swollen dick. It almost didn't matter. Both of his sisters were about to see his huge rod erupt in a geyser of cum and there was nothing he could do to stop it.
"Oh, Chad, baby, it's the most beautiful cock ever," Becky cooed in a throaty whisper. "Cum for me and Tara, baby. Do it. Cum for your sisters."
That was all it took to send her brother flying over the edge. Trying to stifle his own grunts and groans, Chad rocked his hips and fucked his rod into his sister's rapidly stroking hand. Within seconds the first two spurts of cream flew upward from the head of his pole. Both of his sisters gasped at the same time, and after one more spurt, Becky rapidly enclosed the head of his cock in her mouth and stroked the rest of his load onto her tongue. She greedily swallowed what was left.
Chad's cock kept spurting after Becky took it into her mouth, and then he leaned back into the couch after his peak. He was dazed as he watched Becky lap up all the stray drabbles of cum from her hand and his lower abs. Tara's hand was moving wildly under her blanket. Her eyes were closed now, and she uttered a series of short, deep gasps as her slender body rocked with an explosion of young, feminine pleasure. Even Becky turned to watch their younger sister cum.
When Tara started to catch her breath, she realized that both of her older siblings had just watched her cum. She avoided eye contact with them as she recovered. Even so, Chad felt proud of her for being bold enough to cum in the same room. And he was bowled over by his other sister for making him cum so hard and taking the better part of his cock into her mouth. Becky was an exquisite sexual animal the like of which Chad had never seen. He couldn't imagine what a joy she would be to fuck.
As Becky snuggled up to her satisfied brother, they spent a long time kissing. He tasted himself in his sister's mouth and it felt like the most natural thing in the world. He'd always loved her, but now he wondered if his view of her as a sexual animal was shaded by his love. Did it even matter? She'd just made him cum the way no woman ever had and it was just with her hands and mouth. Now she was plastered to his side as if she were totally devoted to loving and pleasing him.
Of course Chad loved Tara just as much, but she was a whole different girl. Or at least he'd always thought. He was proud of them both, but for different reasons. At least until he saw the power of Tara's climax.
Tara still seemed a little dazed when she got up from her seat and announced she was going to bed. Chad and Becky spent a while longer making out on the couch. He finally got his hands under her shirt and filled them with her smooth, warm tit flesh. Her melons felt heavy and firm, with swollen nipples that made her sigh whenever he squeezed them. Everything about her felt like it was made for him.
"I love making you cum, baby," Becky said. "I'd do it for you every day if you let me."
"Hmm, I'd love that, but what about your boyfriend?" Chad was fishing. He didn't know if his sister had a current boyfriend or not. She could've had a dozen of them if she wanted. It wasn't as if a girl like Becky ever lacked for male attention.
"I don't have one, silly," she said.
"Baby, it's really hard to believe a gorgeous and, um, talented, girl like you wouldn't have one."
"I don't want one," she pouted. "At least not any guy around here. Buncha creeps." She looked at her brother with a promising twinkle in her eye, but then suddenly frowned. "Do you have a girlfriend back where you're living now?"
Chad was surprised to see the worried look on her face. "No, Beck. Not now. We broke up a couple of months ago."
"How come?"
"We just didn't click, ya know? Kinda like every girlfriend I had before."
Becky grinned from ear to ear.
"You like that, huh?" her brother said, amused.
She nodded enthusiastically. "Yessssss." Then she snuggled closer and rested her face on his chest. Chad stroked her silky hair a while they were silent. Then, after a while, Becky said, "We click, though, don't we?"
Chad sighed. "We always did, sweetie. There's just that little thing about you and me being brother and sister."
"Hmmm, that didn't bother you when you were cumming in my mouth."
"No, you're right. It didn't. All I could think about was how much I love you and how beautiful you are."
Becky made a kittenish mewling sound. They went quiet again for a while. "I wish you'd come back home," she said suddenly. "I hate it when you're away."
"I miss you, too, baby. But I've got this job now. It's a really good one, and a really nice apartment. Things are going really well. Except I don't have my beautiful sister. That's the only problem."
"Exactly." Another long pause. "Ya know, I'm the one who should be your girlfriend. You even said it yourself ... we click."
"You'd be the best girlfriend in the world, baby. But I'm still your brother."
"I. Don't. Care. Mister."
Chad couldn't help smiling. He didn't care about that, either, but he knew plenty of other people would. But how much did other people matter? He'd never meet a girl like Becky as long as he lived. If anything, being his sister not only made him love her more, but it actually turned him on more, too. He wanted to do much more with Becky, but after she made him cum twice within an hour or so and then snuggling with her on the big couch he felt himself getting sleepy. He gave his sister's ass a playful squeeze and told her it was time to call it a day.
When Chad got into the bed in his old room he knew as soon as his head hit the pillow he wasn't falling asleep anytime soon. He hadn't been back twenty-four hours and so much had already happened. It was good to be back with his family. He'd known it would be good to be around Becky again, but he certainly never expected things to go as far as they had. Not that he minded. Strangely enough, he didn't feel the least bit of guilt about what he and Becky had done, and it was obvious she didn't, either.
All of her talk about being his girlfriend made his pulse race. She didn't even skip a beat to think there was anything bad about a sibling relationship. Chad really didn't care about it, either, but once the holidays were over he'd be going back to his life over a thousand miles away. Then where would they be? Even if he didn't have to go, how was anyone supposed to really keep up a sexual relationship with their sibling?
It wasn't easy, but he managed to fall asleep. When he woke up again a couple of hours later he had to check his phone to see what time it was. 3:00 a.m. Fuck. At this rate he'd be worthless all day tomorrow when he was planning to go out and get his shopping done. Christmas Eve was the following day and he wanted to get it done.
III
"Go ahead," said Ellen, who was lying in bed with her back to her husband. "I know you can't wait to go to her room."
Bob was sitting on the edge of their bed. It was three in the morning and he thought his wife had already fallen asleep. It wasn't like his nightly visits to their youngest daughter's room were a secret anymore, but to do his private business while she was sleeping just seemed more in keeping with propriety. Even so, she was the one who decided to start fucking her cousin again, something she hadn't done since they got married. If that hadn't happened, maybe he'd be just as happy staying where he was and feeding his needful cock to his own wife.
Who was he kidding? Nothing would stop him from tiptoeing down the hall in the wee hours of the morning. It wasn't that Bob and Ellen didn't love each other anymore. They had simply realized they both had needs that went beyond their marital bed. They were still on good terms, and still had sex with each other. Ellen had even invited Bob to join in a threesome with her and her cousin, Freddie. She said it was something she always wanted to try. Bob told her he was still thinking about it, but he claimed his current situation made him say no to it so far.
However, the real reason he hadn't given Ellen a yes about a threesome yet was because her cousin was bisexual and Bob wasn't sure if he was ready to try that. Back in college, he and his roommate had given each other mutual handjobs several times, but that was just because they were young, horny and needed to cum when there weren't any girls on the horizon. He had to admit having another guy's hand on his cock had felt incredibly good, and he'd loved the way his roommate's cock throbbed and pulsed in his own hand. Off and on through the years since, Bob found himself wishing he'd sucked his old roommate's cock just to know what it was like. It seemed he'd never have such a chance again until Ellen brought up the idea about the two of them playing with her cousin.
"Alright, Honey," he finally said, thoughts of what he was about to do overshadowing his thoughts of cock play from years before. "Try to get some sleep, okay?"
"I will. Just be extra quiet tonight with Chad in the house. He might not be as understanding as the rest of the family."
Bob frowned, thinking about what he'd seen their son and Becky doing while he pretended to be dozing in front of an old, holiday movie. If it weren't for everything else that had been going on under their roof he would've been even more disappointed with Becky. It wasn't as if Bob didn't love his middle child. He just didn't know what to do with her. She'd always looked up to Chad more than anyone in the family, including her parents. And all through high school and community college she'd majored in booty shorts and tank tops, managing to fail every subject except fashion design.
Bob didn't think there'd been anything sexual going on between Chad and Becky before his son left for college, but there obviously was now. Tara wouldn't allow him to say anything about it, but that didn't mean he had to like it. Becky just wasn't the kind of girl he imagined his successful son getting involved with, sister or not.
It was easy to understand the temptation, though. Becky was red hot and sexy no matter what way you looked at it. As her father, even he was never immune to effect she had in carelessly revealing choices of outfits. Becky had unknowingly given her father countless erections, which only made his frustration with her that much worse. Even now, his cock was already rising as he thought back to the sight of Chad's fingers sliding up in his sister's unwittingly exposed fuck hole.
"Jesus," Bob whispered to himself, giving his rapidly swelling cock a squeeze through his pajamas.
"Sounds like you better hurry," his wife snickered quietly. "Just remember to be careful while Chad's here."
"Yes, yes, so you've said," he agreed, standing up.
Bob's pajamas tented in front as he made his way to the bedroom door. He silently let himself out into the hall and made his way to the room at the end.
Bob was like an older, slightly stockier version of Chad, with his dark brown hair just beginning to grey here and there. The prominent size of the erection in his pajamas was yet another reflection of attributes passed from father to son. With his cock bulging forward, he silently let himself into Tara's room. Obviously, Bob had special feelings for his younger daughter. She was the one who finally let him see how it was to have a real Daddy's girl in his life. What they had together was beyond special, and he loved her more than anything in the world.
Bob padded quietly to his daughter's bed and sat gently on the side. She was lying on her side, facing the wall, and he was afraid she was still asleep. But when he sat on the bed she immediately turned around.
"Daddy, what took you so long?" she asked. "I've been waiting forever."
Bob smiled, happy to know his pretty youngest had been so eager for his visit. "I'm sorry, Pumpkin. Your mother is being overly cautious now that Chad's here."
"After the show they put on for us during the movie I hardly think Chad's gonna care what we do," she said with a devilish smirk.
"I suppose you're right about that, sugar plum," her father chuckled.
Tara then took an obvious look at the tent in her father's pajamas. The sight of his aroused pole put a sweet smile on the girl's face. "Looks like Becky's little performance got you going."
"Ugh, your sister is a slut," the man grunted. "This cock is entirely for you, baby. Daddy likes good girls."
"Uh, Dad, hello? You sneak in my room every night so I can let you cum in my mouth or pussy. How good can I be?" Tara never liked it when her father said anything demeaning about Becky. But that didn't keep her from reaching out from under her blanket and fondling his cock through the material of his pajamas.
Bob sighed deeply the second his youngest daughter started to feel his excited flesh. He let his head roll back and closed his eyes for a moment. "Oh, Pumpkin, that feels so good."
"I like it you're already hard for me, Dad. I don't even care if it's from watching Chad finger Becky's pussy." She followed the comment with a devilish snicker.
Bob was feeling too good to protest. Besides, his youngest daughter was also the smart one. He could try to deny it, but Tara would see right through the lie. She was also pulling his pajama pants down over his cock. He lifted up so she could push them further down his legs. Then she took hold of her father's hard, warm shaft and gently started stroking him, causing him to let out another long, low moan of pleasure.
Bob opened his eyes so he could look at his pretty daughter while she fondled his cock. He stared in awe. No matter how many times he watched his baby girl play with his flesh he could never get tired of it. It had the added benefit that her skills kept growing the more he kept going to her room in the middle of the night.
"You like me touching your dick, don't you, Daddy?"
"Oh yes, baby, you know I do."
"Okay, then you have to promise to be nicer to Becky or we can't keep doing this. And I don't want to stop any more than you do."
"I promise, Pumpkin, I promise," he groaned. "Just don't stop jerking Daddy's cock."
"Thank you, Daddy, you're the best ever," Tara purred. "Just for being so nice, I have a present for you."
"Mmmmmm, I can't wait to see what it is."
With a playful giggle, Tara pulled the blanket off her body with one hand while she kept the other moving up and down her father's cock. When the blanket came off, the girl's entire, naked and hair-free body was revealed, right down to her puffy, wet girl slit.
"I'm already naked for you, Daddy. I know you like to undress me, but you made me wait so long I already stripped for you."
"Fuck," the girl's father whispered reverently.
Tara giggled with satisfaction. She loved making her father gasp in awe and he knew it. Then again, he loved the way she teased him even more than she did. And now her tender young body was laid out before him like a delicious prize.
Bob stood up and pushed his pajama pants the rest of the way off. Then he took off the top and sat back down beside his daughter, now just as naked as she was. Now that he was naked, Tara's hand explored her father's equipment completely, rubbing over the shaft and head, and then back down to caress his balls.
"Want me to suck it tonight, Dad?" Tara asked. "Becky sucked Chad's. She took his cum right in her mouth and swallowed it like ice cream, just like I do for you."
Bob moaned weakly. His cock was throbbing even harder now and precum started to dribble from the head. Tara was becoming more confident with every nightly visit, and he loved hearing her talk dirty. He also couldn't help thinking about his other daughter with her brother's hard cock in her mouth. The only real surprise there was how long it took them to give in to their real feelings for each other.
"Pumpkin, how do you know Becky ate your brother's cum?" Regardless of how aroused he was, Bob was too curious to let it go. But the thought of Becky eating her brother's cum was arousing him even more.
"They let me watch," she giggled.
"When did my little angel turn into such a naughty vixen?" Bob asked with pride. Alone with Daddy in her bedroom, Tara was proving to be more like her sister all the time.
"Probably when I started giving my dad handjobs in the middle of the night."
"But it's an act of love, sweetheart."
"I can't argue with that, Daddy."
"You know I love you more than anything, don't you?"
"Of course, Dad. I love you too."
Bob then leaned over and kissed his younger daughter. The kiss turned deep and dirty right away, with Tara opening her mouth to her father's tongue. Bob loved the way his baby girl warmed up to dirty, hot soul kissing. She put her hand back around his cock and continued stroking it while he explored her smooth body with both hands. He spent a long time exploring her pert, young titties. They were the smallest ones he'd played with in a long time, but they were so cute and perky he couldn't keep his hands off them. The girl's nipples were hard as little pebbles now, and she whimpered like a sweet little kitten every time her father gave them a firm, twisty pinch.
Bob's cock was pulsing with excitement in his little girl's hand. He loved everything about his sweet, little princess, especially the way her slender, delicate hand felt as it wrapped around his rock hard shaft. He might've been happy enough to just keep fucking her dainty hand, but the delights and pleasures of her tender, young body were an untold joy to be savored as much as he could.


Bob's hands gradually slipped down Tara's silky body until he was fondling the cheeks of her ass. The girl's buttocks were so firm and shapely, like a pair of perfect flesh bubbles barely bigger than the span of her dad's fingers. Bob kneaded the perky mounds of flesh until one of his hands moved to the front of her body and cupped her silken pussy mound. He never tired of the way the girl moaned into his mouth as his fingers delved between her juicy pussy lips. She loved being fingered by her daddy and Bob was more than willing to give her sweet pussy a loving rub anytime, anywhere.
While his fingers stroked and probed at Tara's increasingly wet slit, the girl threw her head back, breaking their long kiss so she could gasp for air. She spread her legs further apart and her father slid a pair of fingers into her slippery tunnel, bringing a louder, deeper gasp out of her mouth. She lay back and cooed with pleasure while he slid his fingers in and out of her hole.
Bob admired his naked daughter with loving eyes as she cooed and squirmed around his patiently pumping fingers. He loved seeing the way her dainty pussy lips moved with the thrust of his fingers and the way her sweet juices kept flowing and spreading all over her skin.
"Ohhhh, Daddy," she purred, "That feels so good. I love the way you touch my pussy."
"And I love touching your pussy, Pumpkin. So much. It's the prettiest little pussy in the world, and you're the prettiest girl your daddy ever kissed."
"Ohhh, ahhhhh, yessssss, Daddyyyyyy," she moaned.
Bob smiled to himself. He knew how much Tara liked it when he told her she was beautiful, and he liked being able to tell her, especially when she was holding his cock. Her stroking of his shaft was erratic while he fingered her slippery hole and started to roll his thumb back and forth over her hard, little clit. She gasped sharply when her dad touched her clit.
Bob's dick was throbbing like mad. He was dying to plunge his rod into his baby girl's tight pussy, but watching her get so juicy and hot from his experienced fingering was making his mouth water for her taste. He pulled his fingers out of her long enough to move up over her body. Straddling the girl's head, he brought his dripping cock close to her pliant, young lips. He moaned when he felt his pumpkin grip the base of his rod and begin licking all around the head.
"Mmmm, Daddy, I love the way your cock tastes when it gets all wet and juicy with precum," she cooed. Then she took him into her mouth and began gently sucking while he slowly slipped his shaft in and out between her lips.
The girl's father was in sheer ecstasy. He never pumped too deeply into her mouth, just enough to let the more sensitive area around his cock head feel the wet texture of her tongue and lips. His daughter's mouth was pure heaven, but he thought the same thing about her pussy as he lowered his head between her thighs and completed their sixty-nine. Tara moaned around the hard man flesh in her mouth when her dad's tongue explored the gooey folds of her slit.
Father and daughter lost themselves to the intense pleasure of each other's mouth and tongue. Bob lapped into the girl's hole, licking her as deeply from inside as he could get. She rewarded him with deeper moans and harder sucking, but the best part was the fresh ooze of girl honey out of her horny slit.
Despite having her lips around the shaft of her father's excited cock, Tara's moans were becoming loud enough for the rest of the family to hear. Bob didn't care. He was losing track of his own volume, and after what happened between Chad and Becky earlier it didn't seem like there was much reason to be as discreet as Ellen said they should. He could easily tell that Tara was even more excited than usual after watching her older siblings play on the couch downstairs. He wished he could've seen the second part where Becky took her brother's cock in her mouth.
As strict as Bob had always been with his middle child, he was far from oblivious to her sexy, sensual nature. Being more overtly sexual than her younger sister, Becky had been the subject of many torrid fantasies for her father. If he hadn't been so strict with her, maybe he'd be sixty-nining with her instead. The thought appealed to him enough to make his cock pulse even harder against the younger sister's tongue. It was hot to think about, but he was happy with his beautiful Tara, and now that Becky had crossed the line with her brother, Bob knew Chad would treat Becky better than her usual choices in other guys.
With Tara's legs open as far as they could go, Bob slipped his fingers back in the girl's hole and closed his lips over her swollen clit. He loved the mewling whimpers and moans she made when he suckled her clit. With his fingers going in and out of her slick tunnel at the same time she let him know how much she loved it by sucking harder and deeper on his cock.
Bob was pumping his cock deeper into Tara's mouth than ever before, but she was taking his passionate thrusts with ease. While gently sucking her clit, he couldn't help wondering if watching her sister suck their brother's cock had given Tara a few pointers. There was no denying Becky had far more experience sucking cocks than her younger sister, but the thought of it was making their dad's cock throb with need. When Tara started to cum, she climaxed harder than her father had seen before, except when she came with his cock inside her pussy.
The head of the household was more convinced than ever that Tara's voyeuristic experience with her brother and sister had driven her arousal to a new level. Bob was overjoyed to be the one to savor the benefit. He strained to hold off cumming as his baby girl's hot pussy squirted around his pumping fingers. It was the first time he'd ever seen her squirt, and the excitement got the best of his control. With deep, desperate gasps, Bob drove his cock into the girl's welcoming mouth until his spunk was squirting all the way to her tonsils.
Tara's second climax was even harder than the first, and she squirted even more delicious girl juice while her dad's cum was spurting into her mouth. Bob came so hard he felt dazed, and when his daughter's second climax was past, he eagerly lapped up all the juices she squirted at the height of her pleasure.
"Oh, Pumpkin, you're so amazing," Bob told her as he rose up off her body. He repositioned himself to cuddle with her. He loved seeing the dreamy, faraway look in her pretty eyes.
"Oh, Dad, that felt so good," she sighed softly. "You take such good care of me."
"I always will, sweetheart. Daddy loves you so much."
"Mmmm, I love you, too, Dad. Just remember what I said about Becky, okay?"
"I will, honey. Maybe you're right. Maybe I've been too hard on your sister."
Tara giggled. "Be nice to her and you can be hard on me whenever you want."
Bob snickered at his daughter's joke, and then they spent a long time kissing and fondling each other. He could feel his cock already tingling with desire, but Tara had cum so hard she was getting sleepy. As much as he wanted to fuck her, he let his princess go to sleep and got out of her bed.
He was semi-erect when he padded quietly back to his own bedroom. He didn't bother putting his pajamas back on just to sneak down the hall while everyone was asleep. He was surprised to find that his wife was still awake. She turned to see him getting back into bed with a cock that had obviously not been fully satisfied.
"Well this is a first," Ellen noted. "You're usually so spent when you come back from Tara's room."
"The girl's pretty tired tonight," he told her. "I guess it's the extra excitement of having Chad home. She does miss her brother when he's gone."
"Mhmm."
Bob didn't mention anything about Tara getting excited from watching Chad and Becky play with each other downstairs, or how that was part of the reason he was still horny.
For the first time since Ellen had started fucking her cousin, Freddie, again, she reached over and took hold of her husband's cock. She gently stroked his flesh as it started to swell back to a fully aroused state.
"Ohh, Honey," Bob moaned. "That feels so good. I've missed this."
Ellen kept stroking her husband but was lost in thought for a minute or two. "We still love each other, don't we, Bob?"
"Of course we do. At least I hope so. Just because I'm fucking our daughter doesn't mean I love you any less. I meant the vows I made to you all those years ago."
"Thank you for saying that, babe. I want you to know it's the same for me. I mean, you love Tara, and you know I love Freddie, but I don't want that to change things for us."
"It doesn't have to, my love. Maybe we should just admit to ourselves that we have an open marriage and figure out a way to make it work."
"Oh, Bob, it makes me so happy to hear you say that. I do love you always, and there's something else that occurs to me, too."
"Yes, darling?"
"Well, since we both seem to be attracted to sex with family, maybe we're more compatible than we ever considered before."
"As obvious as that seems now, I didn't even think of it that way before, but you're absolutely right," he said, caressing his wife's large tits for the first time in months. Ellen's nipples were hard and throbbing within seconds, and now her hand was stroking his fully engorged cock.
Bob decided to tell his wife about what he and Tara had seen downstairs, then about what Tara saw after he and Ellen had gone upstairs to bed. While he told her, his hand slipped between her thighs to find a very wet, aroused pussy. Ellen was like an even curvier version of Becky, and she moaned in approval when Bob slid his fingers into her hole.
"Chad always reminded me so much of you," she said. "I'm glad Becky is feeling a good man's love. A man like her daddy, not just the lust of those boys her age."
Bob agreed with her, and with Ellen stroking his cock, he decided to apologize to Becky for being so strict with her the next day.
"Baby? Have you thought any more about what I asked you?" Ellen said, now caressing her husband's balls with the other hand.
"I have, babe. I just don't know, what with Freddie being bi."
"It's makes me so wet when I think about it."
"I know," her husband replied with a knowing grin.
Ellen then positioned herself on top of Bob, straddling his hips as she lowered her dripping pussy onto the head of his cock. They both moaned deeply while she impaled herself on his pole. She knew just what to say to tease him as she began slowly rising and falling on his rock hard dick.
"You have to admit, Freddie's a good looking guy, and he has a great body," Ellen said.
"You should know," Bob chuckled between groans of pleasure.
"Mmmmm, I also know what a big, beautiful cock he has. That's why I could never resist him. Just like the way you can't help getting hard for Tara."
"Fuck. I know why he could never resist you, either."
Ellen leaned lower, mashing her full tits against her naked husband while she rocked her hips steadily on his cock. Her voice dropped to a sultry purr while she milked his shaft with her pussy.
"I know you liked jerking off your roommate in college, baby. Did you think I'd forget about you telling me that?"
Bob just groaned in response. She was right and she knew it.
"And I know you like the way he jerked you, too," Ellen added, steadily rocking her pussy along his shaft. "You wanted to suck it, too, didn't you, baby? You wanted to feel him pulse and squirt that cum in your mouth. Oh god, baby, it's so good to feel a hard cock pumping cum in your mouth. I want you to know what that's like."
"Fuck, baby. You make it sound so ..."
"So good? Because it is. And just think of me sharing your cock with my cousin. Or you and me sharing his cock. I know you'd both cum so hard for me, and just think of how hard it would make me cum."
Ellen's excitement was growing. Her moans grew deeper and louder, and Bob couldn't help feeling more turned on than ever by her lewd suggestions. He started thrusting up into his wife's pussy as their bodies rocked in unison.
"Let's do it, baby," the man groaned. "Let's fuck your cousin together, the way it always should've been."
"Oh, fuck, yes!" Ellen cried, not thinking about the volume of her cries and moans.
Bob was so excited he pumped harder and faster than ever into his wife's dripping pussy hole. They kissed more passionately than they had for a long time, and Bob pumped so hard and fast he started cumming in Ellen's pussy, but he didn't stop until she shuddered and squeezed his rod with her inner tube through a hot, hard climax of her own.
IV
While Chad lay awake, he couldn't stop thinking about Becky, which quickly led to thinking about the way she made him cum in front of Tara. His cock responded by prickling with arousal, soon growing as big and hard as he'd been when Becky was fondling him. He kicked off the sheets and pushed his briefs just past his balls and began stroking his shaft.
"Ohhh, Becky," he sighed. "How do you do these things to me?"
It had felt so good when they made each other cum the first time, but the second time was so intense it left him dazed. As he stroked his rod he thought of how he wanted to make her cum just as hard. He felt like he owed her one. But it was more than that. He wanted to make her feel his love for her.
Muted sounds of sexual moans were coming from his parents' room. It was a good sign, considering how Tara had told him things had been weird between them. But it was also a good opportunity to chance getting out of bed and sneaking out of his room without being heard. He pulled his briefs back over his hard on and padded barefoot toward Becky's room wearing nothing but his briefs. He quietly slipped inside and shut the door behind him. What greeted him was a truly breathtaking sight.
Becky was sleeping on her side with her back toward the door. The bed clothes were down by her feet, leaving her uncovered. She was still wearing her sleep shirt, but it was in a bunch around her torso, leaving the lower half of her body uncovered. Chad followed the curve of her waist as it rose up toward her rounded hip, and then the sight her of fully uncovered ass in the shape of an inflated heart. Her upper leg was bent forward while the lower extended straight toward the foot of the bed. Her brother's cock pulsed and strained against the clingy confines of his briefs.
Quietly crossing the room, Chad gently sat on the side of his sister's bed and laid his hand on her exposed hip. He gently rocked her body and whispered her name.
"Beck, Beck, are you awake?"
After a few seconds of this, she rolled to her back and opened her eyes, looking up at her brother with a sleepy grin.
"I am now," she giggled.
"Sorry. I couldn't sleep. I can't stop thinking about you. I was just thinking if you were awake too we could talk."
"Hmmm." Becky cast a glance at the bulging tent in her brother's briefs. "So you sneak in my room in the middle of the night with that huge boner cuz you wanna talk?"
They both laughed softly. "I missed you," he told her.
"Good," she said with a coy smile. "'Cuz I missed you even more." Then she reached for his briefs and started rubbing his cock through the material. Chad sighed and started feeling her leg. Her hand felt too good.
"So, um...what did you wanna talk about, big brother?" she asked in teasing tone. Then she pulled the band of his briefs over his cock to expose his shaft. She caught his rigid meat deftly in her hand and started to stroke him.
"Ahhhhh," Chad sighed. "I -- I -- don't remember."
Becky giggled. Her hand was sliding all over his shaft and moving down to caress his balls. The way she touched him felt like magic. Or was it because she was his hot sister and the taboo of incestuous play turned him on? Or was it because he was in love with her since before he left home? He thought it was probably a combination of all three.
"Oh sis, that feels so good," he sighed.
"Let's get rid of the briefs, okay, baby?"
"Then I'll be naked," he grinned.
"That's the point, silly."
"But I'll be the only one." He raised an eyebrow.
"That's easy to fix." She quickly sat up and pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it on the floor. Now she was fully naked in front of her brother for the first time. Her spectacular tits barely quivered as he stared at her body. Her nipples were stiff and swollen, and her areolas were almost the same color as the rest of her skin. Chad's cock oozed precum at the sight of her, but he finally brought his eyes back to her face. He stood up and shoved his briefs to the floor, then stepped out of them. His cock was jutting forward hard and thick, and his sister licked her lips as she studied the large organ in front of her.
"I can't believe how perfect you are," Chad said as he took his sister's large tits into each of his hands. He gently squeezed and kneaded her weighty orbs, marveling at how they could feel so silky yet so firm.
Becky sighed and stroked her brother's cock while he savored the feel of her gorgeous tits.
"I wish I was perfect," she said. "I just wanna be perfect for you."
"Baby, you're the sweetest, most beautiful girl I've ever seen."
"You'll make me cry if you say things like that."
"Becky ... your brother loves you more than anyone in the world."
He leaned in and kissed her. It was a kiss of deep, mutual hunger where their tongues were writhing together like a pair of bodies fucking. Chad kept one hand exploring his sister's impressive tits while he moved the other between her legs and started massaging her slit. She was already moist when he touched her, but as he ran his fingers up and down her slit her juices flushed hard. She mewled and whimpered into his mouth at the gliding stroke of his large fingers.
Chad guided his sister backward so she was lying down again and started kissing her with renewed force. Becky clutched the back of his head and kissed him back just as hard. He fondled those glorious tits eagerly, eventually kissing his way down her neck to the swollen nipples topping her generous mounds. As he went back and forth sucking her nubs, he pushed his hand back between her thighs and continued stroking her slit. Her bald pussy was slick and creamy, and Chad soon slid a pair of fingers into her slippery sheath. When he started massaging her G spot she started gasping so hard she couldn't keep kissing him anymore. Her back arched and her tits pushed up and slightly outward as her curvaceous body shuddered and squirmed.
Keeping his fingers in motion over his sister's sweet spot, Chad moved lower and battered the girl's pebble-hard clit with his tongue.
"Oh. Oh. Ohhhhhh, Chaaaaaaaad," she moaned, grinding her pussy into his face.
He soon began sucking her clit nearly as hard as he'd sucked on her nipples. Her whole body went stiff as her hips jerked uncontrollably.
"Oooohhhh, Chad, fuck!" she cried too loud. "You're making me cum so good. Oh so fuuuuuucking gooood!"
Chad kept working his sister's succulent pussy with his mouth and fingers as her body rocked with pleasure. Suddenly she grunted and unleashed a squirting spray of girl cum all over his face. Her climax went on longer than her brother had ever seen any girl cum, until she finally fell limp against her mattress. Before she had a chance to recover, he moved up to kiss her and make her taste her own ooze on his lips. She kissed him back and mewled happily into his mouth.
"Oh, Chad, that was amazing!"
"I think you're amazing," he said, moving into the space between her thick, shapely thighs. He nudged his cock against her pussy lips, letting her know what was yet to come. "I need you, Becky. So bad. If you don't want this you better say so now, because in a couple of seconds I'm putting this cock all the way up in that delicious pussy."


"Fuck me, baby. I need my big brother in my pussy. Do it now ... pleeeeeeze."
Chad's cock was pulsing with need like never before. He was dying to plunge his cock into his luscious sister's cunt, but he found himself staring at her in awe. She was staring back with the very same look in her eye. Even after all their earlier playing, the reality suddenly hit him like a tree falling on his head. Was he really about to fuck his sister? One look at the adoring expression on her face gave him the answer he already knew. Yes. He was going to love this beautiful creature with every inch of his aching cock. Becky bit her bottom lip as he pushed the head of his organ into her pink treasure just past the ridge of his knob.
"Ohhhh, Chad, you're inside me now. Make me yours. All yours."
"I love you, Becky. God, I love you so much and I always have."
"I love you too, baby," she cooed. "That's why I've been saving my pussy for you."
He looked at her in shock. It didn't seem likely that a girl as sexy and hot as Becky would be a virgin at her age. She read her brother's disbelief right away.
"How do you think I got so good with my mouth and hands, silly?" she snickered. "It keeps those creepy boys out of my hole. I've always known that part was only gonna be for you. I always knew you'd come back for me."
"Becky," he whispered. His cock was slipping deeper as if it had a mind of its own. "Are you my girl?"
"Forever, baby."
With a throaty grunt, Chad pushed his cock the rest of the way home. Becky whimpered and gasped at the sudden filling of her tight, wet core for the first time. He crushed more of his weight onto her body, grinding his chest onto the perfect mounds of her fabulous tits. He rained kisses over her face and neck as he started pushing and pulling his long, sturdy shaft in and out of her hole.
"Oh, Becky, you feel so amazing," he groaned, his whole body rocking with the thrust of his ravenous cock.
His sister's sweet cunt felt like it was created just to wrap itself around his driving pole and squeeze him like a sucking mouth. The pleasure of this luscious girl was so intense he didn't know how he could ever feel this way with anyone else. She circled her legs around his waist and rocked her body to the rhythm of her brother's eager thrusts.
"Oh, ohhhh fuck, I can't believe I'm cumming already," she cried. "Nothing feels better than my brother's huge cock."
Chad thrust and pumped into his sister as if his life depended on it. The way she moved with him, her pussy rippling and milking his cock was the greatest sensation of his life. It drove him to fuck her harder and faster, which only made her keep cumming. He didn't know how he managed, but his sister had four orgasms by the time he finally lost control and poured a head-spinning gusher of cum deeply into her hole.
When they finally stopped moving, his cock was still inside her and they stared at each other in awe, as if what just happened was too good to be real.
"I can't believe you really filled me up with your cum. I really belong to my big brother now," Becky sighed.
Chad didn't know what to say. He didn't want to think about having to leave her behind all over again after the holidays, but it was always there in the back of his mind.
"I love you so much," he told her, as if that covered what needed to be said.
When his cock finally slipped free of her cum-filled pussy, Chad moved to her side and cradled her in his arms as she molded her naked body to his. It probably wasn't wise to stay too much longer, but he needed to hold her as much as she needed him to. As they lay together, no longer merely brother and sister but a passionate couple very much in love, the sounds of pleasure and passion from their parents' room started getting louder. It was obvious that Bob and Ellen were making each other cum at the same time. Becky giggled.
"That's usually what I hear coming from Tara's room at this time of night," she said in a playful sing song.
"Seriously?" Chad was taken aback, to say the least. "You mean Dad's been fucking Tara?"
"Shhh, don't say anything, okay? They don't think I know. Besides, I think it's sweet. At least Daddy's being nice to one of us."
"What about Mom?"
"Pretty sure she knows, but I could be wrong. Besides, she's been fucking Cousin Freddie and Dad knows about it for sure."
"Wow. How is it that you know all this stuff?"
"You forget how thin the walls are in this house."
Chad took a minute to let it all sink in. At least he didn't have to feel guilty now about fucking Becky under their parents' roof. He suddenly realized Tara was the sister to give up her virginity first. It was the last thing he would've expected, but it made him smile and feel incredibly proud of both his sisters for different reasons. He became quiet and thoughtful.
"Hey, what are you thinking about there, mister?" his sister prodded.
"Oh, nothing important," he lied. But he kept turning a certain idea over and over in his mind. Once he had everything settled in his own mind, he would tell his beloved Becky. He didn't want to speak too soon, but he was pretty sure his mind was already made up. It wasn't long before the naked brother and sister fell happily asleep in each other's arms.
It was past nine when Chad woke up and found himself lying naked in bed beside his equally naked sister. Becky was still sleeping with her fine, round ass snuggled against her brother's cock. Being first thing in the morning, Chad's cock was as hard as a marble column and waking up to his swollen shaft being nestled between the full, firm cheeks of his little sister's ass was a luxury that couldn't be replaced.
But there were sounds of activity in the house, coming from downstairs. The rest of the family was up, and Chad muttered a curse for falling asleep in Becky's room. What if someone noticed he hadn't spent the night in his own room? Tara wouldn't mind, but their parents might be another matter. Then he remembered what Becky had told him about their father and Tara, and the fact she thought their mother probably knew, too. He decided he was going to be open and straightforward about his new relationship with Becky. He wasn't about to give her up, and it would end up coming out anyway once he told Becky what he was thinking about just before they fell asleep.
Unable to resist, Chad reached around Becky and cupped one of her heavy, bare tits in his hand while he gently ground his cock into the groove between her ass cheeks. When she responded with a delirious purring sound he knew his sister was already awake. He brushed her hair behind her ear and kissed her neck, then she turned her head and they caught each other's lips.
After a long, soul-searching kiss, with Chad kneading his sister's hefty boob, Becky lifted her upper leg and reached down to pull his cock between her thighs. She closed her legs and held his warm shaft trapped in between them.
"Mmmm, this is the bestest way to wake up ever," Becky cooed.
She lifted her leg again and pushed the head of Chad's cock against her pussy lips, taking the first couple inches of his rod into her already wet pussy. "Give it to me, darling. I need more of my big brother's cock before you go."
"Oh god, Beck," Chad groaned, pushing more of his shaft into the creamy, pink goodness of his sister's sweet hole. "This is so bad. Everyone's awake. They'll probably hear us."
"I don't care," she pouted. "Besides, Tara already knows, and I don't care who else knows how much I love my gorgeous brother."
Chad kissed his hot sister deeply. He was now sure of what he wanted to say to Becky, but that would have to wait. A few seconds later, his substantial cock was completely embedded in her warm, wet tunnel.
"Ohhhhh, baby, it's so good," she cooed. "I need that hot thing in me every day. Fuck, I can't believe it's really inside me."
"Neither can I, baby sis. And I'm never letting you go. Fuck, I need you so bad."
"Ahhhhh, yes, fuck your sister!" Becky crooned too loudly. "Fuck me every day forever!"
Chad stroked his red hot member in and out of his sister's body for the second time in just a few hours. He couldn't deny how good she felt. They were both soon moaning and breathing hard while brother fucked sister from behind. Becky lowered her hand and rubbed her clit while Chad's cock steadily pumped into her body. He was amazed and also relieved at how quick she was to cum. He was just as amazed by how tightly her pussy clenched at his rod during her climax. He couldn't hold back, although he didn't try. He closed his eyes and moaned while the pleasure of his cum jetting through his cock shaft into his beautiful sister's body turned his mind blank.
Stealing just a few more minutes to snuggle and make out with his sister, Chad finally promised her they'd be together again as soon as they could. Reluctantly, he forced himself out of Becky's bed and picked up his briefs from the floor. With his underwear balled up in one hand, he opened the door just wide enough to make sure the hallway was clear. Then he made it to his room, and after that he went back across the hall for a shower. He finally went downstairs in fresh jeans and a jersey.
When he walked into the kitchen, the entire rest of the family were already there: mother, father and baby sister, Tara. Tara was eating a fruit mix while their parents were sipping coffee. They all turned to look at Chad and he immediately realized they all knew what he'd been doing upstairs with Becky. They clearly heard every moan, gasp and cry of pleasure. No one looked mad, though. If anything, they all looked pretty happy.
"Morning, stud," Tara quipped with a smirk.
Chad flashed his youngest sister a mock sneer. "I hope you left some coffee for everyone else, brat," he flung back at her, returning her coy smile.
"Yeah, but you're gonna need some protein, too, tiger."
Chad couldn't suppress a brief laugh. Then his mother cut in.
"Oh, stop teasing your brother, Tara. He's barely even awake yet."
Ellen looked more radiant than her son had seen in a long time. But after what he overheard the night before he didn't have to wonder why. It was also impossible to look at her the same way anymore. Things fell into a weird but friendly silence. His whole family was sitting there knowing where he'd been overnight and what he'd been doing. It wasn't the kind of Christmas Eve morning he ever expected, but he sure felt relieved, not to mention still getting used to everything he'd learned from Becky about what the others were doing.
Chad's mother wasn't the only member of the family he couldn't look at the same way. After learning about his father and youngest sister it was almost like being in the midst of a totally different family. He gave his sister a curious look and she blushed. He wondered if that meant she realized he knew about her and their father.
Everyone was seated around the island countertop, and Chad took the last remaining stool to sit and drink some coffee. He was sitting on the same side as his mother, who was still wearing a satiny, white robe that exposed her shapely thighs as she sat with her legs crossed. Tara was wearing flannel pajama pants and a tight T shirt that revealed the lack of a bra underneath. Only Chad and his father were fully dressed for the day.
Things were quiet the next few minutes until Becky came down. Her hair was still damp from showering, and she was only wearing a T shirt that barely covered the cheeks of her sumptuous ass. Underneath, her large tits wobbled freely and conspicuously. Chad couldn't help taking a deep breath at the sight of her, and Becky responded with the biggest, brightest grin he'd ever seen. She didn't show the slightest embarrassment over the fact that everyone in the room could probably hear her cries of ecstasy not long before.
"Hey everybody. Hey baby," she said as she turned quickly toward Chad and went to hug him where he sat on the stool.
Chad hugged her back and he felt surprised when she came in for a kiss. It was a deep, passionate lover's kiss. Chad didn't want to make her feel like he had any second thoughts about the two of them so he kissed her back just as deeply, braving the curious scrutiny of the rest of their family. When the kiss broke apart, Ellen was blushing and their father was staring intently at his coffee cup. Tara had a knowing smirk on her face.
Becky got a cup of coffee but immediately returned to her brother's side, slipping a possessive arm around him. He returned the gesture and held her close. It seemed bizarre, but he was quickly growing more comfortable showing his affection for Becky in front of their family. And why not? Every one of them was currently fucking a blood relative.
"So what are everyone's plans for today?" Ellen asked, attempting to inject some normalcy into the odd morning.
Becky had plans for some last minute Christmas shopping with a friend. Bob and Ellen were both staying home, with Ellen planning to put some time into making a nice dinner for Christmas Eve.
"I have some last minute shopping to do, too," Chad said. "I'm heading out to the mall in a few minutes, but I'll be back in plenty of time for Mom's fantastic dinner."
"Oh, great. I'm going to the mall with you," Tara announced. "I just need to go change."
Chad smiled and said it was fine. He had actually been looking forward to getting away on his own for a little while, but he didn't mind taking his youngest sister with him. They could always split up while they were at the mall. Before everyone went their separate ways, Becky gave her brother a long enough hug and kiss to almost be considered making out. The rest of the family pretended not to be watching, but Chad could tell they were.
"I'll miss you today, baby. Hurry home to your number one girl," Becky said before going back upstairs.
Chad told a grinning Tara he'd wait for her out in his rental car. She came out about fifteen minutes later looking cute in a pair of grey yoga pants and a short waisted T shirt with a denim jacket. One of the things Chad always loved about living in a warm climate was that women didn't have to cover their bodies with too many layers of clothing during the winter months, and that included the women in his family.
As they drove to the mall, Tara was quiet for the first part of the ride, but her brother could tell his baby sis had a lot going through her mind. He wondered if she was thinking about the way she'd watched their other sister make him cum. For that matter, everyone had to have heard Becky and him that morning. Then there was the fact that she was fucking their dad, and that he'd surprisingly fucked their mom last night. He couldn't blame his youngest sister for having a lot on her mind. He had a hard time not thinking about all of it himself. He could tell she was trying to work herself up to say something, so he decided to try to draw her out.
"Are you okay with everything that happened last night?"
"Yup," she nodded. "Definitely okay."
"Are you sure? I could tell you were pretty surprised at first."
"I got over that, didn't I?"
"Sure looked that way," her brother smiled. Tara blushed but laughed at the same time. A longish silence went by but then Chad broke it. "Mind if I say something kinda personal?"
"You're joking, right? Does it get more personal than last night?"
"Yeah, actually, it really can."
"Yeah, okay, whatever."
"I just wanted to tell you how beautiful you look when you cum."
The youngest sister blushed again but she was smiling. She looked out the window and avoided looking at her brother for the next couple of minutes.
"Thanks," she said quietly. Then, even more quietly she added, "You too."
Chad just smiled at the returned compliment without saying anything, but he could tell Tara was pleased by what he said. He couldn't help being pleased, either, as he remembered the way she'd watched his other sister stroke his exposed cock to climax. He realized he'd enjoyed being exposed to Tara and letting her see him cum made him feel closer to her, especially since she certainly seemed to enjoy the experience. His cock started to tingle at the memory.
"I'm not as beautiful as Becky, though," she said, looking down. "It's not exactly a secret what a sexpot she is. Even Dad stares at her big tits and ass."
Chad pulled the car up to the curb and turned to face his youngest sister. He reached over and touched her face, turning her head to look at him.
"Of course you're as beautiful as Becky," he insisted. "You're just different from her, that's all. That doesn't make you any less beautiful."
"Sure, thanks," she said, sounding unconvinced.
"Dad seems to think so," he said.
Her eyes opened wide for a few seconds. "Oh, so she told you about that?"
Chad nodded, but held his smile. "I heard about a lot of things," he admitted, knowing there was no need to explain. "But anyway, Dad isn't the only one who thinks you're just as beautiful as Becky."
Tara nodded. A big smile broke across her pretty face. "Thanks, bro. That means more to me than you know," she said.
"I love you, baby sister."
"I love you, too."
Chad finally started driving again. They didn't say anything else until they pulled into the parking garage at the mall. It was crowded on Christmas Eve, so Chad had to keep driving up level after level before finding empty parking spaces. He finally parked and shut off the engine. His sister was deep in thought. He took in how sweet and pretty she looked, not trying to ignore the camel toe showing through her yoga pants.
"Dad fucked Mom last night," she finally said, seemingly out of the blue.
"Uhh, yeah, we could hear them."
"Right after he fucked me. Well, okay, it was just in my mouth, but still ..."
Chad felt a burning pulse between his legs as his youngest sister basically admitted to sucking their father's cock. It was almost impossible to look at her puffy, supple lips the same way. But the girl was frowning so Chad reminded himself he needed to remember to be a good big brother and reassure her.
"Did that make you feel jealous, sweetie?" he asked gently.
"I dunno. Maybe a little. But more like how could he even do it right after I made him cum in my mouth? Didn't I do a good job?"
"Maybe too good," Chad replied. "Sometimes, if it's really good it just makes a guy want more."
"Sure," she said, sounding skeptical.
"Doesn't it work that way for you, too?"
"Yeah, I guess so. I just wanna be good enough for someone. Like the way Becky is for you. She's really lucky."
"I'm really lucky, too."
"You sure got lucky last night. Several times," she giggled.
"You should know. You were right there for most of it," her brother chuckled.
"Yeah, well it wasn't like you guys were exactly being shy about it."
This made them both laugh, too. "Sorry about that," Chad attempted to apologize.
"No, you're not."
"Okay, I'm not. I liked you being there," he admitted. "I liked you watching, and I loved seeing you cum. You looked so amazing."
Chad's tone was so sincere his sister blushed, knowing he meant what he said. He felt good to see the smile he put on her pretty face. "You're so beautiful, Tara," he added. "Just as beautiful as Becky."
Then she smiled coyly. "You're bigger than Dad, you know."
Chad was momentarily stunned but still amused. His cock was quickly growing down the leg of his jeans. Tara made a point of looking down at his crotch and noticing the swelling under her brother's clothes.
"I really liked watching Becky make you cum," she added quietly. "I wish I could've seen you fuck her."
"Me, too. I liked you seeing me cum."
"Uh, yeah. I really wanted to see you cum. And I really wanted a better look at your cock."
"Did you see enough?" her brother asked, feeling a pulse of anticipation jolt through his cock.


Tara smiled coyly. "Not really. I was all the way over in the chair. I didn't have the close-up view Becky had."
Chad took his youngest sister's hint and unbuttoned his pants. Then he pulled his zipper down. With Tara's eyes glued to what he was doing, he lowered his pants further down his hips and pulled his aroused cock out of his briefs.
"Better?" he asked.
"Much," the girl said, breathless. She looked up questioningly at his face, as if to make sure it was okay to reach over and wrap her small hand around his thick, fully hardened cock. "God, it feels even harder than it looks. It's so nice."
Chad heaved a deep sigh of pleasure as his youngest sister took hold of his cock. She started moving her hand up and down his shaft slowly. She was gazing at her brother's swollen flesh like she'd never seen a cock before and he loved her rapt attention as much as her dainty touch. But he couldn't help thinking about Becky, too.
"Maybe we shouldn't be doing this," he suggested half-heartedly.
"Why not? It sure seems like we both like it."
"Becky."
"Oh, is she your girlfriend now?"
"I dunno. Maybe. Yeah, I guess she is."
"But she's your sister." Instead of a disapproving look, Tara had a devilish gleam in her eyes.
"Yeah, I know, but I don't care about that."
"And you're gonna leave in another week. You'll be leaving both of us all over again. Besides, she's your sister, just like me. It's not like going off with some girl outside the family."
Tara's logic was compelling to a big brother with a cock as hard as Chad's was at that moment. He kept watching her small hand moving up and down his shaft. Their father must've been giving her plenty of practice because her hand was almost as sure and graceful on his cock as her older sister's. Precum came oozing out of his dome and Tara's fingers smeared the gooey sap all around his head and upper shaft.
"Ohhhh, sweetie, that feels so good," Chad moaned.
"Mmmm, I like it when you call me that."
Chad then put his arm around the younger sister and pulled her close for a kiss. She kissed him back the instant their lips touched, their mouths opening up within seconds to give way to their lashing tongues. The kiss went long and deep while Tara steadily stroked her big brother's rigid cock. His solid flesh was red hot and throbbing with need. After a long time just kissing and letting Tara play with his cock and balls, she pulled back and took a breath before lowering her head down toward his aching man flesh.
Chad felt his sister's breath on his cock first and heaved a deep sigh of anticipation. A moment later she kissed the head of his pole. Then she licked it, letting her tongue swirl around the ridge of his head. She went back and forth between kissing and licking the entire length of his hard meat until she finally took him between her lips and sucked him deeply into her mouth.
"Ohhh, ohhhhhhh, sweetie," he moaned. "Your mouth is so good, baby girl. Ahhhhh, mmmmm ..."
Tara grew bolder at her brother's praise, taking more of his stalk into her wet mouth while jacking the rest with her hand. It was more than she was used to with her father since Chad's cock was thicker and had another inch and a half of length. But she sucked her older sibling with diligent passion and he was barely able to breathe as he lay back against his seat and savored the incredible pleasure of his baby sister's sweet mouth.
Chad set the back of his seat lower so he could get a better view of Tara's lips working their way up and down his strong flesh pole. He was afraid of upsetting Becky, but it wasn't his fault he had two beautiful sisters that he loved equally, though each in her own way. Tara wasn't put off by his budding relationship with Becky, so maybe Becky would feel the same way about Tara.
But Chad couldn't think about that very much at the moment. His youngest sister was sucking him so hungrily he couldn't believe his own eyes. Her lips rose and fell on his shaft like they were made to fit around his girth. His marbleized man flesh was glistening with her saliva as she sucked him so noisily he was sure she was doing it on purpose just to turn him on even more. Well, if that's what she was really trying to do it was working. He was throbbing like mad and could feel his balls gather up in their sack, churning with a special load of cum for his loving little sister.
"Sweetie, baby, sweetie, baby girl ... Tara ... oh fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum," he warned her, barely able to breathe.
Tara bobbed her mouth up and down faster, tightening the grip of her hand at the same time. With a series of desperate grunts, Chad's spine went as stiff as his cock while several creamy spurts of cum shot directly into the girl's exquisite mouth. He came so hard it left him momentarily dazed. He hardly realized what he was doing when Tara released his cock and moved up to kiss him. Their tongues dueled within their open mouths and he could taste the telltale traces of his own cum in the girl's beautiful mouth.
They kissed for a while as Chad's cock slowly relaxed. Then, suddenly, Tara pulled back.
"Do you have any tissues?" she asked hastily.
He was surprised but didn't have to wonder why she was asking. She needed to wipe her juicing pussy slit before her sex goo made a huge stain on her light colored yoga pants.
"I can't be walking around the mall with a huge stain over my camel toe," she giggled.
Chad had some fast food drive-thru napkins in the glove box, and Tara shoved a couple into the front of her leggings and wiped at her crotch. Her brother watched with rapt attention. It took a few more minutes before he thought to rearrange his cock back in his pants.
Tara said they should go get their shopping done, but it was at least another fifteen minutes before they got out of the car. Chad pulled her upper body across the console and they spent more time kissing and telling each other how much they loved each other.
"Chad? Are you seriously gonna make Becky your girlfriend?" Tara asked between kisses.
"I don't know, sweetie. She's my sister."
"So am I," she countered. "And you just gave me the most delicious mouthful of cum. If you love me as much as you love Becky I want you to make me your girlfriend, too."
"That sounds a little complicated, sweetie. Most guys only have one girlfriend."
"Yeah, but not their sisters. It's different with family."
"That's for sure," he said with a guilty grin.
"Look, I know you're leaving after New Years. But you gotta promise me I'll feel that cock in my pussy before you go. Promise."
"Okay, baby. I promise."
"I love you, Chad. So much."
"I love you, too, beautiful."
V
Chad and Tara finally made it inside the mall. The girl was smiling and glued to her big brother's arm as they strolled in front of the stores. He was smiling as much as she and he nearly forgot the whole reason they went there in the first place. His youngest sister's incredible and unexpected blowjob in the car had his mind in a different world. It felt like he was just strolling through the mall with a highly treasured girlfriend who also happened to be his youngest sister. It helped him make up his mind about something he wanted to talk to Becky about, and now he wanted to have the same kind of talk with Tara.
Chad had had his share of "regular" girlfriends before, but he'd never felt the love or connection he had with his sisters. Not only that, he'd never felt even close to the level of pleasure he had with his sisters. Just being his sisters made the sexual part of their relationships feel so hot and naughty it was beyond the pleasure he ever experienced with other girls. With sisters, it was like sex was a whole different world.
Tara didn't want to go separate ways when her brother suggested it. She didn't want to let him out of her sight now, but he told her he didn't want her to see what he was planning to buy.
"You want to be surprised, don't you?" he asked.
"Hmmm, well if you're buying something for me then I guess I could let you go for a little while," she told him, pouting dramatically but clearly pleased by the idea he was shopping for something for her.
They agreed to meet in the food court in an hour.
**
Back at the house, Ellen was working on holiday food preparations. She was humming a tune under her breath and enjoying the telltale soreness in her pussy from the unexpectedly vigorous fucking Bob had given her the night before. The couple hadn't fucked in months, not since Bob started fucking their youngest daughter and Ellen resumed fucking her cousin after quite a few years apart. It had been even longer since Bob had fucked his wife eagerly enough to leave her feeling it the next day.
Teasing her husband about having a bisexual threesome with Freddie had worked like a charm. Bob had gotten so horny and excited, even after their youngest daughter had just made him cum, and for the first time she thought one of her dirtiest and most secret fantasies might actually come true. Although Bob had had his cock in her pussy when he said he'd do the threesome with Freddie so she couldn't be sure if he would really follow through.
But having two men wasn't Ellen's only secret dream. There were many times she'd imagined being loved by her handsome son the same way she could hear him loving his sister, Becky, up in her room that morning. Just listening to the way her daughter lost control under her brother's love had made their mother wet while she was making breakfast. Bob and Tara were sitting in the kitchen with her and everyone had heard it all.
Ellen felt a little bad for Tara since she knew her youngest daughter loved her big brother just as much as her more voluptuous older sister. But Tara was now getting her father's love in the middle of the night, although that hadn't cooled the younger sister's passion for her brother. Ellen could understand, though. Chad was just that type of guy. He made all the girls in his family feel special and loved more than anything else, even his mother. She even wondered sometimes if Chad ever thought of her the same way. She had a very close resemblance to Becky, being slightly shorter and curvier, but still highly attractive.
Ellen also felt bad for Becky. The poor girl had been getting so much negativity from her father since flunking out of school. Becky just wasn't like Tara in the brain department and her mother never expected her to be. It was like expecting an apple to be an orange. Ellen loved all of her kids equally, despite having unmentionable fantasies about her son. All she wanted was for each of them to be happy. At least with everything that was going on during Chad's visit so far, it seemed like everyone was having a happy holiday.
Ellen had a lot to do to get their Christmas Eve dinner ready, but once all of the kids got home from their respective shopping trips she'd have them to help. In the meantime, getting as far as she could on her own, she decided to text her cousin, Freddie, and see if he had a couple of extra hours to spare so they could get together. She loved the idea of fucking her cousin less than twenty-four hours after being fucked by her husband. It had been so long since the voluptuous, suburban mother had gotten more than one cock in the same day. She smiled and remembered the days when that happened pretty regularly.
When Ellen and Bob were first together, before they started having children, their relationship had been quite adventurous. Back then, they were friends with three other couples who enjoyed playing same room swapping games. She and Bob would watch each other in awe every time as they fucked other partners in front of each other. She felt proud to have a man like Bob who could fuck any woman to a powerful climax but always come back to his loving wife and give her more than he gave anyone else. And the look of pride on his face when he watched her fucking another man made her feel sexy and loved. Last night she had seen that look in his eyes for the first time in much too long.
The curvy and beautiful mother's nipples began to percolate with sensation as she reminisced on the memory of one, particular "play date" she and Bob once had with another couple. It was the only time she'd ever gotten her husband to touch another man. She giggled to herself as she remembered how neither of them were at all hesitant about touching each other's cock. Granted, all they did was stroke each other, but it was hot enough to make both wives cum until they were breathless.
Ellen would never forget how she knelt on the floor beside the other woman with each of their husbands standing in front of them. Bob and the other man stroked each other's cock until they both came in their respective wives faces. Both wives were amazed at how hard their husbands came in each other's hand. The fond memory was enough to make the woman's pussy squeeze against a rush of hot sensation.
She regretted the fact that another opportunity to enjoy that hot, male play never came along again. The next thing she knew, she was pregnant with Chad and their lives were about to take a huge turn.
About ten minutes after texting her cousin, Ellen's eagerly awaited reply came back, saying he couldn't wait to have a couple of hours with his favorite girl. She messaged him back immediately, saying she'd get to his house as soon as she could. She couldn't wait to feel his hard, substantial cock inside her pussy again, and also to tell him about the sex talk she'd had with Bob the night before. She knew perfectly well how much the thought of playing with Bob and her at the same time would make her handsome cousin cum like a firehose.
Ellen first went upstairs to change as quickly as she could. She hastily changed into a light skirt that came down to her knees. It didn't show so much of her shapely legs, but it did accentuate the sumptuous swell of her full ass. She took off her bra and went into Becky's room to borrow one of her daughter's tank tops. She found a nice red one that fit the Christmas mood and slipped it on.
Usually, these past few months when Ellen was going to meet Freddie, she would make up some flimsy excuse for Bob. He knew she was just making an excuse, and she always knew that he knew, but they never said anything openly to each other. It was a classic don't ask, don't tell situation. However, after last night, Ellen was feeling more optimistic than she had in a long time and decided to tell Bob exactly where she was going. She went downstairs and found him in his den looking at his computer. It felt good to see the look in his eyes when he saw the way her substantial tits were nearly falling out of Becky's top.
"Honey, I'm going to over to Cousin Freddie's for an hour or two. I wanted to give him his Christmas present," she said in a suggestive tone.
Bob raised a curious brow which was followed by a subtle smile as he studied his wife's outfit. "He's sure going to love his present this year," he said, giving his crotch a brief squeeze.
Ellen was happy to see the horny spark being reignited in their marriage. Not that it was about to keep her from savoring her afternoon getaway with her cousin, but it felt good to be more open about it with Bob. It made things feel more like the early days of their passionately open relationship.
"I'm happy you think so, dear. And don't worry, I'll have plenty left for you when I come home."
"Sloppy seconds for your old husband, eh?" Bob quipped with a chuckle.
Ellen giggled, but still pointed out: "You used to love my sloppy seconds. Over and over again, as I recall."
Bob's hand went to his crotch again, but this time it stayed there, lightly rubbing the bulge that was quickly growing bigger under his hand. Ellen felt her pussy heat up as she watched her husband fondle himself. She was still eager to see Freddie, but the hard on forming in Bob's pants was keeping her from being in too much of a hurry. She could tell her husband liked seeing the way her nipples were growing hard and denting their daughter's tight top.
"I wish I could come with you," Bob said. "I miss watching you perform."
Ellen sighed happily. "Why don't you, baby. That would be amazing. And I know Freddie will love what you have to give him for Christmas," she said, taking a meaningful look at the bulge in his pants.
"Hmmm, I'm not sure," Bob said, hesitating. "I might need to get used to that idea."
"Oh Honey, don't you remember how hot it made me to watch you play with another cock?" Ellen's pussy was getting hotter the more she thought about it. It felt liberating to be able to talk about it to Bob again.
Bob smiled. "It was definitely hot," he agreed. "And he did have a nice cock. I remember it was still wet from fucking you."
Ellen licked her lips as she watched her husband's dick grow even bigger in his pants.
"But still," he added. "Just give me some time to think about it, okay? Besides, I need to talk to Becky when she comes home."
"Alright, darling. But maybe it will help if I give you some positive reinforcement."
Her husband's face lit up when she walked over to his chair and straddled his lap. She reached down and unzipped his pants, eagerly liberating his fully aroused cock. Draping her skirt around them, she lowered her pussy onto the head of his cock. She was already so wet it took little effort before she had all of Bob's shaft embedded inside her juicy hole.
"Looks like your cousin's getting sloppy seconds for Christmas," Bob chuckled as his wife began to ride his cock.
"You know it, baby. I'm always yours first," she moaned.
Bob pushed his wife's top up over her large, wobbling tits and cupped them in his hands while she started to ride his cock. Ellen's pussy felt so good squeezing up and down his cock shaft that Bob couldn't help thinking of how much he missed it. She rode him vigorously, quickly building up her speed until she was grinding hard and fast on his rigid pole. His eighteen year old daughter's hole might have been tighter, but Ellen had years of practice with her inner muscle control and she knew how to milk a throbbing cock with her hot pussy like no one else.
Bob was happy to feel like he had his wife back, and sharing her pussy with her cousin only made his rock hard prick throb even more. He was fully aware that Cousin Freddie's cock would be pumping that same, juicy hole before the end of the day.
"Ohhhh, yeah baby, that's it. Ride that cock. Let's give your cousin plenty of cum to lick up when he gets his tongue up that hot, juicy hole," Bob growled, pinching his wife's nipples hard.
"Ahhhhh, fuck!" Ellen cried, riding him even harder. Then she leveled a lust-crazed gaze at his face. "I can't wait to watch Cousin Freddie suck that hot cum right from the source."
"Fuck!" Bob cried out. Then Ellen started to cum and he lost control. Between his wife's inner spasms and her talk about her cousin sucking the cum out of his cock he lost the ability to do anything except pump his hips in counterpoint to her rocking pussy and fill her lush hole with every spurt of cum he had in his balls.
Both husband and wife cried out in pleasure, gasping and moaning as they rode out the hot shudders of their mutual release. Breathless, Ellen gradually slowed her pace, finally settling down on her husband's lap.
Bob felt happy and satisfied. Then he glanced over Ellen's shoulder and discovered Becky standing in his den doorway with an impish smile on her face.
"Becky, we didn't know you were home!" he exclaimed, making Ellen turn to look at their daughter.
"Obviously," the younger version of Ellen giggled playfully.
"Oh, Honey, we were just, umm ..." the girl's mother began as she rose off of Bob's wet, exposed cock.
Becky giggled again before her mother could finish. "I know what you were doing, Mom. It's not like you have to explain."


Bob hesitated before packing his still partially swollen cock back in his pants, and he didn't miss the gleam in his daughter's eyes as she caught the gesture. He shot her a smile when she looked up at his face. It felt good to know she liked seeing his cock as much as he liked showing it to her.
"I'm really happy you guys are, uhh, getting along better," the girl said with a knowing smirk. "And Mom, isn't that my top?"
"Yes, honey. I didn't think you'd mind if I borrowed it."
"No, of course not. It looks really good on you." Then she giggled deviously again. "Well, it's not exactly on all the way."
Ellen couldn't helping giggling, too, but she quickly pulled the tight top back over her tits. "Thanks, sweetie," the mother said. "Well, I was just on my way out to see Cousin Freddie."
"He's gonna love you in that top," Becky said with more than a teasing tone. Then she added: "Ya know, Mom. You ought to wear shorter skirts. You definitely have the legs and booty for it."
"Why, thank you, dear," Ellen said. "You're so sweet. I hope you'll be here later when I need help with our holiday dinner."
"You got it, Mom."
"Oh, and your father said he needed to talk to you about something. I have no idea what's on his mind, but it sounded important."
On that, Ellen left and went out to her car, leaving her husband and daughter alone. Becky was still standing in the doorway, wearing a skintight pair of booty shorts that gave a clear presentation of her pouty looking camel toe. She was also wearing a tank top, but it didn't reveal as much cleavage as the one her mother borrowed. But Becky's top was so tight and thin that her father could detect the large, round shapes of her areolas through the material. The girl's nipples were hard, and her father wondered if catching her parents having sex had anything to do with it.
"What did you wanna talk about, Daddy?" she asked curiously. "Is everything okay? Mom said it's serious."
Bob felt bad when the look on Becky's face revealed that she was expecting another one of his stern lectures.
"Everything's fine, sweetie, I promise. I just have something I really need to tell you. Why don't you wait for me in the kitchen while I run upstairs and, umm, get cleaned up a little?"
"Sure, Daddy."
Bob could tell the girl was still worried. He watched her ass sway in her shorts as she turned to go to the kitchen, and the image of her fully rounded cheeks falling out from the bottom of her shorts stayed in his mind as he rushed upstairs. He didn't want to make the girl wait too long, but he thought he should grab a quick shower. He rushed through it, and being in a hurry to get back downstairs, he quickly pulled on a loose pair of pants without bothering to put on his briefs. Then he pulled on a T shirt and went down to find Becky sitting on one of the stools at the kitchen island counter. He took a seat next to her and did his best to keep from looking at her tits too much, but she wasn't making that very easy.
Bob didn't realize he was staring at Becky's tits until he looked up at her face and found her staring back at him with smirk. "It's okay, Daddy. I take it as a compliment if you think they're nice."
"They're so beautiful, Honey. You remind me so much of your mother at your age," he told her with a wistful sigh. Despite the amount of sex the man had had in the preceding day he still felt a tingling ache in his cock. Becky was openly inviting her dad to admire her big, bouncy melons, and he took a couple more minutes to admire them before remembering why he wanted to talk to her. He knew it would make her happy to hear what he was going to say, and also that it would make Tara happy.
"Sweetheart, I'm afraid I owe you an apology," he started.
"How come, Dad?"
He went on to tell her he'd been unnecessarily strict with her, and that he was sorry for all the scoldings and times she was grounded.
"I'm sorry I expected you to be more like Tara," he told her. "I should've realized you're more of a free spirit, but you're just as wonderful a daughter and I love you as much as your brother and sister."
"Oh, Daddy!" Becky cried happily.
She jumped off her stool and squashed herself between her father's knees to give him a hug.
"Thank you, Daddy. Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you! I love you so much!"
Becky hugged her father so tight her big, warm tits squashed against his body. It had been a long time since he'd gotten such a tight hug from his first daughter. She was so much curvier than her little sister that Bob couldn't help being painfully aware of how the pronounced curves of her voluptuous body pushed against him. It was almost like hugging the girl's mother, except Ellen's curves were a little softer and more pronounced.
"Oh, sweetpea, you girls and your brother are the most important thing to me. I want you to know that things are going to be different from now on. I'm gonna do everything I can to make it up to you."
Bob was enjoying the hug more than he probably should have, but it reminded him of hugging the girl's mother back when she was Becky's age. Despite having fucked his wife less than an hour ago, he couldn't control the warm, tingling sensation in his crotch. To make matters worse, his daughter nestled her face against his neck and started breathing against his skin.
"Oh, Daddy," she sighed. "I always knew you love me, but this is making me so happy."
Bob was glad Tara had pushed him to make amends with Becky. He probably would have eventually, but this seemed like the perfect time. Holding onto their hug, he stroked his daughter's silky hair and ran his hand down to the base of her spine, a scant inch away from where the swell of her heart-shaped ass began.
"I'm happy too, angel."
Becky purred against her daddy's neck. "You give good hugs, Dad. I hope I get lots more of them from now on."
"Always, baby girl. You can have one anytime you want."
"Mmmmmmm."
Bob didn't want the feeling of his daughter's prominent tits squashed against him to end so he kept holding her snugly. He wanted to lower his hands and fill them to overflowing with her supple ass flesh. Everyone in the house now knew that Chad had gotten his hands on that luscious ass, and Bob was dying to feel it for himself. He knew his daughter loved him, but did she love him the same way she loved her big brother? He didn't think this girl would ever love anyone the way she loved Chad.
"It's okay if you wanna touch my ass, Dad. I can tell you want to."
Becky's voice was soft and smoky as she let her lips move against her father's neck, her sudden invitation surprising him. Between the feel of her breath and moving lips, her snugly squashed tits and the way her pussy was pushed against his upper thigh, Bob's cock started to swell in his pants.
"You do have such a pretty ass, sweetheart," he said, letting his hands slip over the sculpted swells of her round buttocks. Through her thin, well stretched shorts he could feel the firm elasticity of her sumptuous buns. He squeezed and kneaded them, savoring the pliant feel while letting the tips of his fingers trail down to where he could feel the under-edge of her cheeks poking out of her tiny shorts. Becky sighed and cooed as her father massaged her luscious ass.
"Mmmm, that feels so nice, Daddy. Your hands feel so strong."
"Maybe I should've been doing this all these years instead of scolding you about your grades," Bob told her.
Becky giggled. "I think we both would've liked that better."
"Mmmmm, you're right about that, sweetie," he said, kneading his fingers more deeply into the girl's firm flesh. "I could spend hours feeling this gorgeous ass."
"Aww, Daddy, you're being so sweet. I like this side of you."
"You're going to see a lot more of it from now on, baby girl. I promise." His tone was optimistic and he gave Becky's ass a tight squeeze to let her know how much more he was eager to see their new relationship keep going.
"That makes me so happy. I can see how happy you are too," she giggled, rubbing her body against the fully engorged bulge in the front of her dad's pants. Then she pulled back slightly and rubbed her tits across him, teasing him with a coy smile.
"Ohh, Becky, you're such a naughty girl." He was smiling and his tone was playful.
Becky pouted. "No, Daddy. I'm a good girl. I can be really really good to you, just like Tara."
"Oh my god, you know about that?"
His daughter giggled again. "Of course, Dad. You guys aren't as quiet as you think when you go into her room in the middle of the night."
"You're supposed to be asleep at that hour, young lady."
"Yeah, but I really like hearing you guys. And sometimes I even wish I was Tara."
Becky then took the time to unbutton and unzip her father's pants. She let out another giggle when she discovered he wasn't wearing underwear and his excited cock came into her hands with much less trouble than expected. One hand stroked his hard shaft while she caressed his balls with the other. Bob groaned from the pleasure of his middle daughter's well practiced hands. She'd obviously spent more time stroking hard ons than her younger sister, even though Tara was rapidly catching up on experience with her horny dad.
"Ahhhh, sweetpea, that feels so good," the man groaned.
"I'm glad, Daddy. You got a really nice one."
"I'm happy you like Daddy's cock, Honey. You can play with it anytime you want. You make it feel so good."
Becky giggled her signature giggle. "That's if Tara or Mom isn't already playing with it."
Bob chuckled deviously. "Don't let that stop you, sweetie."
Becky pretended to be shocked. "Why, Daddy! That's so naughty!"
They both laughed, but Bob was quickly growing distracted by his daughter's talented hands. She seemed to know just the right way to fondle his balls and just the right grip to give his shaft the full pleasure of a girl's hand gliding up and down the shank.
"We're a pretty naughty family, aren't we, baby?"
"Mmmmm, I think you like that."
"I think you like it too, sweetie. You sure sounded happy with Chad this morning."
Becky sighed deeply, her eyes growing dreamy at the mention of her big brother's name even as her hand kept moving up and down her father's hot prick.
"I'm his girl now," she said. "I couldn't help it, Daddy. I always knew Chad was the one for me."
"Chad sure is a lucky guy," her father said, gazing intently at her hands as they explored his throbbing flesh. He finally brought his hands to the bottom part of her tank top and started pulling it up. "Show Daddy those big, beautiful titties, baby girl. Then I'll be lucky too."
With another giggle, Becky pulled her top off and set it on the counter. Her big, beautiful melons quivered slightly as she stood there pushing them forward so her father could admire them. Her nipples were already hard from the excitement of stroking her dad's cock. For that matter, her pussy was quickly heating up, too.
"Do you like your daughter's tits, Dad?" she asked impishly.
"They're beautiful, baby. You look so much like your mom at your age."
Becky blushed, pleased with his compliment. "You wanna fuck my big boobs, Daddy? Or maybe you wanna put that hot cock in your daughter's mouth."
Bob groaned. "How about both?"
"Ohhh, you really are naughty, Dad," she snickered.
Becky left her top on the table and walked into the living room with her topless tits quivering as she moved. Her father walked beside her with his swollen erection wagging out of his open pants. He sat on the couch in the spot where Chad had been sitting the night before when Becky touched his amazing cock for the first time. It seemed like so much had happened since then.
Wearing only her skimpy, skin tight shorts, Becky went down to her knees on the carpet between her father's open legs. She leaned in and wrapped her big, soft melons around Bob's cock and started stroking up and down his shaft with her silken mounds.
"Ahhhh, baby, that feels so good," Bob said, smiling at his daughter and stroking her pretty face.
"I'm glad, Daddy. I like making you feel good. I'd give you my pussy, too, but that's just for Chad now."
"I understand, sweetheart," he said, masking his disappointment. He would've loved pumping a load of cum into his hot, middle daughter's young hole, but he still had Tara and now everything was going so much better with Ellen. The man didn't need to be greedy. Besides, Becky did say she'd suck his cock, and a good blowjob was every bit as satisfying as pussy, as far as Bob was concerned. And at the moment, he couldn't think of much that felt better than Becky's warm jugs squeezing up and down his rock hard cock shaft.
With a look of intense concentration, Becky proceeded to give her dad the tit stroke of a lifetime. Periodically she'd stop, look down and let a string of spit out of her mouth onto the head of his cock to keep him lubed. Bob groaned at the sight every time.
After a while, Becky pulled back and took her father's cock back in her hand. She leaned close and licked the top end of his shaft, letting her agile tongue swirl around the ridge of his dome. She lapped and slurped his meat until he was groaning with pleasure. She took him between her lips and spent a few minutes bobbing her head up and down his cock, causing his moans of joy to go even deeper and louder. Her hand was moving up and down his pole along with her mouth, taking him closer and closer to his peak. But then she suddenly stopped and looked up at him, still holding his rod in her hand.
"Dad? Are you gonna share Cousin Freddie's cock with Mom?"
"What? Does everyone in this house know everything about everyone else?"
"Kinda, I guess," the girl snickered. "You're not the only one who can hear what's going on around here at night."
Bob sighed with frustration, just wishing his daughter would keep sucking his cock. He had to admit she was amazingly good at it. Maybe even better than her mother.
"I think you should," she added. "It would make Mom really happy. And I dunno, it's so much fun to suck a nice dick. It shouldn't matter if you're a guy."
"I'm thinking about it, Honey. We'll see."
"Okay, Daddy. But if you do, just remember I'll do this for you again. Mom isn't the only one who thinks guys sucking dick is hot," she giggled.
On that, the girl took her father's cock back in her mouth. This time, the swirling suction of her mouth felt wetter and more forceful. Her head started bobbing even faster. Bob could tell his daughter was putting all her talented efforts into giving him a cock sucking he'd remember forever. And he was fully aware she was giving it her all to encourage him to play bisex games with his wife and her cousin to make the woman happy. Then again, as Bob watched his daughter savor and suck his throbbing cock, he couldn't help wondering about what she said, about it not mattering if you're a guy. He loved the idea that Becky thought it was arousing, too. He wondered if her younger sister would feel the same way.
While Becky's mouth rode wetly up and down her father's aching boner, Bob thought of the pictures of Freddie's cock he'd seen on his wife's phone. His wife's cousin did have a nice looking cock, and it was big without being monstrous. His cock throbbed even harder in Becky's mouth as he imagined the feel of a hard dick in his mouth. The sheer excitement of something new sent shivers of pleasure all through the man's body. Then there was the promise of getting his own cock back into Becky's mouth again as a reward. The girl was pleasing his meat so much he decided it would be well worth it just for another suck job from her.
"Oh fuck, baby, Daddy's gonna cum!" Bob cried out.
Becky increased the speed and force of her suction until her father's pulsing prick was squirting plentiful bolts of man cream deep in her mouth. The amazing girl never skipped a beat and took her daddy's load into her belly like she was sucking a sweet milkshake through a straw.
When it was over, Becky sat back and licked up all the stray cum and saliva off her lips. Bob was sunk into the couch, breathless, gazing at his daughter in awe.
"Don't forget, Daddy," she said with a giggle. "The more cock you suck, the more cock I suck, too. Like father, like daughter," she added with a playful wink.
VI
After a fabulous holiday dinner, the family was once again gathered in the living room to watch holiday shows on Christmas Eve. Tonight, however, Chad sat on the sofa with each of his sisters sitting on opposite sides of him. Their mother was cuddled with their father in his big reclining chair. It was nice to see them getting along so well, but that meant Tara was displaced from her usual spot. Chad was perfectly happy with the change, though. He'd had an incredible day with his youngest sister, and since Becky wasn't being at all territorial it seemed like everything was working out beautifully. He couldn't wait to give them the special present he got each of them.
Chad had each arm around each sister, and he was feeling really good with the two girls he loved most in the world by his side. They were all dressed in their sleepwear like the night before, with Chad in a T shirt and boxer briefs, but his sisters both in billowy sleep shirts and panties. Ellen was wearing a big sleep shirt like her daughters, but hers was actually shorter and showed more of her shapely legs. His father was dressed very much like Chad, in boxer shorts and a T shirt.
Tonight, though, Chad and his sisters didn't have a blanket over their laps. With everything that had been going on in the family over the past twenty-four hours, the extra modesty hardly seemed necessary. Chad realized he liked the way their mother kept looking over at the way Becky was lightly rubbing her brother's upper thigh, her fingers grazing wickedly close to the bulging package in the crotch of his briefs.
Tara put her hand on Chad's other thigh and started rubbing his leg the same way Becky was rubbing the opposite side. Their mother was openly staring, a look of fascination on her face. When she saw Chad looking at her, she gave him a subtle smile and turned her eyes back toward his crotch where each of his sisters' hands were lightly stroking and grazing the edge of his briefs.
Chad caught Tara giving Becky and imploring look, wordlessly asking permission if it was okay to be touching her man. After all, Becky got there first, and nothing could alter the intense closeness between her and Chad. The middle sister leaned close to her brother's ear.
"I know you love Tara, too. It's okay. It makes me love you even more," she whispered.
Chad whispered back: "You're the most amazing girl I've ever known and I love you so much."
Becky's face beamed with happiness and she kissed her brother deeply. With Tara and their parents right there watching, Chad kissed her back just as hungrily. No one could see that kiss and not realize how busy their tongues were between their open lips. Chad wanted to feel Becky's braless tits no matter who was watching, but he also didn't want to take his other arm off Tara's shoulders, especially when he felt his youngest sister's fingers pass tentatively over his cock. The second she touched his meat he started to swell inside his briefs. And though he was fully involved in kissing his luscious sister, Chad was still aware of their mother's attention.
It was Becky who finally broke their kissing and whispered again to her brother. "Don't let Tara feel left out," she told him with a twinkle in her eye.
Chad gave Becky a loving smile and then turned to his other sister. She was ready and waiting for her big brother's kiss. She whimpered softly into her brother's mouth as his tongue slipped over hers. And now Becky was fondling his balls through his briefs while Tara rubbed the length of his fully aroused shaft.


Without breaking their deep kiss, Chad averted his eyes toward their mother. He discovered that their father was now watching them, too. Ellen and Bob had shifted onto their sides, with Ellen in front of her husband. Bob was feeling his wife's tits through her top while she was watching all three of her children grow hornier and more intimate on the couch. Chad knew if his father wasn't hard already, he must've been getting hard against his mother's ass. He'd always known his parents had a very liberal type of marriage, but this was the first time he'd ever seen either of them touch each other in a way that parents don't touch each other in front of their kids.
It wasn't like Chad had never had sex in front of other people before. He'd been to some parties in college that got pretty hot and wild, but this was family. He was excited more than he thought he would be, and yet so much more emotionally connected to everyone in the room compared to the pure sport fucking he'd done before. With the tip of his cock now sticking out the leg of his boxer briefs, he wondered how far things would go with Bob and Ellen watching.
Tara's fingers ran over the exposed head of her brother's cock while they continued kissing and Becky slipped her hand down inside his briefs. The middle sister caressed the lower end of Chad's erection along with his balls while the youngest sister rubbed his precum over the head. He finally had to break up his kiss with Tara just to gulp in a few breaths of air.
"Honey, I think you might be more comfortable if you get those briefs off you. They're looking a little tight," Ellen said in husky tone. Her eyes were sparkling with wicked delight.
Becky giggled immediately. "That's an awesome idea, Mom. C'mon, Tara, help me get our man's underwear off."
Tara giggled, beginning to sound more like her ditzy big sister. Chad lifted his ass off the couch so his sisters could pull his briefs down, each pulling from her own side. They pulled them all the way down his legs so he was naked except for his T shirt.
"That looks so much more comfortable," their mother said, keeping her fascinated gaze locked on the big, upstanding meat pole between her son's legs.
"It's much better, Mom, thanks," Chad said.
"Mmmm, I like it better, too," Becky said as she wrapped her hand around her brother's cock shaft and started stroking him. "What do you think, Tara?"
"Definitely much better," her younger sister agreed.
Now it was Tara massaging their brother's balls while Becky slowly stroked his pole. Bob's hand slipped down off their mother's tits and pulled up the front of her sleep shirt to reveal her completely uncovered pussy. She brought her knee upright by putting her foot up on seat and gave her husband room to massage her pussy while they watched their daughters pleasure their brother's cock.
Chad smiled as he saw that his mother's pussy was shaven as smooth and bald as each of his sisters'. It was easy to see how wet she already was as his father's fingers slipped and slid over the juicy lips of her slit. She moaned and sighed with pleasure while keeping her attention on the double play of her daughters' hands over Chad's engorged cock. She had her hand stuck down behind her, and from the motion of her arm it was clear she was massaging Bob's cock.
"Your mother and I have always enjoyed watching other people, ummm, love each other," Bob said diplomatically. "But seeing you three being so loving is something special."
"Mmmm," their mother agreed. She looked like she couldn't say any more the way her husband was now massaging her clit.
"This is going to be a Christmas we'll always remember," Bob added with a groan of pleasure.
Chad and Ellen were looking at each other intently. She was fully aware of the way her son kept looking down at his father's hand rubbing her pussy. Considering how much Chad resembled his father and Becky their mother it was almost like watching himself and his sister. It made him smile to think that he and his sister looked as good together as their parents. If the idea he had in mind worked out, no one would ever guess he and Becky were related.
Being the loving brother he was, Chad didn't want his sisters to feel neglected so he turned his attention back to them and took turns kissing them. He started with Becky and then turned to Tara. While he was kissing Tara, Becky pulled her shirt off over her head, revealing her glorious nakedness. It was at that point that Bob suggested they all take a moment to take off whatever clothes they still had on. Everyone but Becky got up to strip off their tops. That left Bob and Tara to take off panties and boxers.
Bob and Chad both stood in front of the female members of the family with their rock hard cocks bobbing and swaggering in the open. Chad sat back down on the couch and Becky went to grab their mother's hand, pulling her toward the couch. But Becky and Ellen knelt on the carpet between Chad's open legs. He loved seeing the excited look in his mother's eyes as Becky took hold of his cock with one hand and pushed Ellen's head toward his love stalk with the other.
"Taste it, Mom," Becky cooed sweetly. "My man's cock tastes so good."
For all of Ellen's sexual experience, including a long time affair with her cousin, she almost hesitated at the moment of tasting her own son's cock. But Becky kept pushing her head until her lips were forced up against the throbbing meat in front of her. Ellen instantly started licking Chad's rod, slurping and lapping from his balls to the tip. Her heart nearly burst with joy at the sounds of his moans of pleasure.
"Mmmm, that's it, Mom," Becky encouraged the older woman. "I can tell my man loves his Mommy's tongue."
Chad groaned. He loved the way his sister was goading their mother on to lick and suck his cock until he was throbbing with need. But Ellen didn't need to be encouraged. Her son quickly realized his mother was an avid lover of cock and had deft skills for pleasing his with her mouth and hands. Becky was watching just as intently as he was. It was almost like watching his sister suck his cock, and he thought if Becky was going to be anything like their mother when they reached that mature age then he was the luckiest man he knew.
Bob took a seat on the couch beside them so he could watch his wife's mouth slurp up and down their son's swollen pleasure pole. Tara was cuddled up beside him and stroking his cock while they watched together. Chad almost started laughing when he realized every member of their family seemed to be just as much into watching as performing. But his mother's highly talented and experienced mouth was making it hard for her son to concentrate on anything but the slurpy, wet stroke of her lips up and down his fat cock.
When Chad looked at Becky, she was staring at their mother's lips as they circled around his flesh. "Suck it, Mom," she said in a dreamy tone. "That's my man's cock. Don't you love it? God, you suck it so good. Don't you love Mommy's mouth on your big, beautiful cock, baby?" she said, turning finally to Chad.
Chad's response was take his sister's beautiful face between his hands and pull her in close enough to kiss her again. They kissed with hot, deep hunger while his hands moved over Becky's warm skin until he was cupping her large tits. He squeezed and kneaded the firm flesh of those luscious globes, playing firmly with her nipples while their mother continued devouring his rock hard cock. His father was right: this was a Christmas they'd always remember.
After making out with Becky a while longer, Chad took a moment to breathe and watch his mother bob up and down his cock. Tara was still stroking their father's rod and now he was fingering his youngest child's smooth, wet pussy. Becky slid off the couch and got down on the floor beside their mother. She reached behind to fondle the older woman's upturned ass and eventually started exploring Ellen's pussy with her fingers.
"Ooooohhh, Mom, you're so wet," Becky giggled excitedly. "Do you get this wet when you suck Daddy's cock? Or Cousin Freddie's? Or just when you suck your son's dick?"
Ellen mumbled something garbled without taking her mouth off Chad's meat. She had her son throbbing with pleasure and he was practically overloading on the sights and sounds going on around him. Tara was whimpering with pleasure as their father fingered her dainty, young slit, but Becky got up and went to grab her father's hand.
"Sorry, sis," Becky apologized for pulling their father's hand away from her little sister's pussy. "I'll take care of you like Daddy was, but I really wanna watch him fuck Mom while she's got Chad's cock in her mouth."
Tara's giggle sounded so much like her sister's. Chad could see the younger girl wasn't really disappointed when Becky led their father behind Ellen. He knelt down on the carpet behind his wife while his sexy middle child knelt next to him and took his cock in her hand. She rubbed the head of her dad's hot prick along the furrow of her mother's pussy slit. Ellen moaned her approval while Bob pushed his hips forward with a needful grunt. His swollen rod entered his wife's pussy while their daughters gazed in awe.
Bob placed his hands on Ellen's hips and started pumping his shaft in and out of her pussy. Her moans and sighs were garbled with Chad's cock in her mouth, but she steadfastly refused to release that luscious piece of man flesh from between her lips. Ellen wasn't the type of woman to waste the opportunity of having two cocks at the same time.
True to her word, Becky moved back onto the couch on the same side of Chad where Tara was. She slid beside her sister and pushed her tits against the younger girl's back as she reached around to massage the pussy their father had been massaging just moments before.
"Ohhhhh, Beck, that feels so good," Tara purred, leaning back against her older sister's naked tits.
Chad could barely believe his own eyes. He never imaged ever seeing his hot looking mother on her knees with his cock in her mouth while his father eagerly fucked her from behind. And then there were his gorgeous sisters, the older one fingering the younger, Tara's wet slit on full display as she sat with her legs parted wide.
Of course the resemblance between Chad and Bob beside the resemblance between Ellen and Becky was always well known and acknowledged among the family members. It was Tara who pointed out what all the others were probably already thinking.
"That must be what you and Chad look like when you fuck," the youngest child cooed.
Becky hugged her sister with one arm from behind, keeping her other hand in motion over the girl's slippery sex lips. The older girl slid a finger up into Tara's fuck hole, bringing moans of pleasure from both Tara and Chad, who was watching his sisters' every move. But he didn't miss the way their mother's eyes kept darting toward the girls, watching one of her daughters seesaw her finger in and out of the other's juice dripping pussy.
Bob was steadily fucking his wife, varying the speed and force of his thrusts. Chad could tell it was about Ellen's pleasure just as much as keeping his cock hard as long as possible. He was also excited to see his mother's mounting pleasure, even if it meant her skillful attention to her son's cock was gradually growing erratic. Suddenly, Ellen released Chad's cock with a loud, wet smack.
"Oh fuck," the mother cried. "I'm gonna cum! Pump it good, baby, pump Mommy nice and hard!"
Bob growled heatedly and started pounding his rigid cock into his wife's wet hole with lustful abandon. Ellen was staring straight up at her son, still holding his pulsating cock in her hand while her eyelids fluttered in response to the hard climax her husband's pounding tool was giving her. Ellen gasped and moaned as her entire family watched her cum.
"Oh, Mom, that's so hot!" Becky cried excitedly, her eyes wide open and gleaming as she watched the older woman shudder and fight for air through her peak.
Tara whimpered demurely, but the spastic rocking her of her narrow hips made it clear to everyone that she was starting to cum on her sister's finger. The mother and daughter orgasms overlapped and set everyone else on a higher level of excitement.
Still trying to delay his own orgasm, Bob pulled his throbbing cock free of his wife's pussy and stood up. He went to stand by the couch in front of Becky and Tara. His younger daughter knew what Daddy wanted right away, having done it several times before. She leaned forward and gave her father's swaggering cock a lick.
"Mmmmm, your dick tastes just like Mommy's pussy," Tara purred.
"Ahhh, good girl," the man sighed happily. "Becky, be a good girl and help your sister clean up Daddy's cock."
Becky giggled and then leaned in to start licking their father's cock from one side while Tara licked from the other. Bob was moaning deeply and stroked his daughter's heads affectionately as he admired them in their loving work. It was hard to imagine a more devoted pair of daughters.
"Mmmm, ahhhhhh, you're the best girls a dad ever had," he managed to mutter between breaths.
Ellen was still sitting on the floor between Chad's feet, watching her daughters work together to clean and please their father's cock. But after several minutes, Becky took her younger sister's hand and guided her up. She had Tara straddle Chad's hips in a reverse cowgirl position. The younger sister then sank down on the full length of her brother's substantial cock while Becky held his meat at the base. She finally had to take her hand away when Tara's body settled onto the root.
"Ride it, sis," Becky cooed playfully. "Ride our brother's big, gorgeous dick. You'll never be the same after this."
The moment Tara started rising and falling on his painfully rigid pole, Chad knew he'd never be the same, either. His youngest sister's pussy was insanely tight as she squeezed and milked his throbbing love tool with her sheath. She moaned and squealed with pleasure as she happily rode him. Her father was right by her side, feeling her pert titties as she lifted up and down. Chad moaned loudly as Tara squeezed up and down his pulsing pole. He was barely aware of what was happening when his mother reached for one of Bob's hands and brought it down to Chad's balls. It wasn't until Becky spoke out that he fully realized who was fondling his balls while Tara milked his cock.
"Oh fuck, Mom, yes!" Becky cried out excitedly. "Make Daddy feel Chad's balls." Then she giggled gleefully. "Ooohhh, you like touching your son's big balls, don't you, Dad? That's so hot."
"See, darling? Doesn't that feel good?" Ellen asked her husband. "This is good practice for Cousin Freddie. Now help our son build up a nice, big load of cum to pump in our baby girl."
Chad had never felt a male hand on his cock or balls before, but it was a different sensation from that of a softer, more delicate female hand. He only wished he could see what his father was doing, but the warm, male touch on his broiling scrotum was making his heart race with excitement. Yet it wasn't just any male's touch. That was his father's hand caressing his balls. The one man he trusted more than any other.
"Ohhhh fuck," Chad growled. "That's so fucking good. I'm gonna ... fuck ... fuck ... gonna cum!"
The second he announced his impending release, Tara started riding him faster and grinding her hips to milk his love lance. Chad clasped onto his youngest sister's bouncing ass with both hands, squeezing her flesh hard while she started to cum all over his red hot pole. Seconds later, he erupted deep in his little sister's clasping cunt, filling her body with pulsing jets of brotherly cock milk. The room was filled with Chad's and Tara's mutual wails of explosive pleasure. The two siblings were breathless after their amazing peak.
Tara dismounted from Chad and flopped onto the couch beside him on his right. Becky was already moving to the other side where their father was still standing.
"Oh, Daddy, that was amazing!" she cried, taking his dripping cock into her hand. "I know I already told you my pussy is only for Chad, but after that I really wanna let you fuck me, even if it's just this once. Would you do that, Dad? Do you wanna fuck your other daughter, too?"
"I'd be honored to fuck you, darling," the man replied affectionately.
With Chad and Tara catching their breath beside them, Becky leaned over the couch and stuck out her full, round ass toward her father, offering her pussy from behind. Bob thrust his cock into his daughter's slit carefully but with force, making Becky's breath rush out of her glorious body with a loud huff. Gripping the girl's hip, Bob started pushing and pulling his sturdy rod in and out of her hole. Her full, luscious tits swayed and wobbled beneath her as her body shook to the force of her father's thrusts.
"Owwwww yes, Daddy, yes, that cock feels so good," the middle child squealed with delight. "Can you feel how wet I am now after watching you feel up my lover's balls?"
Bob merely grunted in response and started thrusting harder into Becky's pleasure nest. She was looking over at Chad, her eyes filled with love and excitement. At the same time, Ellen and Tara were both fondling Chad's cock. His flesh was still wet from Tara's pussy, and despite the intense orgasm he'd just had, his meat was already filling with blood again. The stimulation of watching their father fuck Becky while his mother and youngest sister played with his cock was too much to resist.
Tara and her mother took turns sucking Chad's cock while he watched Becky close her eyes and throw her head back, moaning with each thrust of her father's cock. It wasn't long before he was fully erect and aching for more. This time he would plunge his pole inside his mother's luscious pussy.
Ellen lay back on the floor, spreading her legs and inviting her son to fill her with cock from above. They kissed while Tara reached between them and put his cock into their mother's pussy. Chad began pumping his fat shank in and out of his moaning mother's slippery core. Tara rubbed Ellen's clit for a while, but she finally moved over to squat on her mother's face, letting the older woman lap at her fresh, young slit.
Chad was impressed that his mother started licking Tara's pussy without a shred of hesitation. Watching Ellen's tongue lash and flick at her youngest daughter's pussy had her son's driving cock throbbing as hard as if he hadn't already cum a couple of times that day. This was the last thing he expected to happen during his holiday visit, but he loved his family and never felt so proud of them.
Watching Tara squirm on their mother's face and play with her swollen nipples drove Chad even closer to another climax. Looking over at Becky, he felt his insides fill with butterflies. She was so hot and beautiful. She looked amazing as she leaned over the couch and took her father's powerful cock thrusts like a seasoned porn star. If that had been any other man but their father pounding her tight, dripping snatch, Chad would've been head over heels with jealousy.
Tara was the first to cum. Her orgasm hit her so hard she squirted all over their mother's face. The sight drove Chad right to the edge, but it was Becky and their father who both climaxed next, each of them wailing and moaning desperately as Bob filled his daughter's channel with hot, incestuous cum.
As if they were all connected, Chad started to cum in his mother's pussy, slamming his organ hard into her sheath. She started cumming before he had a chance to empty his balls and orgasmed while his love nectar was still spurting into the womb he once came from. Thanks to his hot, horny mother, Chad knew he was going to be happy fucking Becky for many years to come.
When it was over, they all crowded together on the couch to catch their breath. It was a tight squeeze and they were practically sitting on top of each other. Becky was insistent on squeezing in beside Chad. Tara curled up to her brother from the other side. Bob was next to Tara and Ellen next to Bob.


"Baby? Are you okay with me letting Dad pump my pussy like that? You're not mad at me, are you?" Becky asked her brother.
Chad stroked her pretty face and smiled. "All I want is for my girl to be happy," he said. "As long as Dad's the only one," he added.
Becky giggled. "Well of course, silly. And same for you, mister. You better not be fucking any other girls except the ones right here in this room."
Brother and sister kissed deeply. Then Chad turned to Tara and made the same promise to her. She returned it automatically. That was when Chad decided to give his sisters their presents. He hadn't been planning to do that in front of their parents, but it seemed like the right time. He got up and went to his room and retrieved the two small boxes, one with Becky's name on it and the other with Tara's. Then he brought them back downstairs reclaimed his seat between his beautifully naked sisters.
Their parents were watching curiously as Chad handed the boxes to each of his sisters. Each girl tore into her gift as quickly as she could, and they both gasped when they pulled the expensive rings out. Becky and Tara hugged their brother at the same time, their naked tits rubbing against him from either side.
Becky started to put her ring on her finger of her right hand, but Chad stopped her. He took the ring and started to slip it onto the ring finger of her left hand, the traditional finger for married women.
"I want you to wear it on the left," Chad told her. Then turning to Tara, he did the same thing, slipping the ring onto her left hand. "I know we can never be officially married, but I want to acknowledge my commitment to both of you. There's no way I could ever choose only one of you and not the other. There's no one I could ever love the way I love my beautiful sisters. After being with you two, there's no way I could ever be with anyone else. I'm only hoping you both feel the same way."
Becky and Tara covered their brother's face with excited kisses.
"I guess we're gonna be sharing a husband, eh sis?" Becky said with a smile.
Tara looked just as happy. "Yeah," the younger sister agreed. "Except the shitty part about him living in another city."
"Well, that's the thing," Chad said. "I was kind of thinking you'd both come back with me after the holidays and move in so we can live together."
Becky and Tara were even more excited and they started making plans to pack and leave home after New Year with their brother. Bob and Ellen were supportive, but understandably emotional.
"Daddy's going to miss his daughter's hot, young pussies," Ellen finally announced with a giggle that sounded like Becky's.
"And Mom's going to miss her son's big, hard cock," Bob added with a wicked smile.
"Don't worry, Daddy. We'll visit as much as we can, and you guys can come see us if we can't come here. We're always going to be a special kind of family," Tara said. She reached for her brother's and father's cocks at the same time with each hand on each side.
While the youngest member of the family stroked the two men's cocks back to hardness, Ellen insisted they spend New Year's Eve having a private party to celebrate the marriage of Chad and his sisters.
"I'll invite Cousin Freddie," the family matriarch added. "Just like all of us, he'll love all of you equally."
Becky purred suggestively. She knew exactly what their mother was suggesting. Exchanging a knowing look with her younger sister, she knew the hottest wedding gift their father could give them was to let his daughters watch him suck cock for the first time. The very thought made her pussy tingle with arousal. She leaned over and took Chad's growing cock in her mouth while Tara kept stroking the lower part. She loved being a married woman now. It didn't matter that her husband had another wife, too. How could a girl be jealous of her sister?
It was even more exciting to think that they'd have the kind of sexy, open marriage their parents had. It felt right that they'd follow in their parents' footsteps. As she sucked her brother's cock, she felt her sister's hand moving in synch with her lips as they went up and down that hot, delicious man cock.
"That's it, sis," Tara said. "Suck our husband's cock, but don't forget to save some for his other wife."
The middle sister then felt Tara's hand on top of her head, following her bobbing motion up and down. Nothing had ever felt so right, and she knew it always would.


        